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A graceful woman with blonde hair and her hand on her chest said,

“I wish to have the honor of being with you, at least this time.”



📜 Character Information 📜






› Claris Academy

Entrance Exam Overall Evaluation Grade: A+

› Holy Knight Aveline Valantes





Despite saying that, she completely discarded a knight’s nobility and chivalry towards the end.

In response, a brown-haired girl with twin tails, wearing a robe, leaned forward and grumbled,

“Wait! Kaelan is a vanguard! I’m the one suited for the same front line as him!”



📜 Character Information 📜






› Claris Academy

Entrance Exam Overall Evaluation Grade: A-

› Dragon Tamer Lily Forget





She was the same.

It was cute how she clung to him, crying and screaming in the finale.

“Everyone, restrain yourselves.”

Oh my, even the noble pink-haired princess had arrived.



📜 Character Information 📜






› Claris Academy

Entrance Exam Overall Evaluation Grade: S+

› Crimson Flame Melissa Prominence





“Class is starting soon, so it’s better to have this conversation separately.”

“You’re just trying to get a head start now!”

“Lady Lily, that sounds like you lack confidence.”

“Hey, are you done talking?”

A catfight between exotic characters with beautiful appearances.

A banquet of… clichéd lines.



“…What nonsense.”

Observing all this with my chin resting on my hand, I let out a long sigh mixed with curses.

Of course, I said it quietly so they couldn’t hear me.

Those girls were nothing but shallow characters the author created to indulge in his self-insert fantasies.

At that moment, Kaelan, the cause of this situation, began to meditate.

“Now, now, everyone. This is Edwin’s party, you know?”

“Edwin…?”

At the mention of Edwin, everyone’s gaze turned towards him.

Yes, the real protagonist of this novel should have been him, not me…

He has rare green hair and an unkempt appearance that makes him look unimpressive, but later, he gets a buff to his looks, becoming a young master type.

The protagonist of the game “Reincarnated Hero” is Edwin.

And then there was a brief silence.

“…”

“Wait, Kaelan, are you changing the subject again? Choose now! Me or this girl!”

A look of confusion, no, a horde of confusion appeared on Kaelan’s face.

“This is quite a dilemma…”

What a typical youth harem story.

What’s so good about such obvious pretense?

By the way, Kaelan was the author’s self-insert.

He had a rotten personality and was someone you should never get involved with…

Flinch-

‘Ah.’

For a moment, my gaze intersected with the princess’s amethyst-like eyes.

“Hmph.”

She let out a small sigh, then bit her lip and approached me with crossed arms.

“If you have something to say, why don’t you come and say it properly?”

“Huh? Not really.”

“…”

As I feigned ignorance, contempt soon filled her expression.

“I know you’re hiding your true feelings.”

“I told you there’s nothing like that…”

Her piercing gaze poured onto me incessantly, full of disbelief.

“I need to sleep, so please go away.”

As I buried my head and waved my hand, she returned to her seat, displeased.

Disdain and malice were all directed towards me.

Perhaps it was inevitable.

‘If I’m found out. I’m done for.’



📜 Character Information 📜






› Claris Academy

Entrance Exam Overall Evaluation Grade: F

› Demon Lev Denec





‘Why do I have to attend the same academy as these shallow characters…?’

Sadly, this was my reality, an utterly nauseating development.

Without any knowledge of romance, I possessed a fanfic of “Reincarnated Hero” called “Reincarnated Academy.”

And I had started off as a demon…a villain.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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RPG Forum

– News on this week’s latest releases

[Lost Ark Season 14!]

Our VR system’s raids offer new thrills for those bored of cyber raids.

Comments:

ㄴ Why not just make a Marine Corps camp?

ㄴ LOL

ㄴ Invite the devs to the camp, too, damn it…

[Mushroom Village Story – 25th new area appears]

[Level up from 1/2 to level 700!]

Comments:

ㄴ Waah, newbies have to do 25 daily quests?

ㄴ No, no. If you clear through the 23rd area, it’s reduced to 12 daily and 5 weekly quests.

ㄴ Then what if you cleared it without knowing that?

ㄴ You did well, clap clap

ㄴ Thanks to you, Mushroom Village has been saved LOL

[Dungeon and Fighter – The final, strongest apostle, the 1st apostle appears…]

Comments:

ㄴ Since Apostles 4,5,7 and 8 drop good items, fight them first

ㄴ After that, learn the patterns of Apostles 2,3 and 6

ㄴ When an elite team starts fighting the 1st apostle, you should start fighting it too. That’s how newbies save time.

“This is dizzying.”

I scratched my neck and yawned.

These days, RPG games seem to lack… that thing.

That is to say…

‘Romance’

‘Foundation’

That’s right. I’m what you would call a romance + foundation maniac.

It’s a fact that the beginning of an RPG, which ignited your adventurous spirit, was the most enjoyable part.

Isn’t there a saying that you should leave while the applause is still loud?

This was true for movies as well.

Action, thriller, romance, regardless of genre.

First installments were often enjoyable masterpieces, and sequels were unlikely to surpass them.

Riding on the coattails of an already reputable series was way easier than developing something new.

However, sequels led to brain-dead releases 8 or 9 times out of 10…

Furthermore, as someone who had seen the demise of numerous games, I couldn’t help but feel nostalgic for the first installments.

“Sigh… Are there no games with a strong foundational smell?”

I moved the mouse around and browsed the various mediocre K-RPGs.

Of course, no games stood out or hit you with a bang.

Games were known to be comparable to all-you-can-eat buffets when they were first released.

Low-level content, lifestyle content, boss raids, instance dungeons, numerous quests…

Everything was intricate and diverse, reminiscent of a full Korean meal.

Although there would always be users with both issues and likes, from stir-fried eggplant to grilled ribs, the game was incredibly diverse.

In other words, it was a balanced meal that allowed you to have fun picking and choosing what to eat.

However, even for newly released games, something inevitably occurred with each new update…

‘Power inflation.’

This was, of course, a natural order of things, just like people getting old and dying.

With the creation of new builds and the rise of high-level item circulation, low-level content gradually became obsolete.

This was like the laws of the market.

Unlike the initial release, game companies now had to develop content within a limited time frame, so it was unavoidable that they’d end up serving dishes that catered to their users’ demands.

In the end, the only thing that changed was the main dish.

Could you call a dish a perfect blend if its base remained Korean and only the main dish was changed to pasta?

No.

The emotions you developed at the beginning of the game would eventually fade away.

So, you could say that today’s games lack both romance and foundation.

As a professional gamer holed up in my room, a small sigh of acceptance escaped my mouth before I moved my cursor to my bookmarked novel site.

Click-

“I should catch up on what I’ve missed.”

 

Abbreviated as:

“Reincarnated Academy”

I enjoyed this web novel, which is a fanfic of the game “Reincarnated Hero.”

Reincarnated Hero was…

A fairly typical story where Edwin, an adventurer and reincarnator destined to defeat the Demon King, traverses an open world, defeats monsters, completes quests, and gradually regains memories of his past life…

In a way, it was a game with a generic plot.

But it was a game I enjoyed so much that I played through all the content multiple times.

Of course, the sequel was a complete flop, and the series ended.

Still, in a way, I could console myself, believing it fortunate that the original wouldn’t be desecrated any further simply because lacked foundation.

In that sense, “Reincarnated Hero” was a game that fulfilled my beliefs well.

Aria, the healer, seemed cold and blunt but was warm and conflicted between choosing me or her old lover.

Selena, the elven archer with whom everyone had a hard time due to her cold-blooded personality, later became the most reliable comrade.

Finally, Yeriel, the elemental mage, devoted to me from beginning to end as the main heroine character.

They were the starting members who made your heart swell with a sense of ‘foundation’ just by looking at them.

There were many other three-dimensional characters, so the emotional impact in the latter half affected me quite profoundly.

I read the fanfic “Reincarnated Academy” because it depicted the past stories of the characters from the original “Reincarnated Hero” and their days at the academy.

Of course, the foundation was severely lacking as the author’s tendencies were added to the settings and characters…

But what could you do?

This was all that was left of a discontinued game’s novel.

[Ep. 470 updates in 1 day]

[Continue from Ep. 435]

It was nearing the end.

While I was anxious about the ending, I was also looking forward to how they would connect it to the next story, “Reincarnated Hero,” given the time frame.

With a smile on my lips, I clicked continue.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

“What the fucking… Damn thing.”

However, the novel’s content completely differed from what I had expected.

-Hurry, cast vision magic!

-Yes, understood!

Vision magic was the first magic that became the origin of all magic.

But they were using it for the first time this late in the story?

And where did Aria, who was in charge of healing magic, go?

-For now, Lily will heal!

Why was Lily, the dragon tamer, chanting high-tier healing magic?

Using two attributes only appeared in …

-I’ll go!

-[Critical hit!]

What the fuck?

Was the slaughterer Kaelan wielding dual swords and triggering assassination criticals?

As a rule, assassination requires concepts like stealth, silence, swiftness, and concealment

and the weapons optimized for that were, of course…

‘Daggers or hidden weapons!’

That was why in “Reincarnated Hero,” only daggers and hidden weapons had uniquely high critical hit ratios,

And it wasn’t until that the critical hit disparity with other weapons was slightly adjusted.

I was willing to overlook him using a hidden bow and arrow, even if it was sloppy and petty, but assassination with dual swords?

It was so lacking in foundation…

-Woooong!!!

But that wasn’t the end of it.

The more significant issue was with the story.

As it progressed to the latter half, the roles of the foundational characters diminished, and the story only focused on the author’s original characters…

In the end, the final party of heroes going to confront the demons of the Seven Deadly Sins was filled with the author’s secondary insert characters, except for Edwin.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

In front of the final battle at the [Sanctuary of the Fallen Seven Virtues]

The highest difficulty raid in the story, when someone had to stay behind, Kaelan, the author’s favored character, spoke up.

-The one to defend this bridge with Edwin, stay behind. I’ll go finish that guy off. I’ll give you the choice of what to do.

-Th… that’s!

Does anyone want to come with me?

-……

When Kaelan raised his hand, the surroundings fell quiet, and an atmosphere of the heroines being mindful formed.

The reason they were being cautious was simple.

Melissa, Aveline, Lily.

All three were part of Kaelan’s harem and wanted to be with him.

In the end, Kaelan smiled and chose Lily, who could heal, and pulled her by the wrist.

-This is perfect. I need a healer, so Lily comes with me. And the rest defend the bridge. Okay?

-Uh, I guess there’s no choice.

As Lily went to Kaelan’s side, suppressing a smile leaking out, Melissa and Aveline also clung to Kaelan.

-N…no! I want to go with Kaelan too!

-S…sorry. Edwin.

-……

In this absurd situation, the one who spoke solemnly was Edwin.

“Everyone…”

“?”

“Thank you. For coming this far with me.”

“Edwin…?”

“The Archdemon will be strong. You all know that, right? Even one person missing will make sealing the demon difficult. That’s what we learned at the academy… So… I’ll handle this place alone.”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

What came next… didn’t even need further explanation.

[Dishwasher Ending – Bad Ending]

Because the foolish hero Edwin had properly raised his own death flag.

In a way, this could have been a magnificent sacrifice, dying here and being reincarnated, fitting for the story of “Reincarnated Hero.”

But Kaelan was just a hero-sounding character with a pitch-black interior, created by the author to indulge his whims.

Actually, he saw the heroines as nothing more than ‘wh*res,’ ‘rags,’ ‘tools,’ and ‘consumables’?

Clearly… Edwin should have become the destroyer’s vessel instead of Kaelan.

But the one who defeated the Archdemon and lived happily ever after was only Kaelan?

‘What utter fucking trash.’

This couldn’t be real.

There was too much to criticize.

Not only was the power inflation contrived, shaking the novel’s foundation, but the story was also a mess.

Why were they suddenly pushing Kaelan and indulging in the author’s whims instead of the original members?

I couldn’t take it anymore.

I opened a message of anger and typed away.

[Me: Excuse me, Author-nim, this is set in a period even before “Reincarnated Hero.” You’ve been following the original game’s settings well so far, so why are you making such a risky move now? And what’s with this ending? Aren’t you pushing Kaelan too much? What has Edwin been doing all this time? And where did Yeriel, Aria, and Selena go? It’s also unacceptable that he couldn’t raise any flags with the heroines.]

Fortunately or unfortunately, a reply to my resolute feedback came very quickly.

Reincarnation: [It’s my novel, you know?]

Uh…what?

Reincarnation: [These days, the views aren’t coming in well, and as I’ve been accommodating readers’ feedback, it ended up like this.]

For a moment, I hesitated, not knowing how to respond.

It ended up like this because you neglected the foundational characters and only indulged in the characters you created!

I couldn’t point out facts like that.

It was clear that this web novel was dying.

Moreover, the author was in a state of mental and physical weakness due to the conflicting feedback from various readers.

He spoke as if blaming me for following until the end,

and if I add one more unpleasant remark here, the author might just run off without even making any revisions.

If that happened, my memories of “Reincarnated Hero” would forever remain tainted like this.

As I was hesitating, deleting and rewriting in the empty space, trying to figure out how to gaslight this person,

[Reincarnation: Hah, I guess I got a little heated. Please understand.]



He sent me a message first, speaking frankly.

Yeah, we both got too excited…

[Reincarnation: But… they’re builds that appeared in anyway, isn’t this much fine?]

[Me: Teacher… is a failed game, a failed game!]

[Reincarnation: Ah… you said you were a classic user, right?]

[Me: Yes. I’ve tried all the builds, but… the sequel severely lacks foundation.]

[Reincarnation: Then, do you really think the balance in the 1st game was perfect?]

Hmm… I couldn’t say there were absolutely no inconveniences…

But I was still able to answer with confidence.

[Me: Of course. It has so many unique systems! With foundation! And even romance. There’s not a single discarded character, right?]

[Reincarnation: Is that so…]

In fact, the reason the 1st game could receive praise was that even supporting characters with minor roles all had their own unique characteristics, narratives, and uses.

It’s fair to say that no character is absolutely inferior.

[Me: So if you could pay some attention to those original characters and give them an ending…]

[Reincarnation: In that case…]

‘?’

[Reincarnation: Why don’t you do it yourself? Let’s see if you can back up your words.]

Wh…at?

I wasn’t able to answer.

Because with those words, light rippled.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 



⚙️ System Notification ⚙️






Accommodating the reader’s feedback, we have selected the character closest to classic status.





◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

*Ding!*



⚙️ System Notification ⚙️






Mission Objectives

1 – Graduate from Claris Academy without being held back or expelled.

2 – Stop the Kaelan bad ending.

Failure: You may be trapped in the eternal flow of time as the worldline collapses.





‘What… the fuck is going on?’

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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When I opened my eyes, I saw what one would call lapis lazuli.

“What the?”

No, upon closer look, it wasn’t a gemstone that reflected the sunlight with a smooth surface.

I was momentarily startled and pulled my head away by about 5 cm.

Right, those looked like eyes.

Appearing to belong to an incredibly beautiful person.

“Please let go.”

As her melodic voice rung,

I realized that my left hand was holding her wrist firmly against the wall.

“Ah.”

So, I belatedly removed my hand, and her petite hand also came down.

Judging from the red marks on the back of her hand, it seemed there were some abrasions.

-…

She murmured something softly and brought her hand to the back of her other hand.

-Shaaa.

Then, as if she had cast magic, the wound had begun to heal.

Wait, was I witnessing magic, like real magic?

And this familiar face was…

“…?”

As I alternated between looking at this mysterious sight and her face, she shrunk back a little as if wary of me.

And before I could even apologize, I was already blurting out words according to my instincts.

“Aria, you’re the healer Aria, right?”

“…?”

There’s no way I wouldn’t recognize the silver-haired beauty in a Claris Academy uniform with a hint of lavender.

Because ‘Aria Bluebell’ is a ‘foundational’ character in [Reincarnated Hero].

She is an indispensable force in the hero’s party.

She fulfills her role as a healer until the final boss is defeated.

As a character devoted to supporting the protagonist, there was no room for doubt that she was a top candidate for the most virtuous role in the story.

Of course, the ending was bittersweet, but…

Anyway, I put aside my excitement to grasp the situation.

‘Is this really… a possession development…?’

The surrounding buildings were a mix of fantasy and 19th-20th century European architecture.

I could see magical tools that replicated modern conveniences here and there.

“No way, Claris… Academy?”

One thing was for sure, it was nowhere on Earth.

“……”

She, about a head shorter than me, was looking at me perplexed.

“…Please refrain from rough actions. That includes arbitrarily disparaging others.”

She was alive.

Her harmonious voice penetrated my ears once again.

I had undoubtedly transmigrated.

After a single comment…I had been transported into a novel.

“This is crazy…”

Aria’s doll-like mouth moved after I muttered.

“…I believe that’s a sufficient answer. And don’t worry, I’ll pretend I didn’t hear what you just said.”

“…Uh, sorry but what did you say?”

At my counter-question, Aria slightly opened her mouth and averted her gaze, seemingly flustered by a situation she couldn’t understand.

It was a depiction that often appeared in the novel.

“I know you’re not someone who lacks this much tact.”

“What did I say…?”

“…Do I really have to say it out loud?”

I recall that Aria was often blunt at the beginning of the story.

-Hah, I understand.

-Let’s do that.

-It’s dangerous. Please come out.

Since she was set to be a year younger than the other characters, she was a character who spoke politely.

I felt this strange sense of distance because of that.

But now Aria seemed to be even more wary of me.

I instinctively touched my face.

‘Wait, who did I possess?’

Since she even had her hand scraped…It didn’t seem like an orthodox situation or relationship.

Still, it was unfair. I just woke up in this situation.

Amid my confusion, a student with pink hair intervened.

“What are you two doing right now…!”

“……”

I sighed without realizing it.

It was probably Lady Melissa of the Prominence family, an original character made by the author who only appeared in the novel.

Pink hair obviously wasn’t foundational.

Maybe she noticed my expression or felt displeasure due to the situation.

Still, shadows had begun to fall on Melissa’s face.

As if accusing me, she snapped.

“A somewhat oppressive attitude, a stiff atmosphere. Can you explain what you were trying to do to Ria just now?”

“Not really, nothing…”

Of course, I wanted to say it was nothing, but upon thinking about it, it wasn’t a situation that would look that way.

Even Aria was incredibly wary of me.

‘This is ambiguous.’

Was this what it felt like to be falsely accused of sexual harassment?

If I said the wrong thing here, the situation would only escalate.

“Although Claris Academy is based on equality, I think it’s right to maintain a minimum level of human decency in interpersonal relationships. If it’s not the situation I think it is, why can’t you answer?”

I didn’t even understand this situation in the first place!

As I exercised my right to remain silent with a face of resentment, Melissa turned her head towards Aria.

“Don’t tell me, this insolent guy threatened you to go out with him, Ria…? Just like he did to me.”

Melissa quickly muttered in a slightly lowered voice, as if she didn’t want to say it.

“Let’s date, let’s date. You don’t really care who you’re with anyway, right? Aren’t I good enough for you? Don’t tell me you like that trash Edwin? Anyway, that guy Edwin… or something like that… he said.”

As Melissa looked at me contemptuously, I waved my hands in denial.

“…No way. There’s no way a guy would spout such trashy lines in this world.”

“Aria, answer me. Lev Denec, what kind of conversation did you have with this person…?”

“……”

And Aria’s expression as she remained silent.

“?”

Oh… what the hell was this?

Really?

Did I really say such third-rate villain lines?

And Lev Denec?

Was that the name of the body I possessed?

For a moment, even the air I inhaled felt sharp, causing goosebumps.

I was starting to get a picture of this confusing situation.

[Lev Denec]

The name was so ordinary and neutral that I couldn’t remember it well.

However, this guy wasn’t a foundational character but a third-rate villain created in the author’s novel.

Although he had a decent appearance, perhaps because the author had BL coins in mind, he was a typical strong-weak-weak-strong type, looked down on commoners, had a lot of experience with women, accumulated a good amount of villain karma, and got utterly humiliated by Edwin in the entrance exam.

With his sense of inferiority having reached its peak, Lev Denec makes a contract with a demon and eventually dies as a demon…

And Edwin inherits the ability of an executor after dealing with this guy.

In other words, he was a disposable character for the protagonist’s awakening.

‘Fu-ck.’

And the timing wasn’t good either.

No matter how much Lev’s sense of inferiority had to reach its peak, for him to become a demon, he needed some kind of catalyst,

The scene of ‘him blackening after being rejected from confessing left and right’ was a part that wasn’t particularly described in the story, right?

Why do I have to do the dishwashing after possessing him?

‘Lev, you bastard… Author, you fucking bastard…’

This guy named Lev betrayed everyone and enjoyed irresponsible pleasure.

“I guess it’s safe to assume silence is affirmation, right?”

Melissa informed me, her arms crossed as if holding the upper hand.

“I’m going to report this to the principal and have it thoroughly investigated and take action. You’ve accumulated karma, so I can pretty much predict the result.”

The result, don’t tell me I was going to get expelled?

Suddenly, the mission objective status window appeared once again.



⚙️ System Notification ⚙️






[Mission Objectives]

1 – Graduate from Claris Academy without being held back or expelled.

2 – Stop Kaelan’s ending.

Failure: You may be trapped in the eternal flow of time as the worldline collapses.





It was game over if I got expelled at the story’s start.

‘The fuck? I just got here, and I’m already getting expelled?’

Aria stepped up just as I was about to give up on everything.

“Lev… didn’t really say anything.”

Lady Aria…?

Melissa looked at me and Aria alternately, seeming flustered.

“Ria? Are you… defending this guy right now?”

“He only asked me if there were any mistakes in the results of this entrance exam. He didn’t say anything like what you just said, Melissa.”

“……”

At her words, Melissa soon fell silent.

Wow, she was shielding me?

As expected of a foundational character.

-And don’t worry, I’ll pretend I didn’t hear what you said.

She told me she wouldn’t tell anyone about this and kept that promise.

Right, this was Aria’s personality.

Once she promised something, she always kept it…

So why did the author abandon Aria?!

“Uh… um…”

Melissa seemed to have a lot she wanted to say, but perhaps Aria’s authority as the main heroine was hard to beat, so she let out a small sigh.

“Hah…… I get it, Ria. Let’s go, it’s almost dinner time.”

“Okay.”

“And Lev Denec, refrain from approaching Ria. I’ll be keeping an eye on you.”

She used an icy tone with me.

Just how horrible of a villain was I…

“Oh, yes…”

Without listening to my answer, Melissa took Aria’s hand and disappeared.

“Crazy…”

I felt dizzy, as if I’d been struck on the head with a hammer.

It still didn’t feel real.

This had to be a dream, a dream…

‘Author, you fucking bastard…’

You clearly asked me if I played the first game, right?



But did you have to give me a death flag right from the start like this to get off?

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

Thus, with a 0 % success rate in confessing…

I had begun my academy life.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 



⚙️ System Notification ⚙️






[The player’s succession ability has been determined by the previous event]

[After a moment, your traits will be given after analyzing the tendencies of the player in the previous world]
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The fanfiction novel I transmigrated into, “Reincarnated Academy” held great significance in depicting the main characters’ academy life, a past story not covered in the game “Reincarnated Hero”.

It was somewhat popular in the beginning because readers could get a glimpse of the first encounters between characters that were omitted or not shown in depth in the game.

The academy that appeared in the fanfic was none other than the primary setting of the story,

[Claris Academy].

Its scale could have been called an academic city equivalent to one-third the size of the imperial capital.

Inside the academy were educational institutions equipped to cultivate successors who would purify the fallen sanctuaries.

As part of the city’s economy, it was filled with commercial districts, magic districts, churches, holy sites, administrative facilities, and even civilian residences.

Moreover, the students’ backgrounds were diverse, from royalty, nobles seeking to bring glory to their families, recently admitted elves, to a few commoners aiming to become heroes for their livelihood and to turn their lives around…

Regardless of race or status, there were over 3,000 of them.

It might seem like the number was a bit excessive,

However, considering they gathered from all over the continent and the numbers would keep getting cut down like an audition program, the number of graduates wasn’t that high.

Even in the game, eradicating demons was the top priority, so it was a place where only merit-based selection was used to form the members.

A city of students, for students…

The newly admitted freshmen would receive basic training and theoretical education for the first two months.

After taking a practical test, the whole curriculum would begin.

And I entered the grandly large dormitory.

[Lev Denec]

[Dormitory – Undetermined]

“It’s quite amazing.”

When I inserted my student ID into the square-shaped magic tool, it activated the magic device, briefly displaying my information, and opened the door.

“…”

The interior of the dormitory was a sight that was hard to call medieval fantasy.

Perhaps due to the author’s reinterpretation, it was a sophisticated dormitory closer to modern times than I had expected.

In the main hall, fountains, sculptures, and benches were arranged so that students could converse at any time, and there was even something resembling an elevator operated by magic power.

In the first place, Reincarnated Hero wasn’t a traditional fantasy.

It was an era after the development of magic power had replaced science, and the author had created a fantasy world with firearms, so it wasn’t bizarre.

Also, as many of the story’s events took place in the dormitory, signboards led to numerous additional facilities such as a fitness center, cafeteria, and club rooms.

‘There’s even a trial and an evolution chamber…’

Anyway, now wasn’t the time to be admiring.

[Retrieving traits from the previous world… 50%…]

For now, the status window is still loading.

So, the first thing I had to do was to gather as much information as possible.

Looking at the academic schedule posted in the dormitory, I see that tomorrow was the day for positioning.

Based on this, recalling the contents of the original work,

Lev Denec was clearly a supporting character at this point, even from a third-person perspective.

He was probably destined to combine with the demon ‘Rag,’ used as teaching material in the academy around today or tomorrow, and become a Rag Demon.

For reference, though it’s information I’d rather not know, a Rag is a low-level F-grade demon patched together from demon scraps.

“If I’m going to become a demon anyway, I might as well combine with something cool like Lucifer!”

Moreover, since he was a one-off supporting character that existed solely for the protagonist’s awakening, there seemed to be no other mention of him besides this…

In the end, if I didn’t want to become an experience point for Edwin like this, I had to change the future itself…

‘Kaelan’s ending or whatever, I’m screwed!’

One fortunate thing was that this novel had the attribute of an academy slice-of-life, so if I could somehow endure the initial demonization, I could catch my breath.

It wouldn’t be too late to set the goal of taking down Kaelan, the root of all evil, and the author’s self-insert with a trash personality as the next target.

At that moment, one additional piece of information came to my mind.

‘Right, there was that.’

A person related to Lev Denec’s demonization.

The villainess ‘Liris Larochelle’.

Come to think of it, this girl was behind me.

Although she indirectly appeared in the story of “Reincarnated Hero” later on, making it ambiguous to judge her foundation,

One thing was sure: she was a villain at this point.

She was a puppet of the Demon Clan who tried to join the Demon Clan’s inner circle to take revenge on the noble family that abandoned her.

So, to gain proof of their trust, she hid her identity and served as the student council president at the academy.

Liris would probably try to build me up for demonization today or tomorrow…

‘Will I be able to resolve this safely…?’

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

As freshmen used temporary rooms, finding Lev Denec’s room wasn’t difficult.

There were neatly arranged school uniforms and even a private shower room in a room slightly too spacious for one person.

As soon as I entered the room, I looked for a mirror first.

Gray hair and black eyes.

It was indeed Lev Denec.

“Whew.”

I lightly threw off my outer garments and first checked the paper hanging on the doorknob.

It was a notice stamped with the seal of the dormitory supervisor.

 



————————————————————

Recipient: Lev Denec
Current accumulated demerits: 49

Matters that can offset this: None

 

In accordance with the dormitory regulations of Claris Academy,

we hereby inform you in advance that this student’s dormitory support will not be approved.

 

Rafah, Dormitory Supervisor

————————————————————

 



“…I expected it, but still.”

It was apparent, if not obvious.

Despite his lack of ability, this guy was a delinquent, so his school life must have been a mess.

There must have been various shitty situations that came together for him to become a demon.

-Clatter!

Next, I rummaged through the drawers.

Despite his appearance, magic tools and books were necessary for handling magic.

Of course, they were spotless, as if they had never been used.

While various thoughts crossed my mind, I found a few letters, an unknown pendant, and some miscellaneous items deep in the drawer.

“Let’s see.”

 

 ————————————————————

-We appreciate the contribution you have paid, but in accordance with the student council’s executive regulations, we permanently expel ‘Lev Denec’ from the student council.

———————————————————— 

For a moment, I was a bit surprised by the word student council.

The student council wasn’t an all-powerful institution.

Still, there were episodes where it had some involvement with the protagonist, Edwin.

Did this bastard Lev Denec hold a position in the student council?

[Permanent Expulsion: Student Councilor]

“Oh my.”

Not an executive, leader, or even a representative, but a paid position.

In other words, he was a low-ranking character in the student council.

“Don’t tell me he spent all his entrance gems on this…”

In the academy, currency used outside couldn’t be used, and they used only valid internal gems.

It was for the sake of equality in the background or something.

At first, they gave quite a bit of funds as a congratulatory gift for admission.

Still, seeing only crumbs of gems, it seemed this guy had offered them all to the student council.

 

 ————————————————————

I’ll look forward to the day we meet again.

————————————————————

[Message from an unknown sender] 

An unidentified note was enclosed with this notice.

“I guess this is where Liris’ involvement started.”

There was no way a trashy third-rate character like Lev could become a demon on his own.

It was a setting in which he had a connection with Liris so that the circumstances for demonization could be established.

It wasn’t mentioned in the original work.

‘And this is…’

-Clank.

A pendant of a suitable size with a mixture of purple and gold.

No matter how I looked at it, this pendant seemed related to the demonization, giving off an ominous feeling.

By the way, it was extremely cruel of her to completely rip him off and even try to turn him into a demon.

“Anyway, next.”

This time, it was a rather stiff letter.

 

 ————————————————————

-Lev Denec, the 6th son of the Denec family.
What kind of trouble did you cause to be defeated by a farmer’s son in the entrance exam?

There’s a limit to how much you can tarnish the Denec family name…

Furthermore, this incident has turned the arranged marriage into nothing.

It seems the day I can’t call you my son is not far off.

You are my only blemish.

———————————————————— 


-Rip

I tore up the letter just like that.

If the news of his defeat to Edwin had reached his family, Lev Denec’s position within the academy could be roughly guessed.

He must be getting ignored and neglected.

It was a series of bitter pills to swallow, but it didn’t matter.

It’s not like I did any of it.

Lastly, there was a mana-measuring crystal in the shape of a gem.

They probably handed them out during the entrance exam, but why did he keep them unused?

Still, this guy was an aristocrat and aristocratic characters generally had higher innate stats or talents according to the setting.

I could quickly check my status when I held the mana crystal and concentrated.



⚙ Status Window ⚙






[Strength]: 1.0

[Stamina]: 1.0

[Agility]: 1.0

[Magic Power]: 1.0

[Mana]: 1.0

[Mental Strength]: 1.0

[Affinity]: 1.0

[Specialization]

Circle Magic (1)





“Fuck it, let’s just become a demon.”

The stats written on the mana crystal were more miserable than I expected.

The so-called small hexagon.

His strength and agility were at the bottom, unlike his decent appearance.

And seeing ‘1st Circle’ in the specialization,

If I were to categorize this human named Lev Denec into one of two types, a magician or a non-magician,

I could say he was a magician.

Not every character had talent in magic, so it seemed he had somehow been admitted after his potential was acknowledged.

The so-called parachute admission…

Suddenly, I recalled the Message that appeared right before I possessed him, saying that the feedback had been reflected.

-Accommodating the reader’s feedback, we have selected the character closest to classic status.

Since he had to lose to Edwin in the beginning and was meant to become a demon, did the author not even set the detailed stats?

-Plop!

I lay down on the bed just like that.

“He really is trashy.”

With the specs I just saw, there was no way to beat Edwin other than becoming a demon.

‘Damn it. Still, to fuse with a repulsive demon.’

The demons in Reincarnated Hero had bizarre appearances.

Having to offer my body to such a thing, I might be better off dead?

‘Is running away the answer…!’

That’s not the answer either.

Even if I somehow avoid demonization, with these stats, I’m bound to be held back or expelled.

Claris is a place where only the so-called geniuses survive.

There’s no way they would have set up anything for a supporting character who hadn’t planned for the future.

Ultimately, the fate of becoming lost in space was the only thing waiting for me.

“Are you satisfied, you damn author?!”

-…



My outcry only echoed in this unnecessarily spacious dormitory room.

And even this room had to be vacated after the selection test…

Crazy.

There’s no end to these worries.

That’s when it happened.

-Ding!



⚙ System Notification ⚙






[100%… Complete.]

[You can check your traits]

[The succession has been completed]

[You can receive the traits from the previous world]





A final lifeline came down to me, who had nothing to lose.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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⚙ System Notification ⚙






[100%… Complete.]

[You can check your traits]

[The succession has been completed]

[You can receive the traits from the previous world]





Eh?

The status windows that appeared before my eyes seemed somewhat familiar.

Beyond being reassuring, they made me feel nostalgic.

Because the UI was from the 1st edition of “Reincarnated Hero,” the game.

The place I possessed was clearly inside a novel, but the system was the game system?

I first examined the traits, the first notification.



⚙ Status Window ⚙






[General Traits]

▶[Villain] [Lv.1] (0/100)

-Regardless of your appearance, you may not give a very good first impression.

▶[Supporting Role] [Lv.N/A]

-You are a third-rate villain.

-If your actions have too much of an impact, the world line may collapse.

-Instead, you gain ‘Supporting Role Points’ whenever you act like a supporting character, and through this, you can grow further.

-You can perform ‘Supporting Role Quests’ for each main event.

-This trait cannot be deleted/replaced.

▶[Plausibility] [Lv.3] (0/500)

-You seem to be called one of the top ten handsome men in the academy.

-You may be able to easily enchant someone.

(*Currently, this trait is in an inactive state due to the Villain trait.)





“…What is this…”

Only traits that seemed like comedic elements were gathered.

Even the only beneficial attribute, plausibility, was inactive.

Although one general trait could be replaced later, it was the worst for a starting point.

[Supporting Role Trait Activated]

[Quest Added]

-Ding!



⚙ Status Window ⚙






▶[Supporting Role Quest]

[Main Event 1]

[Mission Objective: Help Edwin awaken like a supporting character]

[Reward: 100 Supporting Role Points]

[Time Remaining: 11 hours 59 minutes]





Putting aside the provoking tone, the quest content was quite malicious.

Was it telling me to just become a Rag and get beaten up?

“Anyway, succession… This is the most important.”

The characters in Reincarnated Hero weren’t called successors for nothing.

To think of it simply in game terms, it was something like a prophecy or special unique ability that appeared when creating a character.

For example, Aria’s succession ability as a healer was

 



————————————————————

You, who have received the revelation of healing, can heal others through divine power, and the healing effect is greatly increased.

————————————————————



Or,

The protagonist Edwin, as an executor, had

 



————————————————————

You are a being who can save humanity by slaying the Demon King.

You will continuously grow through your future destiny, and you can exert strong power against what you consider evil.

————————————————————



Kaelan, as a slaughterer, had

 



————————————————————

You may be destined to carry a lot of karma.

You are strong against multiple opponents, but will have a turbulent time.

————————————————————



In this way, when a specific event or narrative occurred for each character, it gave them a unique characteristic, providing individuality and specialization.

Once determined, this succession ability couldn’t be changed, but it could be upgraded through the power of light or darkness.

Of course, I would have to try it myself to see if it was possible up to this point.

The problem was Lev Denec, this guy’s succession ability… I had a bad feeling about it.

“Please!”

-Ding!



⚙ Status Window ⚙






[Succession Ability]

Your Succession Ability: Recluse

You, who have attempted a confession attack since the new semester, are destined to live like a dead rat in your school life from now on.

You, a true outsider, will periodically lose presence.





A ? ping went off in my brain.

Because Lev confessed right at the moment I possessed him… My fate seemed to be stuck with some unknown ability called Recluse.

‘What the hell, give it back.’

The revelation that was supposed to come only once in a lifetime was determined arbitrarily without my consent.

Fate was literally fate, and I couldn’t change it again, so it couldn’t be more deplorable than this.

There was only one status window left…

[Bring one trait from the previous world]

“……”

The last hope to avoid the demonization ending seemed to depend on this…

-Ding!



⚙ Status Window ⚙






[Unique Trait]

▶[Foundational Gamer] [Lv.1]

: A special ability given to you who only enjoyed classic games in the previous world.

1. Gamer (0/500)

The “Reincarnated Hero” system is applied only to ‘you.’

2. Foundation (0/500)

The “Reincarnated Hero” closed beta patch version is applied only to ‘you.’





Foundational Gamer…?

It could be said to be the trait that suited me best, as I threw away the sequel halfway through and only played the 1st game until I was sick of it.

Especially if it was the closed beta version, it was before the game’s open beta, so it was at a highly early level…

The important thing would be whether this could directly help defeat the Demon King.

“Wait a moment…?”

The neurons that usually moved slowly started to pick up speed.

I rummaged through the drawer again and caressed that pendant.



⚙ Status Window ⚙






[Demon’s Whisper]

[Rarity: A-]

[A necklace that responds if the wearer strongly desires ‘power’. It is said to be able to communicate with demons.]

[Current Despair Level: 100/100]

[Usable]





“As I thought.”

The concise, classic UI greeted me.

So, this world was the novel’s worldview, but I received the judgment of a game player.

Hence, the status window popped up.

The important thing was that the patch version was the CBT version.

‘Confession, Recluse, Supporting Role, only I get CBT judgment, Demon’s Whisper…’

I muttered about the situation so far.

And what I realized was…

‘If done well, this could be fucking overpowered?’

First of all, demonization prioritized selling one’s soul and making a contract with a demon.

By borrowing demonic power from the demon momentarily like that, one could gain strong power,

but if a human with a small vessel in the first place was consumed by demonic power higher than their level, they would naturally go berserk.

In the end, when the body reached its limit, they would forcibly supplement it by fusing with a demon.

So, if I wanted to prolong my life thinly and lengthily, it would be best to get rid of this ominous pendant immediately, but…

Liris would think I’ve already been consumed by the pendant, right?

A pro-gamer move came to my mind.

A way to properly get revenge on that damn author.

“Bring it on, you demon bastard.”

I immediately put the pendant around my neck.

And I made up my mind.

Today, I would sincerely become a demon.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

At the same time, it was dinner time in the Cheong-gwan, 2nd year student cafeteria, and so many students were eating.

Among them, there was someone who was receiving the attention of the male students.

It was none other than Liris Larochelle.

With pitch-black hair, she was having a pleasant dinner with the student council members.

But as if she couldn’t hide the humming that kept coming out, the secretary Laura asked her.

“Liris, you seem to be in a good mood.”

“Yes, especially today.”

“Is it because Lev Denec, that guy, got expelled?”

“Who is that person?”

“…”

Laura sometimes found Liris a bit creepy when she did this from time to time.

She was always dignified and kind typically, but when she drew the line, she was decisive.

“Oh, it’s nothing.”

Laura thought that’s why she was the student council president.

Meanwhile, unlike Laura’s thoughts, Liris’s mind was filled with thoughts about Lev Denec, that guy.

That day, after losing to the guy, she had been ignoring and could not contain her anger.

-Edwin, I want to kill Edwin! Damn it, you know that guy is nothing if I get a little more serious, right?!

-I let my guard down; I let my guard down! That bastard cheated despicably. I’m telling you, he’s a lowly one from birth, right?

-A guy who has only held a pickaxe in his life…

-If it weren’t for that guy, Aria, Melissa, those bitches would all be mine!

“Cute toy.”

That face was wholly consumed by anger and an inferiority complex, the guy who couldn’t control his rage and clung to her as if throwing a tantrum.

Men are simple creatures,

-It’s okay. You did nothing wrong. You were just being true to your instincts, right?

If you just pat them a little,

-I’ve felt that way too.

If you just pretend to empathize a little,

-There is a way to become strong, though…

If you just give them a little direction,

-I can see you in the student council again, right?

If you just fan the flames a little…

“Heheh.”



What she handed to him was none other than the Demon’s Whisper.

It was quite a valuable item, but it didn’t matter.

‘I can just retrieve it later.’

With his trash-like body and soul, he couldn’t directly receive power from a demon.

So she would just create a circuit and have him fuse with a demon.

‘First demonization experiment.’

Just imagining it was enough to make her whole body melt with excitement.

‘Incompetent junior, have you made your decision by now…?’

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

The closed beta could be said to be extremely interesting.

Although it was unstable as the balancing wasn’t fully tuned yet,

it allowed for emergent gameplay by exploiting the loopholes in the system,

and thus, it could vastly deviate from the intentions of the developers.

Through the principle of absurd multiplication, even spear weapons could be created.

Despite having the least content volume compared to later situations, players could simply feel the most incredible sense of adventure by playing a new game.

These things would accumulate, be talked about, and later become memories.

I seemed to really like those things.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

I was organizing my dormitory room until the pendant’s effect manifested.

I would have to vacate the room soon anyway… and it was good to check various things… Just as I was thinking that, my consciousness suddenly cut off, and my vision went black, and I entered a bottomless abyss.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

My vision was filled with darkness.

How long would this last?

Was something wrong?

Just as a sense of fear rose with that feeling, a shimmering haze emerged, and a shadow with only its eyes wide open in white appeared.

It somewhat resembled the shape of an owl… and the lower part was hard to make out.

-Creature…

The demon’s voice came out eerily, like a radio with mismatched frequencies.

-It seems you have made up your mind.

Cutting out the clichéd greetings, I brought up my business first.

“Never mind the small talk, what’s your rank?”

-Yes, your despair and anger are certainly…?

“I asked what rank are you.”

-……

The demon-like being seemed to have stopped in form for a moment, completely taken aback by my response.

Do demons get flustered, too?

Fantasy characters tend to have longer small talk than I thought.

“Reincarnated Hero” had a setting based on the 72 demons of Solomon.

Hence, the main task was to defeat and purify all 72 of these demons.

Therefore, whenever there was an encounter with a demon, there were a lot of trivial scripts, which I was pretty sick of as I aimed for repeated playthroughs.

So, I just wanted to get it done quickly.

-Kukukuku, what an ignorant creature.

“I don’t have time, so hurry up.”

-Lowly human, entirely consumed by greed, forgetting even your place…

“Give me everything.”

-……

“I said give me everything you have.”

I was in a foul mood today.

I had to vent it out on this guy, at least.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

Rafah’s Cheong-gwan, 1st year student cafeteria.

The freshmen who had just entered Claris Academy were in a state of half excitement and half anticipation.

They had completed the 2-month training schedule,

Tomorrow, they will face the first hurdle of Claris Academy: the positioning test.

With youth gathered from various regions in one place, the cafeteria was bound to be crowded and noisy at all times.

Aria and Melissa also felt the same way.

“But Ria, why did you lie to me…?”

Aria put down her fork at Melissa’s careful question for a moment.

“Ah, about that.”

In fact, she had no reason to defend Lev.

Aria had been subjected to rough actions, and physical contact outside of training duels clearly violated school rules.

“Something…”

“Something?”

“Well.”

However, something was different.

I mean, Lev Denec was impulsive, and after losing his first duel to Edwin, it seemed like he had gone entirely crazy.

But what about behind the dormitory?

He was taking a stance of being wronged as if he was someone whose memory had been erased.

Of course, that didn’t change his actions, which were wrong and unpleasant…

‘He must have been driven to the extreme in terms of his mental state.’

If he were to be humiliated again there, it seemed like he would make a wrong choice.

In other words, her action was clearly out of sympathy.

Once Aria sorted out her thoughts, she smiled slightly at Melissa.

“No. I was just worried that he might make an extreme choice.”

“He brought it upon himself anyway. Ria, you unexpectedly have a soft side.”

“Tomorrow is the day for positioning. I don’t want to be swayed by unnecessary things.”

At Aria’s answer, Melissa stopped prying and focused on her meal.

“Could it be that Edwin isn’t even eating and still practicing…?”

“If you’re worried, why don’t you go and see…”

“That’s not it!”

Even as Melissa said that, she felt a little embarrassed about whether she should go and take a peek.

‘Ah, no, no. Why would I care about him?’

Edwin, unlike herself, never loses the top spot and is always in the lower ranks.

Yet, he puts in more effort than anyone else.

He was probably practicing alone in the closed training hall today as well.

He really never got tired of it.

He did not deny the poorly evaluated entrance exam results and only acted according to his beliefs.

Melissa also felt sorry for unintentionally making remarks that hurt his pride,

But he would instead smile it off whenever that happened, which was slightly annoying.

They said a reed may sway but doesn’t break.

He had been harassed a lot by that guy, Lev Denec, because of his background, but he eventually overcame that on his own as well.

‘That was somewhat admirable…’

Just as Melissa was reassessing Edwin in her mind,

-Kuwoong!

“?!”

Only Melissa detected an ominous wave of magic power in the peaceful cafeteria.

Her magic sensitivity was top-class, even within the academy.

Something had definitely happened in this dormitory.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

A contract with a demon.

Granting abilities in exchange for a human’s soul…

Once the vessel breaks, the soul is absorbed into Pandemonium and reaches the end of greed as a slave to the demon’s power.

Therefore, the amount of magic power that could be given also varied depending on the extraordinariness of the target’s soul.

63rd demon.

Andras.

The demon of hatred and destruction.

The number 63 is just the order, not the actual rank.

However, explaining this to this ignorant and weak human was something he couldn’t even think of with his head.

To him, humans were less than mere insects.

But among other living beings, the human species had the characteristics of being the most greedy, cunning, and selfish.

That was why the method of handling them was also simple, like insects.

Nothing more, nothing less.

However, this guy was clearly crossing the line.

He was different from the humans he had contracted with so far.

Clearly, when seen through Andras’ demon eye, he was more than just angry; he was greedy and showed unbelievable arrogance.

A being focused on only pursuing his own desires.

Moreover, he demanded he hand over everything.

It had been a long time since he encountered such an unprecedented human.

Of course, it wasn’t a complete bluff.

Although he had a pitiful and weak vessel of a creature, his soul was not only extraordinary but peculiar to the point of being unusual.

It felt like it didn’t originate and exist in this world but came from a different world.

In conclusion, it could be said that he had the size of a vessel to receive Andras’ power.

The problem was that he only had the size to receive it.

If this man, who showed no notable mana qualities other than his soul, were to momentarily borrow all of Andras’ power, he would lose control of himself and become a demon within milliseconds.

And nanoseconds later, his body wouldn’t be able to endure it, and his soul would be collected immediately.

This wasn’t the end of it.

The price of a contract with the 72 demons was never light, to begin with.

Even after his soul was absorbed, he would have to receive punishment in the hellfire for at least three hundred thousand, no, four hundred thousand years.

Even those who had briefly crossed paths with him would be destined to be tormented by demons for the rest of their lives.

In other words, he would be in a state where he couldn’t die completely, his soul couldn’t reach rest, and he couldn’t receive comfort from anyone alive, spending an eternity of time.

That was why Andras found this mere insect of a man, who was boldly making demands of him, to be so ridiculous.

-Kuhahahahahaha.

In a word, he couldn’t help but laugh at the situation.

When Andras laughed heartily for the first time in a long while, that guy spat out strange words.

“Scared?”

-What did you say?

“I asked if you’re scared.”

-…

Andras didn’t answer.

-Kekekekekekek.

He just grinned so wide that his mouth seemed to tear to a frightening degree.

He would have more than enough time to hear his answer anyway.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

[Forbidden Art – Andras]

[Target – Lev Denec]

-Swoooooosh…

Like that, all the magic power Andras possessed began to be conveyed to him.

At a breakneck speed.

-Swoooooosh…

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

-Plop.

With that, the contract was established.

It wasn’t an arduous task.



And milliseconds passed.

-?

No? About 5 seconds had passed.

That nameless human was just standing there, laughing in the same spot.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

-What…

Even Andras, who had mastered most of the world’s knowledge, had taken human greed too lightly.

The following words from him were something he wouldn’t understand for the rest of his wretched life.

“Oh dear, looks like things didn’t work out like you thought? What a pity, demonization isn’t a supported feature in the closed beta.”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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-Re…turn…

[Error: Demonization of player ‘Lev Denec’ failed]

[Forbidden Art – Andras will be invalidated]

-Kwaaaaaaah!!!

-Kwoong!



⚙ System Notification ⚙






› [Battle Achievement Cleared]

› [You have defeated the 72 Demons: 63rd – Andras!]

› [Remaining Greater Demons: 56]

› [Error: The absorbed magic power will be temporarily stored]
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“One down.”

-……

The gamble was a success.

And that guy’s identity was Andras… According to the setting from the fanfic, it seemed to be related to Aria’s past…

The regrettable thing is that the guy who could have listened to my ridicule and sarcasm no longer exists.

He said something like “Re…turn it” at the end, but what can I do?

His fate was sealed the moment he faced me.

“This trait is seriously overpowered.”

In (Reincarnated Hero), there were undoubtedly gimmicks of becoming non-human, such as beastization or zombification.

However, based on the closed beta standard, the possibility of a human becoming a demon race was not supported due to spoiler issues.

This was supported when the patch notes of (Reincarnated Hero 2), which was much later, included the phrase [From now on, players can also become demons].

In other words, it’s not possible in the first game but likely in the second one.

Since I received the judgment based on the closed beta timepoint, it simply means ‘demonization impossible.’

Of course, if we follow this logic, there may be a question of whether it’s impossible to utilize the content newly added in the second game but not present in the first.

For now, it’s a simple example.

Still, I took the circulation train that only existed in the fanfic to get to the dormitory.

But seeing as there’s no problem with that,

it seems to be because there was no need for a phrase like [From now on, players can also ride the circulation train] in the patch notes.

Therefore, I infer that things not explicitly mentioned in the patch notes can also be applied to me.

“I don’t remember all the changes though…”

I’ll figure it out somehow as I go.

Anyway, I don’t have to worry about becoming a rag anymore, and it feels pretty good to have landed a blow on that damn author.

There’s no need for compromise in surviving with these insect-like stats.

Emergent gameplay is also a player’s right.

By the way, what’s with the status window saying error?

-Chaaang!



⚙ System Notification ⚙






› [Supporting Role Trait Activated! Your action was one that would bring about a huge impact]

› [Penalty: The temporarily stored power will be used to prevent the collapse of the worldline]

› [Error will be corrected: Demonization]





“As I thought, it’s a loophole.”

The setting for Demonization began to be revised.

[From now on, ‘Lev Denec’ can also undergo Demonization]

It doesn’t make sense to start the game by taking down a greater demon right from the beginning.

It’s closer to bug-like play, an action that goes against the supporting role trait, so I somewhat expected it.

The only consolation is that they won’t sloppily revive him.

But shouldn’t they at least give the Destroyer something?

-Chaaang!



⚙ System Notification ⚙






› [Villain Trait Activated! You are qualified to inherit Andras’ will]

› [You will inherit Andras’ skills!]

› [Gamer Trait Activated! You can save skills]





“Uh… excuse me?”

Lev Denec is indeed a villain from the beginning…

But are you telling me to become a demon?



⚙ System Notification ⚙






▶ [Demon’s Eye] [Lv.1] (Active) (Basic Skill)

: A skill that high-ranking demons must possess, it allows you to grasp the information of a desired target at a glance.

Exp: (0/200)

Difficulty to obtain: Extremely high





If I were to refuse, it would be too much of a honey skill.

First, Demon’s Eye is an essential skill that I can’t throw away.

Checking the opponent’s stats at a glance will be tremendously helpful while I’m at the academy.

But the skill I didn’t expect was the next one.



⚙ System Notification ⚙






▶ [Demonization] [Lv.1] (Active) (Ultimate Skill)

: By controlling the power of demons, you become consumed by darkness for a certain period of time.

▶ (Current stats+0.5)x1.05 status bonus.

(*Current duration possible with mana amount: 1.4032 seconds)

Exp: (0/300)

Difficulty to obtain: Extremely high





‘Demonization as a skill?’

In “Reincarnation Hero 2”, it appears as a skill obtained when a playable character enters the lousy ending route.

To enter the actual ending route, you must possess at least two of the three items:

Breath of the Giant Whale

Essence of the Ancient Dragon

Feather of the Rainbow Bird

If you don’t have them, you’re bound to lose in the final battle against the Demon King, and to patch up the lacking power, you become demonized,

Eventually, the player becomes the next-generation Demon King, which is a kind of bad ending.

Putting aside the fact that it’s a rare skill if I openly display Demonization at a school that teaches how to defeat demons, forget about countless applause…

I’ll be taking a risk beyond eightfold reincarnation.

I wonder if this skill will be helpful while living in the academy…

-Knock knock knock!

At that moment, someone knocked on the door.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

When I opened the door, the one standing there was Lady Melissa.

At this point, she should be agonizing between Kaelan and Edwin, so why did she come?

“……”

“Why at this hour?”

“……”

Melissa stared at me sullenly, then soon turned her gaze to my chest.

It was like your expression when you confront the upstairs neighbor, stomping angrily, but then realize the cause is not from there.

But as if she had to say something to feel satisfied, she met my eyes again.

“I know it’s late, but can I come in for a moment?”

It’s a development that is similar to that in the novel.

Melissa has high magic sensitivity, so she’s the first to suspect Lev Denec’s Demonization.

Moreover, she even intuited the scene where he directly confronts Aria.

Hence, it goes without saying that my favorability is at its worst.

However, being able to specify the location even though it was just a fleeting moment means she’s no ordinary person.

It probably wouldn’t be easy unless you’re at the professor level.

“Suit yourself.”

“……”

She stared intently at my face as I turned my body to make way.

“Excuse me.”

Then, with careful steps, she entered my room…

-Thud!

She stubbed her toe on a box.

It must have hurt quite a bit…

-Tremble, tremble.

But as a lady of the Prominence Duchy, I saw her enduring the pain well.

“Watch your step, I’m in the middle of packing.”

“……”

I threw a word at her, then immediately used Demon’s Eye.



📜 Character Information 📜






› Melissa Prominence

▶ [Average Status]

: 2.4

▶ [Specialization]

Circle Magic (3), Fire

▶ [Unique Trait]

Clairvoyance (Lv.2) (Detailed information unavailable)





“Higher than I thought…”

Perhaps because the level of Demon’s Eye was 1, I couldn’t confirm the stats in detail.

But the stat that’s hard to raise even by 0.1 units was a whopping 2.4.

Moreover, it’s an average value that includes stats like strength and stamina, so the actual magic power would be even higher.

On top of that, the unique trait of Clairvoyance was level 2…

Clairvoyance has an option to additionally increase the magic sensitivity stat,

So, it roughly means that the academy freshman has a magic sensitivity level of 5 or higher.

‘Come to think of it, Aria too…’

I recalled the image of her calmly casting healing magic on the wound caused by me.

Aria becomes proficient in healing magic after Edwin gets severely injured.

It seems like there’s an overall power inflation going on…

-Then, do you really think the balance in the 1st game was perfect?

-Try it yourself. Let’s see if you can say that then.

Suddenly, I remembered what the author had said.

That damn author… Was I the only one who had a classic build?!

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

After some time had passed, Melissa left Lev Denec’s room.

‘What the?’

She was a bit perplexed.

As a result, the ‘something’ she was worried about wasn’t there.

It was very shallow, but…

It was definitely a wave of magic that was too heterogeneous and unpleasant.

This was definitely the right place.

The only suspicious guy was this guy, so it should have been inevitable.

“…Was it just my imagination…?”

Melissa had never doubted the ability of her Clairvoyance until now.

Lev Denec, the guy who looked like a parasitic brother-in-law, had shown behavior that was the epitome of human scum.

It was to the point where anyone would know, even without using Clairvoyance.

Like how he clung to Aria today and constantly muttering and babbling something behind Edwin’s back, absorbed in something, she thought he would cause some kind of incident sooner or later.

But the guy who had been so emotional earlier showed a calm expression just now.

That somehow made Melissa feel heated.

-Crumple…



She crumpled the entry permit with the seal of the dormitory supervisor’s representative that she was holding in her hand.

She didn’t think he would cooperate so readily with entering the room, so she felt like she had exerted force for nothing.

One more puzzling thing was that Lev Denec’s room was well-organized, with luggage in a corner, as if he was planning to move out.

‘Now he’s going to comply with the supervisor’s notice…?’

When he lost his mind, he even talked back to the supervisor.

So, it was natural for him to be kicked out, and the only place he could go within the academy was the dormitory called the place of exile, the Black House.

Considering his personality, she thought he would be unable to hold out.

He would show his unsightly behavior until the very end.

So she had rushed over, thinking that he might be preparing black magic or something in a way that would drag everyone down with him.

-Watch your step; I’m in the middle of packing.

-……

But instead, she was worried for nothing.

‘I feel stupid.’

She hated to admit it, but his disheveled hair and rolled-up sleeves seemed to be because of packing.

Melissa shook her head as if even recalling Lev’s face made her feel unpleasant.

‘It’s okay, I won’t have to see him anymore.’

He’s just a guy full of bluffs anyway, and it’s clear he packed his bags, intending to leave before further humiliating himself with the expulsion notice.

‘Let’s focus only on what I have to do tomorrow!’

Melissa thought it was best to ignore such a guy.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Originally in “Reincarnated Hero,” stats were increased through training,

and skills or traits were acquired by obtaining SP or automatically strengthened when clearing main events.

The problem was that since I was a supporting character, I couldn’t gain experience even if I participated in the main events,



⚙ System Notification ⚙






▶ [Supporting Role Quest]

[Main Event 1]

[Mission Objective: Help Edwin awaken like a supporting character]

[Reward: 100 Supporting Role Points]

[Time Remaining: 10 hours 04 minutes]





In the end, it was concluded that clearing this additional achievement was beneficial for growth.

Supporting characters really had a tough life…

‘Help with the awakening…?’

I repeated it several times, but Lev Denec was initially destined to become a demon if things went according to the original story.

Moreover, in the next selection exam, he was to combine with the F-grade demon – [Rag] as supplementary teaching material.

And the precise reason for that was to take revenge on Edwin.

While Edwin was training alone in a room of the mind and time in the closed training hall, he awakened as an executor while fighting Lev who had become a ‘demon’.

The critical point was ‘demon’.

In other words, the only place I could use the skill I acquired – Demonization – was right here.

‘Will it be okay if it’s just for a moment?’

I don’t want to recall it, but if I think back to the memories from , using Demonization doesn’t immediately turn you into a demon’s appearance.

There was a certain level of magic power fluctuation, and the appearance gradually changed.

If I used it just for a moment when he was in a state of mental and physical weakness and immediately knocked him out, I might be suspected but wouldn’t be caught.

Moreover, to ultimately prevent the ‘Kaelan Ending,’ the bad ending, I had no choice but to push the fundamental character, Edwin.

Kaelan appears after the class division selection exam, and he’s a talent-filled character with absurd stats from the beginning.

On the other hand, Edwin is a farmer’s son and an effort-type character, so awakening is essential for a smooth progression.

I have Supporting Role Points at stake, too, so it’s mutually beneficial to achieve it somehow.

In the end, do I have to play the villain role once?

“Argh!”

I got up from the bed and headed to the training hall.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

‘Stubborn bastard.’

Hiding behind the training hall, as expected, Edwin was immersed in sword practice.

-Swoosh!

-Swoosh!

-Swoosh!

The concise sound of cutting the air at night.

It was difficult to see it as a powerful movement, but each swing contained his beliefs.

‘When was he supposed to appear in the original story?’

My memory was hazy, but in the novel, it was described as when the moon was at its zenith,

so around this time, Lev, who had become the Rag Demon, would appear and awaken Edwin.

However, following the original story as it is would be a complete fool’s errand.

First, there was a scene where Aveline Valantes, the young lady of a renowned swordsmanship family, one of the foundationless heroines,

-I can’t find any knack in Your Excellency’s movements.

-You really don’t get tired…

She couldn’t understand Edwin, the unrefined talent, and promised to train him herself starting tomorrow.

Also, Melissa, the Crimson Flame Mage who just invaded my room,

-Well, it’s good for anyone to see someone working hard.

-Of course, you’re still a hundred years too early to catch up to me!

She cheered him on in an irritated manner.

Therefore, if I stepped out now, it could turn into a situation where I was boasting about being a demon to the whole neighborhood.

Consequently, until all those events were completely over, and Edwin was utterly exhausted, almost to the point of being in a coma, it was best to just silently watch like this.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

At Nok-gwan, a temporary dormitory for freshmen, in Aria Bluebell’s room.

After returning to her room following dinner with Melissa, Aria immediately started reviewing.

While others might stick their tongues out at this study habit, she had no significant emotional disturbance.

It was just doing what she always did.

The only thing on her desk piled with books and writing tools unrelated to studying was…

A small wooden picture frame.

It contained the faces of her dear family.

“……”

It was a tragedy that passed by like a season without explanation.

It was something that happened quite frequently since demons spread throughout the continent.

That incident took a lot away from the young girl, but it taught her how to endure and swallow.

Aria no longer relied on others or asked for anything.

She was even more cautious in her conduct since she skipped a grade and entered the academy despite being a year younger.

The season had turned a bit chilly.

Next week, the academy’s curriculum would finally begin.

It was the day she had long hoped for.

“……”

Aria put on a light cardigan over her shoulders.

Nothing was better than a walk when her mind was complicated and couldn’t concentrate well.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

-Swoosh!

-Swish!

-Swoosh!

“This guy is really persistent.”

I was so bored that I could only yawn.

I couldn’t even count how many times he swung.

Even after Aveline and Melissa had visited, he continued training without rest.

If there was really a hidden achievement like swinging 10,000 times, he would have already accomplished it.

Anyway, I was hungry, sleepy, and gradually getting cold from watching, but there was no way he was in his right mind.

‘Should I go now?’

It was a closed old training hall, and it was well past midnight, so there wouldn’t be anyone watching.

-Slide

I grabbed an old wooden sword lying around and approached him.

“Hey, how’s it going?”

“?”

At my gruff question, Edwin shifted his gaze towards me.

He instantly recognized my voice, but maybe his body couldn’t keep up, so his reaction wasn’t quick.

He was sweating profusely and looked like he could barely stand.

“Lev Deneb?”

He managed to remember my name.



Although he got the last letter wrong.



⚙ System Notification ⚙






[Life Achievement]

[Existence worthy of a third-rate! : Acquired 10 Supporting Role Points]





Wow, they even give points for this.

Anyway, there was no need to correct it separately.

I just wanted to get this done with.

I threw a spirited word at him.

“Let’s have a match.”

At my typical third-rate villain tone, Edwin lowered his sword and muttered.

“I’m sorry, but as I said last time… I told you I never want to fight you again…”

“Then how about a conversation?”

“…Conversation?”

“Yeah, a deep conversation with our bodies.”

“…!”

-Tap, tap.

No answer was needed.

Knowing that he had a blocked personality, I immediately moved my feet.

And just as the distance between Edwin and I narrowed, I swung an honest low slash to the left.

-Clack!

The dull sound of the wooden swords followed.

Edwin nicely parried my sword.

“I don’t want to engage in a pointless fight…!”

It’s frustrating.

I’m doing this all for your own good, you know?

Because you’re so soft like this, Caeran takes everything away from you…

-Tap!

Edwin took a step back to create some distance from me.

The limit of 1.0 strength stat, even after exchanging just one blow, felt like I was being pushed back.

‘I should have let him rot for 20 more minutes.’

When I used Demon’s Eye, his stats were briefly displayed.



📜 Character Information 📜






▶ [Edwin Gwynne]

▶ [Average Status]: 1.7

▶ [Specialization]

Sword Mastery (3)

Divinity (1)

▶ [Unique Trait]

Diligence (Lv.2) (Active) (Detailed information unavailable)





‘Is it because of Diligence?’

I had slightly forgotten.

His unique trait, Diligence.

When his stamina drops below 5 percent, all stats slightly decrease.

Still, stamina doesn’t decrease in proportion to his mental strength for a short time.

Roughly speaking, it’s a protagonist correction trait.

Moreover, Edwin’s individual mental strength value was tremendously high, so if I engaged in a drawn-out battle with this passive, I would be the first to collapse.

It would be better to knock him out in one blow, even for the sake of Demonization.

I gripped the sword once more.

“Sweet dreams.”

-Tap tap!

This time, too, I took the initiative.

-Swish!

I tried to slash to the lower left like before,

“!!!”

But attempted a surprise thrust after bluffing.

As expected, Edwin tried dodging to the left with his agility specialization.

“That’s right.”

“?”

This was something I had led him to do.

In tomorrow’s training with Diana, Edwin gets pointed out for one bad habit.

After dodging to the left, he slightly exposes his vital point in the following linked movement.

Therefore, this setting was Edwin’s weak point and could only be utilized today.

Of course, with my current level, even if I recognized this, I wasn’t skilled enough to aim for that opening…

But what if I used Demonization at this time?

-Swoosh!

Perhaps because of the Gamer trait, it was as simple as pressing a keyboard button.

[Demonization Used: Estimated duration 1.02 seconds]

-Whoosh.

A heterogeneous aura began to envelop my entire body.

In that truly fleeting moment, feeling my body significantly speed up, I slashed his vital point without hesitation.

-Thwack!!

[Mana has been exhausted, ‘Demonization’ will be deactivated]

-!!

At that moment, Edwin had an amazing expression on his face.

It was an expression I couldn’t see in the novel.

He made a face right before he felt a wall against a demon and awakened as an executor.

-Thud.

Like that, Edwin collapsed as if he had fainted.

“Did it… work?”

-Ching



⚙ System Notification ⚙






[Achievement Cleared]

[Supporting Role Achievement: Edwin’s Awakening]

[Reward: 100 Supporting Role Points]

[You have acquired Supporting Role Points]





“Sweet.”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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-……

After training for several hours and even awakening as an executor,

Edwin must have also reached his physical limit.

But putting that aside, I had to make sure.

-Poke

I kicked his shoulder with my foot.

“Hey, wake up.”

There was no response.

‘Hey hey hey, wait a minute, don’t tell me he’s dead?’

As I lowered my body towards him,

-Breathe…

Between his groaning, I could hear the sound of light snoring.

Fortunately, perhaps because it was an old wooden sword and my stats were so low, he had collapsed without any fatal injuries.

‘Good. With this… I shouldn’t have been caught, right?’

For the executor’s awakening, there was a condition that Edwin had to confront a demon, so this was the best option.

The time I showed the appearance of a demon was less than a second, just a fleeting moment.

It was possible to control it because Lev Denec’s innate mana was 1.0.

If the inherent mana was just a little higher, I would have completely taken on the appearance of a demon.

Moreover, Edwin’s mind was in a dizzy state, and now he was in a complete coma state.

Therefore, if I played dumb well, he would mistake it as a dream.

“So please do your job as a fundamental character…”

Green hair, a kind-looking impression.

To think this guy was the previous protagonist of “Reincarnated Hero.”

He was a handsome character befitting a protagonist.

Still, knowing the ending of the novel, he just seemed too pitiful to me.

I would have to help him in the future, so I could only sigh, thinking about it already.

What other choice did I have?

“Anyway, good luck. I helped you awaken, so I’ve done enough as your senior.”

I blabbered like that and left, contemplating where to invest the Supporting Role Points.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

“Gasp…”

Aria, who had been watching this scene, stood there frozen, her mouth covered by both hands.

“……”

Until Lev Denec disappeared from her sight.

She had simply been walking and came out of curiosity to see if Edwin was still training.

But she ended up witnessing an unbelievable scene.

Clearly, Lev Denec appeared in front of Edwin, and the two suddenly began a duel.

And the moment Aria tried to step forward to stop them,

-Boom!!!!

Her feet didn’t move first.

She saw and felt it.

Moreover, it was a dread similar to what she had felt.

The wave of magic power that was so familiar yet heterogeneous.

The energy of that day’s demon, Andras.

It felt like forcibly digging up and tearing apart the sad memories buried in her heart.

Aria began to dry heave.

“Ah… ugh.”

Her legs trembled slightly from the immense fear.

-Tap

However, the lavender-haired girl approached Edwin step by step.

Because she was the only witness, she had a duty to help him.

“Thank goodness…”

There were no traces of blood around Edwin.

His pulse was also beating properly.

-Shaaa…

Seeing that there was no reaction to the healing magic as well,

it seemed he hadn’t caused great harm to Edwin.

As she calmed down a bit, Aria’s thoughts began to return.

Why did he do such a thing?

Simply thirsting for victory?

That would be strange.

Lev Denec was someone who loved to show off.

He would definitely want to win a duel in front of everyone.

No.

It could be the opposite.

He might have been afraid of losing, and if he won against someone with depleted stamina like this, it would be just him.

“If that’s the case, it’s cowardly… really cowardly.”

Moreover, even if he spread rumors that he defeated Edwin tomorrow, she knew he was a personality who wouldn’t vehemently deny it.

Then, if this was really the reason, what was that demon’s form, no, that dark aura?

“Phew.”

Aria sighed, clutching her still slightly trembling legs.

The memory was deeply etched in her mind, and that ominous energy definitely aligned.

Even if she wanted to deny it, she couldn’t.

That appearance that always appeared even in her dreams and tormented her…

But Lev Denec was literally just an ‘energy’ if she recalled the memory.

“As I thought, an illusion…?”

She must have seen it wrong.

There’s no way.

No matter how many times she repeated it to herself.

The idea that Lev Denec was actually a demon race and might be related to the demon who took her family away…

It didn’t make sense.

So, it was reasonable to think she had seen an illusion.

Because the man she had seen so far was just an aristocratic human, a ruffian, and a person from the Denec family who had no connection to demons.

“……”

But if, if…

Lev Denec was really involved…?

“…Revenge.”

Revenge.

The two-syllable word resonated in Aria’s heart.

Perhaps this strong resonance was strangling the young girl left in the past.

It was supposed to be a walk to refresh her mood, but it seemed to only add to the confusion in her head.

Until Edwin woke up, Aria had no choice but to calm her heart repeatedly.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

Monday morning,

Even in this world view, it was the day the new semester began.

“Fuck, I don’t want to go.”

Even in the original world, school wasn’t a place I particularly wanted to go to.

After a vacation or so, I might think that the lively atmosphere of the class was kind of pleasant and the school wasn’t so bad.

Still, the tension on the first day of school or even the evening before, when even variety shows weren’t funny, remained a terribly unpleasant memory.

“I’d rather bow and go at that point.”

I mean, it was better than the alternative.

I had confessed.

And to two of the most popular girls in the academy then.

One was a girl with a blunt impression but small and delicate features, Aria Bluebell.

The other was a sharp-looking beauty aiming for the top spot until graduation without fail, Melissa de Prominence.

On top of that, my evaluation at school was the worst, my favorability was the worst, and my actual stats were also the worst.

In other words, even if I went to school, only persecution and humiliation awaited me.

“It’s tough…”

Is this the life of a third-rate villain?

I was feeling it to the bone in real time.

[Held Supporting Role Points: 110]

Still, the only consolation was that I had earned a jackpot of Supporting Role Points yesterday.

A whopping 100 + 10 points.

With this, I could significantly increase my stats by investing in them.

“Let’s see…”



📜 Character Information 📜





› [Strength]: 1.0 -> 1.1 (new)

› [Stamina]: 1.0

› [Agility]: 1.0 -> 1.1 (new)

› [Magic Power]: 1.0

› [Mana]: 1.0

› [Mental Strength]: 1.0

› [Affinity]: 1.0

› [Specialization]
Magic – Circle Magic (1)





“Oh, it went up a bit?”

Although it was just one duel, my Strength and agility had risen as if celebrating my victory.

Well, with such low stats, it’s natural for the growth rate to be fast.

[Current Strength 1.1]

[Points required to raise Strength by 0.1: 10]

[Do you want to invest?]

“Hmm…”

It seemed like it took 10 points for every 0.1 increase in stats in the 1-point range.

That meant the higher I grew, the higher the point requirement.

Also, since I could raise these physical stats by moving my body directly, investing blindly could lead to a waste of points.

Unique stats like luck, resistance, penetration, and critical hit rate hadn’t been unlocked yet.

“Then what about traits?”



📜 Character Traits 📜





▶ [Unique Trait]
▶[Foundational Gamer] [Lv.1] (0/1000)

▶ [General Traits]
▶[Villain] [Lv.1] (0/100)
▶[Supporting Role] [Lv.N/A] (Max)
▶[Plausibility] [Lv.3] (0/500)

▶ [Active Skills]
▶[Demon’s Eye] [Lv.1] (0/200)
▶[Demonization] [Lv.1] (0/300)

Remaining Supporting Role Points: 110





On the contrary, skills or traits required many points but had fixed values.

“There’s nothing worth investing in.”

Unfortunately, I could only invest in the Villain trait with the current amount.

But investing in that would be a loss no matter how you look at it, right?

In the end, it meant that the priority was to obtain valuable skills or traits that wouldn’t be a waste to invest points in.

And that skill that wouldn’t be a waste was probably the hidden passive that Caeran would seize.

‘I want to intercept it.’

A rough idea of what I had to do began to form in my mind.

Today was the day for positioning, not the selection exam, so even if I didn’t invest points, I wouldn’t be expelled.

I had a direction in mind to some extent, so observing the situation was the priority.

I tried to think positively and left the neatly organized dormitory room.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

I arrived straight at Claris Academy’s temporary Class C.

After completing the 2-month training, before the selection exam that determined the class, the last event was positioning.

Right after this, the main characters began to get entangled with each other, so it could be said to be the beginning of the academy story.

‘There are a lot.’

Dozens of students in uniforms were seated in the fan-shaped lecture hall.

Among them were Selena, Edwin, Melissa, and Aria, the main characters of “Reincarnated Academy.”

‘Phew.’

I was relieved that the entrance was at the back, and I sat roughly in one of the remaining seats.

Many students in this class would also taste the bitterness of failure.

The same went for Lev Denec.

Originally, he would have been demonized and disappeared, so in the original story, he wouldn’t have been able to participate in this positioning or selection exam in the first place.

In the end, as a supporting character, it was enough to just blend in as much as possible.

While organizing my thoughts like that, Aria looked around, turning her head or glancing sideways.

As her gaze passed by, the eyes of the surrounding students also moved.

Her mystical cerulean eyes always seemed mysterious, and her translucent skin matched well.

Still, it was of a different texture, even though she wasn’t of noble origin.

In the novel, it was also described that she had outstanding beauty, so the research on this part was thorough.

She looked around for a while as if searching for someone,

-!

And for some reason, our eyes met, but she quickly turned her head forward.

“What the…”

Her blunt impression was the same as usual, but her expression was somewhat complicated.

-Thump!

At that moment, all the lights in the classroom were turned off except for the stage.

An adult man presumed to be a professor or instructor, wearing a uniform, stepped onto the stage.

“Ahem, ahem. Nice to meet you all. I’m Sylvester, the instructor in charge of freshmen. I’m sure you all had a rough idea, right?”

I couldn’t immediately recall his name because my memory was hazy.

Still, I roughly knew him based on his long hair, squinted eyes, and the fact that he used polite speech.

He seemed like he was definitely a mastermind!



But he wasn’t…

The characteristics I remembered were that he was quick-witted and gave the impression of ending his sentences with a ? so he wasn’t a flat character.

“Then, shall we start the positioning trials?”

With his voice that had become somewhat serious, the academy’s first event began.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

If a typical RPG game has the 3 positions of tank, dealer, and healer, “Reincarnated Hero” classifies them as vanguard, middle guard, and rearguard.

Dividing roles according to position is called positioning, corresponding to the beginning of Chapter 1 of “Reincarnated Academy.”

“First, shall we all take a look at this?”

With Instructor Sylvester’s brief remark, a video began to be projected on the large wall at the front through a magic tool.

Soon, black forms appeared.

-Kieeek!

-Kurururu…

They were the twisted appearances of demons.

When I read about them in the text, they didn’t leave much of an impression.

I didn’t look at them closely in the game, but seeing the demons’ faces directly, the degree of grotesqueness was quite shocking.

-Ugh…

-What are those…

It wasn’t just me who thought that way, as the students in the temporary Class C were also slightly frowning in their expressions.

Sylvester began speaking slowly as if it didn’t bother him.

“Even at this very moment, the demon forces are advancing. The empire is urging the awakening of the human race, the so-called successors, to stop them, defend the strongholds with purification stones, and purify the fallen sanctuaries.”

The atmosphere had changed somewhat with just one video.

Perhaps realizing that it wasn’t simply a youthful academy life, tension began to permeate inside.

“Right now, your seniors are probably fighting hard on the frontlines. In other words, the fact that you can train here and lead an academy life is the result built upon someone’s sacrifice, so keep that in mind.”

“Well, I’m sorry to say this from the beginning, but unfortunately, with your current abilities, forget about purifying sanctuaries or conquering dungeons, you’ll have a hard time even taking down the lowest-level demons. In a word, you won’t be of help to the forces.”

No one objected to Sylvester’s subsequent words.

Evidently, their combat ability was non-existent, as they had just completed 2 months of basic training and had just set foot in the academy.

“So, do you know what you need the most right now?”

It probably wasn’t a question that Sylvester expected an answer to, but someone raised their hand.

“Yes, student?”

“It’s the real combat sense, which is also the motto of the academy.”

It was the pink-haired top student, Melissa.

“…That’s right.”

I could hear whispers from right in front of me for a moment.

-That lady is the top student among the freshmen this year?

-She must be at the top in written exams. In practicals, it’s Kaelan from Class B.

-Class A is guaranteed for her with that appearance and good grades.

Indeed, the main character, pushed by the author, had a different aura.

The fact that she could speak up in this silence meant she was no ordinary person.

“The only reason you were admitted to this academy is your inherent potential. Nothing else is needed. From now on, the academy will provide numerous trials to the students. In that way, we’ll make the abilities you possess blossom in the shortest period of time through real combat training.”

Sylvester’s voice gradually grew louder.

“In that process, some will give up, be expelled, be despised, and it will be a very difficult path. So if anyone wants to give up, I recommend raising your hand and leaving right now.”

Sylvester elegantly raised his hand and pointed to the door.

-…

Like that, 30 seconds of silence passed.

No one moved.

Well, it’s only natural.

It hasn’t even started yet, so how could they judge hastily?

I also had no choice.

If I had the mentality to be shaken by such intimidating remarks, I would have given up long ago.

“Alright… There’s not a single one in this year’s class. Then I’d like to put you into real combat right away and check your will… But there’s something we need to do before that…”

Is it finally starting?

“We will now begin the positioning. The students whose names are called will choose their position and select their main weapon. Lastly, you’ve probably heard this till your ears fall off, but it’s important, so Vice Instructor Bella will explain.”

As Sylvester stepped back slightly, a woman who seemed to be the vice instructor stepped forward.

“The vanguard is the key personnel who lead the party. Therefore, they need to be confident in managing their stamina, and since they confront demons at the closest range, it’s important to have the conviction to endure exposure to dark magic. Consequently, if you have divinity that can strengthen your conviction, you’re even more suitable.”

It was too apparent for me, who had played the game countless times.

Let’s avoid the vanguard for now.

Just looking at those demons made me feel like my spirit would be crushed.

“Next, those proficient in learning elements, spirits, summoning, enchantment, or spell-type magic, or those who excel in healing-type revelations with divinity, are the casters assigned to the middle guard, which is easier to be protected from enemy attacks. Additional testing will be conducted for this group once the position is determined, as it’s important to measure magic power.”

Hmm…

I felt that Lev, the ‘pseudo-mage candidate,’ would have tried to apply for the middle guard.

Anyway, it’s a meaningless discussion.

“Lastly, for those who can engage in melee combat with a secondary weapon to prepare for long-range attacks without spells or unexpected ambushes, or for those who excel in information gathering or don’t fit into the vanguard or middle guard, we recommend aiming for the rearguard.”

With that, Bella’s explanation ended.

It was elementary.

Because Reincarnated Hero was a simple game.

But as simple as it was, it was difficult.

In the first place, this game was made for hardcore users.

Of course, I played it until I was sick of it,

So I had memorized most of the strategies and could clear them alone if I took my time, but this was actual combat where saving was impossible.

I also controlled the situation by directly possessing the character.

Above all, the protagonist couldn’t dominate and carry from the beginning.

Hence, cooperation with teammates was essential for growth, which was another factor.

Even within the same position, there were several occupations.

In the end, hundreds of combinations could occur depending on how the combination was formed, so it definitely wouldn’t be easy to control all those variables.

“Once you choose a position, you won’t be able to change it for a while, so choose carefully. Now, the prepared student list…”

-Screech!

Before he could finish his sentence, I immediately stood up from my seat.

“Lev Denec, I’ll choose first.”

I had already thought about the positioning, and I needed to test out some things.

[Life Achievement]

[Third-rate confidence!: Earned 10 Supporting Role Points]

As I rushed forward, I could hear whispers around me, probably noticing me.

-He still hasn’t dropped out?

-He’s been sitting in the back since earlier, looking suspicious.

-With what face is he attending?

-Really unsightly.

-Well, since he lost to Edwin, the bottom student, what can he expect to see?

But I ignored them.

No, it was rather good.

There was a reason why I stepped up ridiculously.

It was none other than my succession ability, Recluse…

The fact that no status window appeared, even in this situation, meant that this wasn’t a revelation to actually lower my real-life presence or to act like an absolute loner.

The concept of a succession ability itself was a divine revelation to confront demons, so there was no way it would be a destiny just to turn me into a loner.

In other words, it had a different purpose.

With a satisfied expression, I stood in front of Instructor Sylvester.

That feeling of looking through everything with the barely open gap between his squinted eyes…

“I’ve decided.”

“Hmm… Your decision is quick.”

“Shall I choose?”

“Have you considered it thoroughly?”

“Yes, well.”

At that moment, I felt the vice instructor also looking at me.

Indeed… This academy was established solely to cultivate students to defeat demons.

There would be many from the imperial army, so they probably wouldn’t like someone with a light attitude.

I took the initiative.

“First, for the position… I’m aiming for the rearguard.”

“The rearguard…”

Sylvester furrowed his brows as if asking if there was a specific reason.

And he took out a memo pad the size of his palm and began to examine something.

“I’m aware that you have inherent magic power and mana, so may I ask about your intention?”

“That’s.”

Because I don’t want to be covered in demon blood and flesh by being in the vanguard.

And if I join the middle guard, I might only be able to use Fire or Light, but wouldn’t I just be a burden to the team by acting as a flashlight?

Of course, I couldn’t say that, honestly.

I answered with a smile on my lips.

“Because I think I can do well.”

“…You think you can do well?”

“Yes.”

It wasn’t a lie.

As I thought earlier,

if I applied for a middle guard mage, my premature mana that couldn’t even match an unrefined talent would be exposed, and the vanguard was… the realm of complete lack of talent.

In the end, even by the process of elimination, the only remaining option was the rearguard.

In the original game, the rearguard was also a position for miscellaneous roles.

At least in the rearguard, there was a way to utilize my current abilities.

“…”

Vice Instructor Bella still had a displeased expression.

She probably knew about my family background, too, and it wasn’t like she had never seen cases like me.

She was worrying about the ending of such individuals, knowing it.

Sylvester nodded and said to me.

“Alright. The auxiliary magic-type weapons are available over there… I wish you luck.”

In the rearguard position, the only type that intensively utilizes magic power is the enchantment type that can pre-cast spells.

Sylvester also naturally thought that I would use body-strengthening auxiliary magic.

I didn’t follow his instructions and just stared blankly at him,

“…?”

“…”

Sylvester tilted his head slightly and asked me.

“Well, do you have anything else to say?”

“I’m thinking of being an archer.”

“…!”

[Life Achievement]

[Third-rate obstinacy!: Earned 10 Supporting Role Points]

‘This is surprisingly sweet…’

Sylvester’s expression changed subtly.

-Isn’t the Denec family a magic family?

-I don’t know, that guy is a bit strange…

-Wouldn’t it be better for him? Considering he was beaten by a country bumpkin in the entrance exam, he has no talent at all.

As I blurted out about being an archer, the atmosphere here quickly turned hostile.

-Can he handle the competitiveness of archers?

-Who knows. I heard some elves also enrolled in this year’s class, so it will be difficult for him to survive.

-He’ll probably drop out.

“…Once you choose, you won’t be able to change it for a while. Even so, are you saying you’ll be an archer?”

“Yes. I’m serious.”

Let me point out one thing about “Reincarnated Hero,”

It’s not that reactions like

-Hey, hey, that guy says he’s going to be an archer?

-Is that guy seriously going to pick up a bow?

Come out just because of the ordinary profession of an archer.

Even in this world, archery is a prevalent profession with a long tradition, necessary, and very common.

However, it’s different only in this academy.

There’s no problem with anyone learning archery.

All academy students are obligated to receive education on archery, and it’s even recommended as a ‘secondary weapon.’

However, using it as your primary or secondary weapon is different because it determines your major.

Choosing a bow as your primary weapon means entering a competitive system with students who share the same weapon type,

In the case of bows, like magic, family background and race have a significant influence, so there are no cases of magic families choosing them.

In other words, in “Reincarnated Hero,” all characters could only build according to their predetermined destiny due to their respective family or unique characteristics.

Some weirdos played ignoring this, but then it would become the difficulty level of using Aria, who was essentially a healer, as an assassin.



In the first place, they admitted me after seeing my magic potential, so if I suddenly said I would do something else, it would also be awkward for the academy.

He fixed his gaze on my face and stretched out his right arm, pointing.

“…Alright. Okay. Choose your weapon over there.”

As I took a step, I heard one more remark from him.

“If it’s something you’re good at… it would be more persuasive if you prove it with results.”

Sylvester’s gaze seemed to follow me until the very end.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

[Translator Notes]


For Illustrations and Release Notifications join our Discord



⚙ System Notification ⚙






› Main Quest [God’s Apprentice] Unlocked!

› You have been granted an opportunity by the Arcane God’s to become a Korean Translator for Arcane Translations.

› Do you accept?

›  YES/ NO









  Chapter 10 .｡.:✧ Positioning (2) ✧:.｡.

—————————————————————–

Translated By Arcane Translations

Translator: Wjin

—————————————————————–

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

As usual in fantasy, the ears of elves were sharp.

That applied to Selena Windforce, a half-elf, as well.

-Aren’t archers all for the elf kids anyway?

-Well, if they’re the son of a hunter or from a divine archery family, humans pick it too.

-Even bow users are in fierce competition now.

-Is she also aiming for an archer?

-A half-elf?

-Then does she only have half the talent?

The stories mentioned herself from the surroundings; whether she wanted to hear them or not, she had to listen.

As the war intensified and a small number of elves became able to enroll in the academy,

she was no exception.

Instead, the academy was a shelter for her.

It was the first place where she, who had struggled to feel a sense of belonging anywhere, could feel stability.

Of course, being a half-elf meant having a complicated background from the start, so it was sufficiently gossip-worthy for the students who loved to chatter.

In fact, archery had long been the calling of the elves.

It was because elves could use wind archery by forming a contract with sylphs through their wind spirit affinity.

This created a difference in skill that was different from the simple archery development trends of humans, such as nobles’ hobbies or commoners’ hunting professions.

However…

‘I still haven’t…’

-Selena, you still haven’t made a contract…?

-Ah… Sorry. I asked something unnecessary…

-It’s okay! Surely, the grace will reach Selena too!

Sadly, the spirit’s touch had not yet reached her.

That made her stronger instead.

Rumors could be silenced with skills.

This was Selena’s belief.

The thing she had never let go of since she was born and raised was none other than the bow.

In other words, doubts about her qualifications could be proven through her abilities.

There was no need to nitpick and blabber behind her back like humans; she just had to show them.

That she could be an archer regardless of the spirit’s blessing.

It was just the beginning.

It was at that moment when she thought that.

Another ordinary human, no, a man who should have been ordinary, took a seat.

‘Lev Denec…’

The most pitiful person among the humans she had seen so far.

-Hey, do you know what kind of family mine is?!

-The class level is so low. It only makes me yawn.

An empty wagon is loud, and the less people have, the more they boast about having a lot.

He was the epitome of that.

The typical appearance of someone Selena despised.

So she had never even paid attention to that human.

But now, the one who had been so confident in his magical abilities and had been tyrannical suddenly said he was aiming to be an archer.

Moreover, she clearly heard it.

-Because I think I can do well.

“……”

-Squeeze…

Selena clenched her fists tightly.

At his candid answer that seemed to mock all the efforts she had made so far.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

It wasn’t in “Reincarnated Hero,” but there was a player like that in some game before.

They said it was inspired by a famous novel.

Still, there was a tendency to give guns only to the mercenary NPCs belonging to their party.

As the saying goes, a gun is just a gun.

Since it’s a mechanical device, all it does is fire bullets, so it’s not suitable for applying the inherent magic power or talent of the caster.

Therefore, it’s easy to handle and recommended for newbies.

Still, as the saying implies, it also has the disadvantage of having a clear limit.

However, that player instead took advantage of it.

Since the reinforcement of bullets that can add variables to the damage is something that can be prepared in advance, they invested only in health and accuracy, compressing the stats to draw out extreme efficiency rather than magic power or strength.

Since they were going to give it to the mercenary NPCs that would be used and discarded anyway, it was an optimization build to quickly pass the early stages instead of bothersome circle or swordsmanship builds.

‘It was a popular post on the forum for a while…’

That incident sparked the community for a week on the topic of ‘is it efficient or not?’.

Anyway, the lesson I learned from that was simple.

If your stats are X, it’s definitely guns in the early game.

Let’s conquer as a newbie with the power of guns.

This was my formula and strategy.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

-Ching!

[Anonymous Feedback: Guns aren’t foundational.]

[According to the reader’s feedback, guns aren’t foundational. Therefore, it is a world view without firearms.]

“Crazy bastard?”

Did I leave such a comment?

No.

Which bastard is it?!

Of course, in a non-modern fantasy worldview, guns may seem to lack foundation.

But in that well-known game, , dwarves have gun proficiency as a racial trait and use guns, right?

I was going to put it in reluctantly with this feeling…

‘Whew… That damn author… Really.’

It’s okay.

If not, a pheasant or a chicken will do; there will still be plenty of ways to utilize my abilities.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

‘He’s making me flustered.’

The instructor, Sylvester, was a veteran who had been in charge of freshmen for 16 semesters.

Although Claris had various students enrolling from all over the continent every time, this kind of guy was quite rare.

The academy’s purpose was to maximize the role-performing ability of each position by training the students’ primary weapons and creating a party of heroes who would be active in actual combat.

Therefore, they had to select only the most outstanding talents within the continent, but for a mage to aim for an archer.

He wasn’t an elf, nor from a renowned archer family, nor the son of a hunter.

Even in the student information, it was clearly stated that the Denec family was recognized for their innate mana quantity and produced somewhat outstanding mages.

In other words, it was common sense, rather than a stereotype, that aristocratic families with magic power excelled in magic,

knight families excelled in knighthood, 

and those who received revelations excelled in divine abilities.

Rejecting that common sense was equivalent to advertising “I want to be expelled” in an academy that loved to draw lines.

From a different perspective, such impulsive behavior could be considered disgracing Claris Academy’s pride.

It might even bring disadvantages to the individual’s future.

[Lev Denec: 49 Demerit Points]

‘I’m curious what someone with no backing will choose.’

As for archer weapons, there were longbows, recurve bows, short bows, and crossbows, but elves and typical archer families preferred everything except crossbows and short bows.

At that moment, Vice Instructor Bella asked Sylvester quietly, only for him to hear.

Perhaps because they had been close for a long time, Bella’s tone no longer contained that of an instructor.

“Senior, it’s been a really long time since we had a non-family archer. When was the last time?”

“It would have been about ten years ago.”

“Do you want to bet on what he’ll choose?”

“Now isn’t the time for betting…”

“Are you scared?”

“2 weeks’ worth of meal allowance, on the crossbow.”

“Eh! I was also going to say crossbow?”

It was natural for Sylvester to be able to assert this.

First of all, even if he chose an unpopular weapon, he wouldn’t have to be directly compared.

Also, since crossbows were more straightforward to operate than bows, he could use them even if he lacked proficiency.

This was a development that occurred once every semester.

However, at least they weren’t from a mage family.

Those who had no particular talent were driven into a corner and chose the crossbow or the sons of hunters hoped for luck and chose the crossbow.

The crossbow ending.

The grave of the talentless.

Indeed, even Lev Denec would be well aware of that.

That those who chose the crossbow weren’t meant to become great.

-Tap.

As Lev selected his weapon, Bella tapped her forehead.

“Oh my, dear God.”

In the end, what he held in his hand was a crossbow.

Sylvester also turned his head.

“After speaking so confidently, is this how it turns out?”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

I also knew choosing a crossbow, which made it challenging to incorporate the character’s abilities, had a clear limit.

However, to survive the first week in this academy without being kicked out,

I had to choose the item with the highest chance of survival.

In that sense, the reason for choosing the crossbow was very simple.



⚔️ Weapon Information






› [Oak Crossbow]

› [Rarity: D+]

› [It seems to be for actual combat, not practice. The grip is good as the part that touches the hand is made of wood.]

› [Durability 98/100]

› [Equippable]





I examined it using the game system, and the status window told me to do so.

Among the weapons with only the prefix “practice,” this oak crossbow was the only one.

Perhaps because hardly anyone chose it, it seemed they just put a ready-made one as a formality.

So, from here, I would gain a slight advantage.

For now, it was better for me to have as much raw damage as possible.

Moreover, this guy with only one point of strength wouldn’t even have the power to pull and hold a bowstring.

Forget about accuracy; it would be difficult to even practice.

But with a crossbow, once the string was loaded onto the fixed frame, it could be fired through a mechanical mechanism.

Therefore, it was perfect for me, an empty can with no talent, as it didn’t require much of the user’s ability.

In conclusion, choosing a gun would be the best, but since there were no guns, I simply chose the next best thing.

‘It’s fine since it’s just a temporary weapon anyway.’

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

“Return to your seats.”

“Yes.”

Our protagonist Edwin applied for the vanguard with two-handed swords.

“…”

He hesitated as if he had something to say about yesterday’s incident but eventually sat down.

After that, it was a quick process.

Everyone agonized in their own way, seriously aimed for their position, and selected their primary weapon.

Melissa chose a wand and applied for the middle guard.

Aria chose a priest’s staff and applied for the middle guard.

Selena chose a bow and applied for the rearguard.

“As expected.”

Everything was exactly as in the novel.

“Ah, um.”

And finally, Vice Instructor Bella began explaining the future schedule.

“With this, the positioning is all finished. Take a good rest over the weekend, and the actual class assignment evaluation will take place next Monday.”

“The test will be conducted in parties. Form groups of 5 with students who share the same intentions or think they need each other, and submit the groups by Monday before the test.”

With that, the positioning came to an end.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

In the empty lecture hall, after the instructors had left, Claris’ students gathered in groups of three or five.

They were noisy, discussing the party formation.

-Hey, you’re going to be with us, right?

-Of course. Just trust me.

-Next, the healer~

-What a demon bait~

Party formation was, of course, important.

But it had nothing to do with me.

I was labeled as the bottom student in the entrance exam, a ruffian, and trash, and now I even applied for an archer.

There would be no crazy bastard who would invite me to their party.

Is this the feeling of passing around the group assignment bomb?

I feel sorry in advance for the kids who will meet me, but the instructors will assign the remaining members anyway.

And I have no intention of causing trouble there and giving them a reason to expel me from the academy; just doing my job well.

-What is everyone doing today?

-We should rest today since we finished early.

-Agreed.

-I’m going to the fitness center.

-You’re a tough one…

Since there was no afternoon schedule at all, everyone was wondering what to do during the free period.

Of course, I, who was on the verge of expulsion, had to build up at least a minimum level of proficiency with the crossbow from today until the weekend.

What can I do? It’s Lev Denec’s body that was allotted to me.

‘Fitness center, here I come.’

In “Reincarnated Hero,” training grounds or forests were set up to provide additional experience.

Therefore, for me, to whom this game system applies, it was better to go to the training room unconditionally rather than training roughly anywhere.

With that determination, I was about to leave the classroom.

Aria was standing at the entrance as if waiting for someone.

“……”

And after staring at me, who had just come out for a while with a blunt expression,

“Ria, what are you doing here? Let’s go.”

“Ah, yes.”

She disappeared with Melissa.

“…What was that?”

Feeling uncomfortable, I turned around to leave through the front door,

“?”



And there stood the half-elf, Selena, at the threshold.

As expected of an elf, her sharp eyes created an impression that made it difficult to get close to her quickly.

-…

She also stared at me coldly and soon disappeared.

“No, seriously, what is it…”

Is this what it means to be an existence that makes you feel bad just by existing…?

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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The fitness center of Claris Academy was only two stations away by the circulation train.

Not only was the facility excellent, but it was also divided by grade level.

It was conveniently located adjacent to the dormitory.

Magic spheres were placed in every corner of the training ground.

Since it was a place where students could unleash their abilities without restraint, it was probably to prevent safety accidents and identify notable individuals in advance.

Of course, no one would be interested in me right now.

Considering the villains created by the author who would soon appear, I had to become as strong as possible.

And…

-Ching!

[Anonymous Feedback: Isn’t it infinite growth??]

[According to the reader’s feedback, it’s a done deal if you repeatedly grind. A certain fee and an entry limit have been set for the training ground.]

The obstacles appeared faster than I thought.

“So, the public fitness center is 25 gems for 2 hours, and the real combat practice room is 50 gems for 2 hours???”

[Gems Possessed: 27]

“Damn it…”

I had no money.

Damn capitalism.

Is it okay to discriminate against students with sufficient will to study like this?!

By the way, that strange feedback wasn’t from me either.

Perhaps it also included the comments from other readers who had left feedback on so far.

Unlike what I knew, I wanted to curse at them for charging a fee but thinking about it, I realized it was definitely worth paying for.

[Fitness Center, Practice Room Benefits]

[Additional stat increase +50%]

[Additional proficiency increase +50%]

For me, who was subject to the game’s judgment, it meant that I could become at least 1.5 times stronger faster than training anywhere else.

However, to improve my crossbow proficiency, I had to go to the practice room with a shooting range, and with the money I had now, I could only use the fitness center for 2 hours.

Moreover, if I used that, I would have to starve starting from dinner tonight…

At that moment, I overheard a conversation between other students passing by behind me.

-Hey, did you hear that someone among the freshmen this year cleared Chamber 1?

-Already? Who is it?

-Probably one of the talented kids.

-Let’s go check out the lounge.

-Okay.

Hearing those words, a brilliant idea popped into my head.

“Trial!”

In “Reincarnated Hero,” there was a system called .

In a typical adventure, there were significant main events, and characters would grow accordingly,

but it was impossible to feed the experience of the main episodes to every character.

Therefore, it was a system introduced for users who wanted to try other characters as well.

If you cleared the [Trial], it would give you experience and awakening effects equivalent to the main event.

This was also implemented in the Claris Academy of [Reincarnation Academy].

Under the name of [Awakening Chamber].

In the academy, it was explained as a ranking system to stimulate students’ competitiveness and provide growth goals.

Any student enrolled here could freely challenge it.

Without delay, I headed to the center of the training room, the lounge.

With an interior resembling a banquet hall and slightly dim lighting.

In this lounge, which sold various drinks along with rest, there was a pillar-shaped electronic board in the center.



📜 Awakening Chamber 📜






› Freshman (1st Year) Rankings

› 1 – Melissa de Prominence: Trial 1 (00 minutes 41 seconds)

› 2 – Kaelan Hiss: Trial 1 (00 minutes 58 seconds)

› 3 – (Vacant below)

› .

› .

› .





“1st place, 41 seconds. Does that make sense?”

“She’s the duke’s daughter. I heard she’s always holed up in the library or practice room.”

“Who’s that Kaelan guy? I thought he was always playing around.”

“Are you the same as him? He’s different from the start.”

“No? At least 3rd place is mine.”

“You in 3rd place? If that happens, I’ll be your slave.”

Many students were admiring this ranking.

‘As expected, the top two are Melissa and Kaelan.’

The difficulty of the trials supported by Claris Academy ranged from 1 to 10.

This was the 1st year fitness center, so I couldn’t see the rankings of other grades,

However, at this point in the early part of the story, the senior who had reached difficulty level 5 would have the best record.

[Awakening Chamber]

[Can enter once per week, no cost, no time limit]

[Awakening Chamber Benefits]

[Additional stat increase +100%]

[Additional proficiency increase +100%]

Although it could only be entered once a week, there was no separate fee to pay for the challenge.

On top of that, upon clearing, in addition to a decent stat increase, scholarships were also awarded to the top 10 on a first-come, first-served basis.

“I’m salivating.”

In other words, for me, who roughly knew how to conquer the trials, it was no different from an opportunity to catch two birds with one stone.

It was time for hard work to survive in the academy.

‘But before that…’

To maximize my gains, I first turned my steps toward the dormitory.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

The administrator who built the [Trial-Evolution Chamber], Sinatis, was not human but a ‘monster.’

It was the legendary hero Kroon’s companion monster, known to all the inhabitants of this continent, and now his thoughts could communicate with humans.

Of course, in the final battle, Sinatis lost all his powers, so his combat abilities were no longer there.

However, that monster served as an honorary professor at Claris Academy, managing the Chamber and devoting his efforts to nurturing juniors…

Considering “Reincarnated Hero,” where I grew every time I met a monster, this could be regarded as a pretty unique setting only in the novel.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

“Uh… Administrator, no, Professor?”

-…

I arrived at the Chamber with my backpack packed full of luggage.

I was a bit flustered.

-Ching!

[Anonymous Feedback: When will you show Sinatis’ humanized appearance?]

[According to the reader’s request, Sinatis appears in the form from the time when he was with Kroon.]

I thought that since she was called a monster, she would really look terrifying, but she wasn’t at all.

An ordinary… no, extraordinary, beautiful girl with blonde hair.

‘Kroon, you bastard, your taste is really…’

Moreover, she looked pretty young, so I had to look down quite a bit to make eye contact.

What is this feeling that I might get arrested just by talking to her?

Even though she was called a monster, I couldn’t feel any animal instincts from her at all.

Of course, if there was a characteristic, it was that her facial expression didn’t change.

“I’d like to enter the chamber.”

-Year?

“Oh.”

It was amazing.

She(?) didn’t even move her mouth, but her voice was resonating inside my body.

She really must be a spirit.

“1st year, freshman.”

-Spot, available. Go, to, the, end, room, over, there.

“Okay.”

Although her speech was choppy, it was easy to understand because it was a sound that pounded into my head.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

“Here it is.”

As I stepped into the room, the mana barrier lifted, revealing the interior.

An ample box-shaped square space.

However, it was a sticky and slightly fluffy room with purple and pink mixed throughout.

And in the center was a target.

I remembered there was such content in a short side story of the novel.

Actually, there was a theory that this room was inside the monster’s organs…

Well, I wondered if that made sense, but now that I have seen it, It did have a bit of an overwhelming feeling.

“Alright, shall we begin?”

I started unpacking the luggage I had brought in my backpack.

The precise condition for Trial 1 was simple.

If you hit that center target with a certain amount of damage or more at once, you would pass.

And that instantaneous total amount of damage was at a level that was difficult to reach with the skills of a 1st-year student.

It was something that only Melissa and Kaelan, who had undergone power inflation due to the scheme of the damn author who went one step further than the talented protagonists, could achieve.

The reason why their precise times were short was probably because of that.

Therefore, even if I shot the crossbow all day, the probability of clearing Trial 1 was close to 0%.

You might think it’s a waste of time then, but on the contrary, Trial 1 had no time limit.

And the entry fee was also free.

But does it give double the experience?

I couldn’t resist this.

For me, it was no different from a free shooting range with good efficiency.

So today, I came prepared with bedding and cooking utensils, intending to have a blast.

“The first goal is to hit it properly.”

If I could just hit the target, it would be enough to utilize my cheat passive.

With that, I happily loaded the crossbow bowstring onto the fixed frame.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

-Thud. Thud. Thud.

-……

Sinatis, Kroon’s assistant monster, was paying attention to something sudden.

The < Chamber> was built in a 1:1 ratio of the awakening essence she had inside her body when she was a monster to the academy’s training room.

Of course, this room wasn’t her actual organ, but the circuits were connected, so the nerves were shared.

Usually, freshmen would try a few times and give up on Trial 1,

but this guy was constantly trying to take down the target with absurd firepower.

-Thud. Thud. Thud.

It was more annoying and irritating, like a tiny bug buzzing beside her.

-It’s bothering me.

It felt like she was going to keep sneezing at something trivial.

-It’s, been, a, long, time…

Even though Kroon’s thoughts were dwelling in her, her body was originally that of a beast.

Even when she was a monster, she wasn’t nocturnal, so she had to take a break in the early morning to relieve stress and stabilize her inherent mana.

The chamber closing time was approaching, but he showed no signs of coming out.

Kroon used to say,

-Resting without overexerting yourself is also a form of training!

-I, need, to, get, off, work…

Having no choice, Sinatis initiated a conversation with Lev first.

-Won’t, you, give, up?

He seemed startled by the sudden voice but soon replied.

“No, I plan to continue.”

-……

Sinatis pondered.

Anyway, the students of Claris had a curfew for the dormitory, so they had to return without fail.

Therefore, for the first time, she decided to show kindness to someone other than Kroon.

-Dormitory, closing.

In fact, she personally informed him that the dormitory closing time was approaching so that he wouldn’t receive demerit points according to the school rules.

The students here were susceptible to demerit points.

But the answer that came back was…

“I was kicked out of the dormitory. I also accumulated a lot of demerit points.”

-…?

“So I’m planning to eat, sleep, and train here all weekend. Thank you.”

-……??????

He even thanked her arbitrarily and was immersed in shooting again.

Looking again, he had brought all his belongings.

Pillow, blanket, simple snacks…

Initially, the Chamber wasn’t operated on weekends…?

The thought ‘Then is that guy intending to stay here for three days?’ crossed Sinatis’ mind.

And her train of thought kept expanding, leading to one thing after another… creating curiosity.

In the end, she ended up asking something she shouldn’t have.

A phenomenon that humans could never avoid.

A bodily function she could never relate to.

-The restroom?

There was no separate restroom in the Chamber.

And the man stopped what he was doing for a moment, scratched the back of his head, and smiled awkwardly.

“About that, excuse me…”

-Get out. Get out. Get out. Get out. Get out. Get out.

The Chamber he was in began to rumble.

Even in that situation, the man didn’t panic.

He strangely maintained his composure, making a proposal to Sinatis.

-Get out. Get out. Get out. Get…

“If you grant me one request… I will leave immediately!”



-…

“…”

Somehow, it didn’t seem like a standard request.

-As expected, humans… can’t be trusted.

Kroon had told her not to casually accept requests from humans other than himself.

But since there was no other way, she had to listen for now.

-Speak.

“…Please let me pass Trial 1.”

-…

“…”

For Sinatis, who had lived for hundreds of years, this day was the day she was properly entangled with a human man.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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⚙ System Notification ⚙






› [Academy Achievement]

› [Congratulations! Awakening Chamber Cleared!]

› [Reward Paid: Stat Bonus]




⚙ Awakening Chamber ⚙






› Freshman (1st Year) Rankings

› 1 – Melissa de Prominence: Trial 1 (00 minutes 41 seconds)

› 2 – Kaelan Hiss: Trial 1 (00 minutes 58 seconds)

› 3 – Anonymous: Trial 1 (6 hours 34 minutes 01 seconds)

› .

› .

› .






⚠ Trial 1: Time limit set to 3 hours ⚠





‘Was it too crazy?’

Perhaps because of me, an additional rule about the time limit appeared on the ranking board.

When I left after getting the promise of clearing from Honorary Professor Sinatis, her face was flushed red.

-Tremble, tremble

And she was trembling her hands as if she was furious.

It was a cute reaction for a monster.

Was it because she was a loyal and pure fellow who only had eyes for the hero Kroon, even in the novel?

Even though Trial 1 had no time limit, I would obediently come out if she declared it was out with her authority as the administrator…

But I got an unexpected huge gain.

-I, hate, you.

-Never, come, again.

That’s how I ended up being pushed out of the chamber.

‘But at least she granted my request to do it anonymously.’

If I had boldly put my name up there, the supporting role passive might have been triggered, and a penalty might have been imposed.

Moreover, considering my reputation, there would be quite a few people who would object.

Wouldn’t it be best to bury it roughly like this?

I rubbed my numb arms and opened the status window.

“Stats.”



📜 Character Information 📜






› Claris Academy

Entrance Exam Overall Evaluation Grade: F

› Demon Lev Denec




▶ Status ▶






▶ [Strength]: 1.1 -> 1.4 (new)

▶ [Stamina]: 1.0 -> 1.6 (new)

▶ [Agility]: 1.1 -> 1.2 (new)

▶ [Magic Power]: 1.0

▶ [Mana]: 1.0

▶ [Mental Strength]: 1.0 -> 1.15 (new)

▶ [Affinity]: 1.0

▶ Specialization

▶ Circle Magic(1)

▶ Crossbow – Proficiency(1) (new)





“Stingy, stingy.”

Perhaps because the base stats were so low or because the stat increase amount was stingy during the closed beta period of Reincarnated Hero, even after receiving the trial completion reward, there was no dramatic growth.

Still, a new phrase appeared in specialization.



⚙ System Notification ⚙






▶ [Crossbow Proficiency] [1]

[Based on half of the maximum range of the crossbow, the minimum accuracy is adjusted to 50%]

[From now on, critical hit probability can be applied to the crossbow]





“There’s a reward for grinding.”

It was definitely just like the game system.

It meant the minimum proficiency to use the crossbow weapon had been built up.

However, if it were a different weapon, I might have been able to learn additional damage or specialized skills proportional to magic power, strength, or divinity.

Still, there was none of that for the crossbow.

Instead…

[Gems Possessed: 5337]

“It’s quite substantial.”

The reward for ranking 3rd was very substantial.

The entrance congratulatory and essential funds were about 20,000 gems, but this was a whopping 5,310.

Since 1 gem was roughly equivalent to 100 won in Korean currency, I now have quite a large amount of money.

From now on, it seemed there would be no problem using the fitness center and practice room as much as I wanted.

I could also have proper meals.

“As soon as the fitness center door opens tomorrow, I’ll grind some muscles first.”

The motivation was welling up.

Thinking of myself as a character whose favorability had already gone down the drain and acting dirty, it felt like I could see the answer.

‘It would be perfect to have a fatigue recovery agent at a time like this…’

It was midnight, so all facilities, like the cafeteria and convenience store inside the academy, were closed.

“Wait, would the black market be open at this point?”

The black market.

It referred to the mysterious peddler beast-man and the pawnbroker Gut in the tavern basement, which appeared in Chapter 2 of [Reincarnation Academy].

It was easy to understand if you considered it an anonymous secondhand marketplace.

In the case of the peddler, he had a simple trading system.

Student A would entrust an item to the black market agent, and student B could purchase it.

The sales proceeds would be distributed and received by A and the agent.

Since it was run by beastmen in a village near the academy, it reeked of illegality.

It was a system ideally suited for money laundering or shady deals.

Therefore, in the story, students get involved in this black market, leading to a detective concept story for the main characters, which is eradicated afterward.

In other words, the period it could be used was limited to Chapter 2, starting from now.

‘Suck the honey while you can.’

Since it was before Chapter 1, I didn’t know what items would be available, but since I had quite a bit of money, wouldn’t I be able to buy something?

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

Next to the academy’s commercial district is the old town.

On the street with lamps that looked like they would go out at any moment, laborers working nearby were gathered together, drinking and dancing.

-Drink up!

-Cheers!

According to the setting of [Reincarnation Academy], the Claris Academy itself, which was established under a direct contract with the empire, had controlled access, but such adjacent villages were also resting points for wandering mercenaries since they had shrines.

‘Coming here gives a bit of a fantasy vibe…’

The winding alleys in the darkness were eerie, but fortunately, the agent was not challenging to find.

“Welcome…”

A furba… no, a cat girl greeted me with a languid voice.

I didn’t want to be prejudiced against beast men.

Still, it was necessary to be cautious of those who wandered like gypsies without settling in a residence.

So, when selling items, it was safer to find a pawnbroker who paid an advance rather than a beast man.

In the novel, Edwin is also properly scammed once after trusting a beast man.

“Let me see the items…”

“Take your time…”

I searched for valuable items among the goods she had spread out in her bundle.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

“Hmm…”


👜 Black Market 👜






› [Faculty Cafeteria – Meal Ticket]

[Rarity: E]

[A meal ticket that allows you to use the faculty cafeteria at Claris Academy]

› [Central Cafeteria – Meal Ticket]

[Rarity: E]

[A meal ticket that allows you to use the central cafeteria at Claris Academy]

› [Fitness Center – Usage Ticket]

[Rarity: E]

[A usage ticket that allows you to use the fitness center at Claris Academy. 2 hours]

› [Vitality Potion]

[Rarity: D]

[Stabilizes a tired body and mind. The effect decreases as the stamina stat increases]

› [Mermaid’s Scream]

[Rarity: C-]

[A potion that allows you to breathe underwater. Lasts 30 minutes]



Perhaps because it was the early part before the black market even appeared, only these were worth buying when narrowed down among the numerous miscellaneous items.

‘I should come a bit later to buy better things…’

The Mermaid’s Scream would come in handy soon.

Once the academy’s curriculum started and we attended the mana sensitivity lecture, the worst test was given by the bald professor Harpan.

It was to find an object hidden in the lake using mana detection ability.

On the surface, it was a test of sensitivity ability.

Still, it was at the level of seeing how long you could hold your breath while diving, so students protested that it lacked fairness.

According to the original story, Kaelan would come in first, crushing the pride of Melissa, who took pride in her magic.

Here, the item he used with his innate characteristic was the Mermaid’s Scream.

When I think of it, he was also involved in the black market, so he might have obtained it through this route.

The only hidden dungeon inside the academy was underwater, so a honey item was a must-have.

There were 2 in stock.

‘I’ll buy them all.’

Kaelan was a villain.

You could tell just by looking at how he treated the heroines.

Since I had to push the sucker protagonist Edwin to avoid the Kaelan ending, it was right to preemptively strike down anything that seemed to benefit him even indirectly.

After selecting all the items, I asked the merchant.

“Do you have a practice room usage ticket?”

“I don’t have it…”

“Then, I’ll buy this fitness center usage ticket.”

“30 gems… give me.”

This sly bastard?

The regular price at the academy was 25 gems.

She intended to properly scam me, thinking I was a freshman who hadn’t even set foot in the fitness center.

“Then, what about this?”

When I showed her the Mermaid’s Scream, she replied in the same drawling voice.

“…1000 gems.”

‘Of course.’

It was a good thing I checked the price beforehand with the fitness center ticket.

It seemed like she was asking for about twice the market price?

I immediately asked back.

“The regular price for the fitness center usage ticket is 15 gems, right?”

“……”

It was 25 gems, but seeing her silence, it seemed to have worked properly.

I started bargaining with momentum.

“5 gems for the ticket, 400 gems for the potion. Deal?”

“12 gems, 650 gems…”

She didn’t back down easily, making a half-asleep expression.

A naughty and brazen cat.

“500 gems in total.”

“600… I’m sleepy…”

-Swish.

Saying that, she took a stance of packing up her bundle as if she would close the shop.

“Then I’ll buy both bottles, so make it 1100 gems for everything. And throw in one of these vitality potions.”

“…Suit yourself.”

With that, the deal was made.

She had a habit of calling it quits when there were too many things to calculate because of her lazy personality.

‘I’ll report you later for running an illegal stall.’

It might be a business with nothing to lose for her, but it couldn’t be helped considering the hidden piece.

If necessary, I could even buy up the entire stock…

It was when I was organizing my belongings and leaving the alley after completing the transaction.

“Junior, hello?”

Someone had come close behind me and was whispering in my ear.

“…”



When I slowly turned my head, I faced dark black hair, a tall stature, and a senior student’s brooch on the uniform.

Even though it was a woman I was seeing for the first time, I could probably say with certainty.

It was Liris, the mastermind trying to demonize ‘Lev Denec.’

She smiled brightly in front of me.

“What were you doing here?”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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In , ‘Liris Larochelle’ was undoubtedly a villain.

Until the middle chapters, she didn’t hesitate to use any means and methods to corrupt various people around her.

However, as the classic rule of boys’ comics goes, today’s villain is tomorrow’s ally.

Ultimately, she fell for Edwin’s acceptance and kindness, becoming a harem member.

Until then, she would feed them sweet potatoes and betray them, and Edwin would trust her again…

She is a character that causes significant disagreement among readers due to her impure relationship.

However, no matter what, she cannot be discarded as she becomes a decisive force in later developments.

Meeting her suddenly here was an unexpected situation, but…

For now, there was no need to be afraid.

On the surface, she and I were allies.

Liris probably thought that I had been consumed by the pendant and that a demon’s mark had been engraved on my body.

Or she might have doubted why I hadn’t already become a demon, according to the original story.

However, she didn’t know the future like I did.

In the end, if she planned to use me as an experimental subject for demonization, she wouldn’t cause significant harm to me right away.

“I’m tired, so get lost.”

When I answered gruffly and went my way, she approached me again and grabbed my hand with both hands.

“…?”

“I was worried about you even after you left the student council like that…”

“But I’m here, right? I was the only one who kept believing in you.”

And then she kept whispering in my ear.

“Is it still… not enough…?”

“You don’t have to hold back…”

“You want revenge, don’t you?”

Her tone was as if she was urging me to blacken right now.

At her brainwashing that rang in my head, I felt a strange sense of deja vu.

“Phew…”

Wow, what a terrible person.

When I came to think of it, I was annoyed that my entrance fee had been taken away, and my body was tired right now.

I started getting angry with this annoying person sticking to me and buzzing like a mosquito.

I was going to send her off nicely since it was a good day, but I guess it won’t work.

-Smack!

I roughly brushed off Liris’s hand.

“Hey, stop spouting nonsense and get lost if you’re not going to take responsibility.”

“…?”

She seemed taken aback by my unexpected reaction momentarily and stepped back slightly.

“Do you know that you ruined my life?”

Acting like a madman was best since my dignity had already gone to hell.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

“…Right now, junior… what did you say to me…”

Liris judged that Lev Denec was a twisted person.

More than his personal abilities, she highly valued that their interests aligned, at least for a while, in the direction she was pursuing.

Crucially, he was a disposable pawn that would be used and thrown away by Liris.

In other words, he had to be the one being used.

“……”

Although she was well aware that Lev Denec was an unprecedented ruffian, until recently, he was in such a low position that he would cling to her skirt and beg.

A loyal dog who would indeed die if Liris ordered him to.

‘A dog that bites its owner isn’t cute…’

For now, Liris collected herself and attempted to have a conversation.

“Junior, your words lack manners today. I clearly told you that I don’t like impolite kids…”

“Manners? You should mind your manners. You boasted that you would make that bastard Edwin win, didn’t you? Huh?”

He breathed roughly and soon began to go berserk.

“So when are you going to make him awaken? Do you think I invested all of my entrance fee to trust this dog shit?”

-Plop.

He tore off the pendant hanging around his neck and threw it at Liris’s chest.

“I’m the only one who got kicked out of the dormitory and is about to be expelled!”

“Haa…”

Her hands trembled.

What kind of insubordination was this?

It was almost enough to make her laugh a little.

Getting kicked out of the dormitory or being expelled was his fault, right?

Moreover, Lev Denec had a weaker vessel than she thought.

Therefore, he was a weakling who needed a medium to be demonized.

“…”

However, the pendant he threw didn’t have a hint of power or magic.

In other words, the mark had been appropriately transferred to Lev Denec.

But seeing him come here and argue so unscathed,

it was clear that something had gone a little twisted.

‘A mixed-blood junior dares to…’

Like a dog in heat, his unreasonable whining was even more absurd than Liris had judged.

What should she do?

Should she imprint his position with a sharp whip, or was it the correct answer to soothe and comfort him?

Liris put the pendant back around his neck and moved her lips so it wouldn’t come off.

“Ju… Junior? Let’s wait a little? We promised to do that…”

“Enough, fuck! I won’t do it either. If you come out like this, I’ll expose you too.”

“Ex…pose?”

“Yeah, you came here to steal academy property and sell it, and to launder money. Did you think I wouldn’t know?”

“……”

“You asked me why I was here, right? Shall I tell you the reason? Because I don’t want to die alone. I thought I should catch something too.”

He began to giggle like crazy.

Liris couldn’t reasonably predict what kind of expression she was making.

“Why are you making that face? Shall I go and ask Mr. Gut right now?”

Mr. Gut was the pawnbroker’s real name.

Knowing that meant he wasn’t just a superficial acquaintance either.

‘When, since when did he know?’

“Why are you so surprised? You’re the one who got me elected to the student council, right?”

When he entered the student council, he was just a student councilor.

Then, he shouldn’t have had the authority to check the books.

-Thud!

“Ugh!”

At that moment, Lev firmly pushed Liris against a wall.

“I have nothing to lose now. I’m about to be expelled, and starting next week, I’ll be kicked out of the dormitory and have to sleep on the streets, you know?”

His eyes were crazy, and he began to poke Liris’s temples in time with the words he spat out.

“Didn’t you know that messing with a guy who has nothing would fuck you up? Since I’m going to be expelled anyway, should we expose all of the corruption and die together?”

“Junior… that’s…”

It was a tremendous humiliation.

Even though she was on the verge of losing her sanity, she forcibly suppressed the surging stress and uttered the words.

“…Okay, calm down, junior… Listen to me for a moment.”

Only then did Lev’s hand stop.

It didn’t matter if he found out her secret.

Liris judged that what she needed right now was a little time.

Anyway, this man’s fate was to fuse with a rag.

If the mark was embedded correctly, she could make him demonize as she pleased.

And the dead can’t speak.

She wanted to kill him right away, but she had to endure a little.

That’s how Liris brainwashed herself.

He was pretty fatigued.

In this state, there would be nothing more eye-catching.

She should have paid a little more attention.

Liris smiled as gracefully as possible.

And she stroked his cheeks and jawline.

“I’m sorry. Junior… You’ve had a hard time….”

Liris momentarily tied Lev up and took two 1000-gem coins from her pocket.

She gently placed them in his hand.

“Junior, you look very tired. For now, let’s go rest a little nearby with this money, okay?”

A pig-dog would crawl independently if you patted its back and fed it well.

“Then I’ll come back tomorrow…”

“What are you doing?”

“Wha…?”

“If you’re going to cough it up, you have to cough it all up.”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

[Gems Possessed: 15221]

Even a crazy act is difficult for a person to do.

I’m not a group leader, and I was trying to live quietly, buried…

“But I recovered roughly.”

It still didn’t reach the original freshman essential funds, but I recovered significantly.

In fact, to some extent, I had expected that the funds of the student council where Liris was wouldn’t be clean.

The flow and circulation of funds were suspiciously large, and the fact that beastmen who were outsiders of the academy were trading with gems meant that someone exchanged them for external money.

Perhaps the children from wealthy families had difficulty getting scholarships, so they were probably money laundering the gems into external funds.

I had roughly guessed some parts, which seemed to have worked out roughly.

“Not bad.”

The supporting role trait that I was worried about didn’t interfere either.

Apparently, as long as I didn’t team-kill a significant character or kill a great demon in a way that didn’t fit the story’s progression, it didn’t seem to be a big problem.

My pockets were full, and what was left was to raise my stats by 0.1 more until the weekend.

Until Chapter 1 began, I had to somehow avoid being held back or expelled.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

Around the same time, in the temporary dormitory of Aria Bluebell in Cheong-gwan.

“…”

To get a more comfortable sleep, she even put jasmine bath salts in the bath and washed her body,

After combing her hair well so it wouldn’t tangle, she laid her body on the bed, but as expected, she couldn’t fall asleep quickly.

It was partly because of the class assignment evaluation on Monday, but someone kept coming to her mind occasionally.

Lev Denec.

‘If I didn’t see it wrong…’

Perhaps he was related to that demon who took her family away.

But as another day passed, she only had more questions about him.

-Why… an archer…?

-Huh? That lowly being? He must have lost his mind. I decided to ignore him. Ria, don’t pay attention to a kid like that, either. He won’t be of any help.

Melissa seemed to be trying not to pay any attention to him.

In fact, that might be the right idea.

In the current situation, no class would take him unless he showed an outstanding performance in the test.

He would follow the path of expulsion, just like other incompetent students.

But if he got expelled like that, she couldn’t help but worry that she might never meet the demon that was the target of her revenge again for some unknown reason.

Even in the conversation with Edwin, who had regained consciousness yesterday,

-Aria, yesterday, I fought with Lev Deneb, right…?

-Yes.

-That… did something happen to that guy when I was fighting him?

-What do you mean…?

-Ah, no. Forget it.

Edwin had fainted immediately, so he seemed confused in his memory.

Therefore, there was no evidence.

In fact, after the positioning ended today, she thought about calmly asking Lev Denec, but…

It seemed like it would be too hasty of an approach.

‘I need evidence…’

If he was really related to demons, or if he was a demon race, wouldn’t he carelessly show his tail again?

-Rustle.

Aria, with many thoughts, got up from her bed.

And she quietly picked up the paper on the desk.










 ————————————————————

 Party Application Form
 Melissa de Prominence

 Aria Bluebell

 .

 .

 .

 The above students have mutually agreed to take the test as a group.

 ————————————————————





“…”

Lev Denec.

A person who shouldn’t be entangled with.

A typical example of a strong-weak-weak-strong type.

A person whose words and actions were so disrespectful that it was hard to believe he was an aristocrat, and he even threatened to date her arbitrarily.

There would probably be no one who wanted to party with him.



“But…”

If she could find even the slightest clue from him…

“There’s no other way…”

The moonlight outside the window penetrated Aria’s coldly frozen eyes.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Saturday, Claris Academy Student Council Room.

“Haa… Ha… Ah, bastard junior… Junior…”

Even after a day had passed, the anger of Liris, the 2nd-year magic department student council president, had not subsided.

Her hands trembled, and her mind was difficult to control, feeling like she would make a sound like “Blaah.”

“Liris… Calm down… Calm down.”

Worshiping demons was never an easy task.

Because in this academy that existed solely to destroy evil, one had to take a path that others would not.

Naturally, Liris thought it was reasonable to have this level of trial.

She covered her face with her hands and sobbed.

“Hu…hic… Junior Lev… I want to… gouge out his eyes…”

Had she taken him too lightly?

Once a weakness was exposed, unexpected expenses occurred.

She ended up being played by his hands.

Therefore, Lev Denec,

She wanted to kill him.

As painfully as possible, leaving his screams and pleas as his last words, making him a demon… and causing him to die in an explosion.

And perform human sacrifice.

In that way, getting a little closer to Satan’s will.

Until then, Liris clenched her fists so tightly that her nails were pressed, thinking she should endure a little more.

“Wait a little longer… Incompetent junior…”

The selection test for 1st years was coming up on Monday.

That day was perfect for demonizing him.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

Sunday, Academy Fitness Center.

With my muscles well-toned over the past two days, I was heading to the shooting practice room.

“Ugh, ugh…”

Indeed, the fatigue recovery agent from the black market worked well, and it was difficult to see a significant effect from buying it inside the academy.

This was also because my body was subject to the closed beta judgment of the game system, so it didn’t benefit from item standardization.

In the early days of “Reincarnated Hero,” the efficiency of consumables varied by region, so troublesome movement was forced to stock up on the best-performing potions.

Considering these aspects, it couldn’t be regarded as a flawless cheat passive.

Shooting range entrance.

-Flicker

The crystal ball briefly lit up, allowing my entry.

And what greeted me was…

-Swish!

-Bang!

-Swish!

-Boom!

Long-range magic, javelins, hidden weapons, bows, etc…

In each space, which was transparent but definitely felt like a wall, the sight of students in training uniforms immersed in practice was reminiscent of the Taereung Athletes’ Village.

‘The problem is, hmm, there’s no space.’

The shooting practice range had individual rooms and shared practice rooms.

Still, the individual rooms were already fully booked, probably due to the reservations of senior students.

It was a mistake to wake up late because I was too tired.

Inevitably, I had to use the shared space, but fortunately, the B shared shooting range was empty.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

A dome-shaped circular space.

I stood at the shooting lane at the end and took out my crossbow.

It had been well-dried after yesterday’s practice, so the dry grip felt good.

The distance to the target was 50m.

Shorter than Olympic archery, but still not easy for me.

‘First, one shot…’

-Swish!

-Thud!

First shot.

Close to the edge, but I seemed to have gotten used to hitting the target itself.

I shook my hand once and loaded the second shot.

-Swish!

-Thud!

This attempt also went into the target.

But it was further away from the center point.

It’s okay.

My goal is solely to hit it.

Since the power is sufficient with the crossbow’s strength, the primary goal is to hit it for now.

That alone is enough.

Just as I loaded the third arrow onto the frame, someone took a position in the lane next to me.

“?”

Pale but not too white skin, matching platinum blonde hair…

A familiar face…

It was Selena, the heroine who appeared around Main Episode 2.

Did she also come to shoot arrows?

Indeed, she had a cynical personality but no lazy attribute.

So, even though she would have an individual practice room, why… deliberately…

And in this empty place, next to me?!

This is like going to the bathroom and deliberately coming to the urinal next to me to pee, isn’t it?

Despite my silent scream, she just stood still with her eyes closed.

She didn’t take out her bow as if she had no intention of training herself.

“……”

And as I quietly watched her,

Selena opened only her left eye slightly to check on me, then closed it again.

“…Hey, what are you doing?”

“…”

No answer.

Come to think of it, in the novel, she was only interested in archery, self-management, training, more training, mindset, and meditation.

Just like how she glared at me last time.

Could it be that she came to check on me because I was bragging about being an archer?

To see how well I shoot?

Even though we were strangers, I couldn’t help but ask her.

“…Hey, don’t tell me… you came to observe me?”

At my gruff question, she answered nobly.

“…Just do what you’re going to do.”

My hands were sweating.

‘Just leave me alone!’

The problem was that I shot terribly compared to the academy’s archer aspirants.

Because I was a bow newbie…

Isn’t it the same at the gym?

When you can only bench an empty bar, you can’t help but be conscious of the people around you, right?

Where’s your newbie sensitivity?

“It’s burdensome if you stare like that…”

“……”

“Sigh, leave it.”

Considering Lev Denec’s reputation, she couldn’t be reasoned with.

I had no choice but to load the third shot.

And the moment I took an aiming stance,

-…

Selena had already left the lane.

“Oh my.”

Was it because she was a talent-filled person that she could tell by looking at my posture?

Like that, I devoted myself to training alone.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

-Rustle…

Fortunately, the weather was sunny on the day of the selection test for grade assignment.

The test was conducted in Lint Forest, the largest site within the academy, which is suitable for constructing a unique barrier.

Although it was the first schedule of the day, it was well past 4 p.m., and due to the tall length of the trees, it created a pretty dark atmosphere.

The test was scheduled to start at 5 o’clock, so it was noisy with the conversations of students in high spirits after coming outside.

“Hey, did you see that? Someone became the third person to clear Chamber 1.”

“Yeah, I saw it. Didn’t they say it took over 6 hours?”

“That’s tough, really tough. Did they use some kind of trick? There’s a new 3-hour limit rule now.”

“It’s suspicious that it’s anonymous too…”

“The administrator is an honorary professor, so could there have been some collusion?”

Ahem. Hmm.

It’s pretty embarrassing.

It seems like it was a good idea to keep it anonymous.

I didn’t know there would be this much attention.

With an awkward feeling, I opened the status window.



📜 Character Information 📜





› Claris Academy
Entrance Exam Overall Evaluation Grade: F

› Demon Lev Denec




▶ Status ▶





▶ Strength: 1.75

▶ Stamina: 2.0

▶ Agility: 1.4

▶ Magic Power: 1.0

▶ Mana: 1.0

▶ Mental Strength: 1.25

▶ Affinity: 1.0

▶ Specialization

▶ Circle Magic(1)

▶ Crossbow – Proficiency(3)





With the power of weekend special training, I achieved some results.

Above all, the crossbow proficiency was 3,



⚙ System Notification ⚙






▶ Crossbow Proficiency [3]

Based on 70% of the maximum range of the crossbow, the minimum accuracy is adjusted to 95%

The critical hit probability of the crossbow is increased by +2%





Putting aside the critical hit probability, there would be almost no chance of missing in terms of accuracy.

Although my stats were still meager compared to the main characters, I was confident I could pass this test smoothly.

At that moment, I heard a familiar sound effect once more.

-Ching!
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▶ Supporting Role Quest

[Main Event 2]

[Mission Objective: A supporting role helps a supporting role. Help the alchemist ‘Hazel the Wonder’ pass the selection test]

[Reward: 100 Supporting Role Points]

[Time Remaining: 11 hours 59 minutes]





‘What is this…’

Hazel the Wonder.

I couldn’t remember her well because she had too little presence.

Roughly speaking, she had a low-tension voice and a passive attitude.

She had an unremarkable face with glasses, and her overall stats weren’t described favorably.

Above all, she wasn’t the main character.

Like all extras and supporting characters, she played the role of a detonator for event occurrence.

For example, Lev would have combined initially with the demon rag to help Edwin’s awakening.

In Hazel’s case, she is a character like a burden that exists to create a sense of crisis for the main character’s party.

‘I’m starting to understand the system a bit now.’

This supporting role quest seemed to occur every time just before the main event started like this.

At that moment, I heard the words of a female student beside me.

-Our party is in big trouble… We’re short one person.

-Then what about that guy?

-Who?

Suddenly, I felt a cold sensation of them glancing at me.

-Hey, do you want to die?!

-Be quiet, he’ll hear us…

‘Damn it…’

It felt strange to experience the “there goes your boyfriend” in real time.

These things were always heard and stabbed my heart.



Yeah, this was all because of that bastard Lev’s karma.

The results of this test determined the grade and provided various benefits and gems.

So, no one would want to form a group with someone like me and cause unnecessary trouble.

It would be the same for that kid, Hazel, or whatever.

‘I guess I’ll have to give up on the supporting role quest.’

That’s what I thought.

For some reason, Aria was slowly walking towards me from a distance.

I quickly turned my gaze away.

Melissa might pick on me again, and I didn’t want to invite unnecessary misunderstandings.

‘I wish the test would start soon…’

“Excuse me.”

“…”

“Lev Denec?”

“Oh, me?”

I was surprised, but the surrounding students, including Melissa, seemed to have not expected it either, as it suddenly became quiet.

An absolutely impossible fantasy.

The development of a beautiful girl talking to the class loner had occurred.

This wasn’t in the novel, was it?

But Aria clearly spoke to me.

“Form a party with me.”

It was a concise and blunt tone filled only with purpose.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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For a moment, my thoughts stopped and then started moving again.

What’s happening now?

To confirm once more, I pointed at myself with my finger.

Instead of answering, Aria nodded slightly and handed me the application form.

“Uh… That’s…”

As I blinked in confusion,

“Have you already found someone?”

“It’s not that.”

“Then let’s do it together.”

“……”

Aria doesn’t force anything on others without reason.

So why is she trying to form a party with Lev Denec, a third-rate villain?

There’s no way he would get involved with the main characters already.

It didn’t seem like the novel’s setting had changed, as no feedback status window appeared.

So, in the end, it meant that the cause was in my actions.

For now, let’s hear the reason.

“The reason is?”

“…I have something I’m curious about; you, no, about your archery.”

Still a blunt expression, but it’s a lie.

She’s not good at lying, so this interest feels wrong.

I quickly used Demon’s Eye.



📜 Character Information 📜





› Claris Academy
Entrance Exam Overall Evaluation Grade: S+

› [Aria Bluebell]




▶ Aria Bluebel▶





▶ Average Status

: 2.0

▶ Specialization

Healing Magic (2)

Divinity (2)

▶ Unique Trait

Healing (Lv.2) (Detailed information unavailable)

Surveillance (Lv.1) (Active) (Detailed information unavailable)





‘Surveillance is activated in the unique trait.’

Aria had a past where she lost her family to demons.

At that time, she, who could only hide and watch, inherited the ability of surveillance as a dual characteristic.

The problem was that in the original work, it would have been dormant at Level 0 and bloomed later.

It was Level 1 from the beginning, probably due to the author’s power inflation.

The fact that it was active probably meant I was the target, right?

‘Why me?’

Because I’m a villain?

Or was there some kind of dog-like setting where Aria Bluebell had liked Lev Denec and been paying attention to him…

There was no way there could be such a setting.

According to the settings collection, what she liked was just taking walks.

And what she disliked was people who didn’t keep their promises…

Nothing mainly came to mind.

Well, unless it was some absurd coincidence like her sensing my demonization while taking a walk at night…

Huh?

No way?

I didn’t know about it in the novel, but Aria’s walk was a rare event with a very low probability in the game.

That’s why it was tough to raise her favorability, I remember, but was that the day she went for a walk?

‘No, it can’t be.’

It’s not something to calculate with probability.

This is reality, not a game.

It’s not impossible.

While I was organizing my thoughts, a familiar voice broke the silence.

“Wh-wh-what? Ria, what’s wrong with you?!”

Melissa grabbed Aria’s shoulders and started shaking her.

“Ria, are you sick somewhere? Did he find out your weakness or something?”

It made sense, suddenly suggesting that a party be formed with the person who committed the confessing crime, no matter how you viewed it…

Melissa’s face turned red as she began to stutter.

“If, if it’s not that, then, such, disrespectful… relationship…”

“It’s not what you’re thinking.”

Aria sighed lightly and sorted out the situation.

“If Melissa doesn’t like it, I’m fine going alone…”

“Ah, no! Then I’ll join too. I don’t know what this guy might do.”

I quietly added a word.

“I haven’t accepted it yet.”

“What…?”

At my words, Melissa made a dumbfounded expression as if she couldn’t believe it,

and Aria, as if she couldn’t accept this as well, asked me.

“Are you refusing?”

“No, but I have one condition.”

“Condition…?”

I tried to point with my hand,

Ah, I can’t remember the face exactly.

“If you bring Hazel into our party too.”

“Hazel?”

At Aria’s request, Hazel wouldn’t refuse and would join the party.

Of course, it doesn’t matter even if I refuse Aria’s party participation proposal, but this situation where I can get involved in a party with the main characters is clearly an opportunity.

I can aim for the reward of Hazel’s supporting role quest.

If the situation of being under surveillance magic by Aria continues, it will restrict my future gameplay.

I need to prove that I’m not a villain.

“Okay.”

“Ria! Are you seriously listening to this guy right now?!”

Despite Melissa’s dissuasion, Aria briefly accepted and leisurely went to invite Hazel to the party.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

A little later, as the instructors gathered at the assembly point, they announced the start of the test.

“We will now begin the main test.”

To summarize Instructor Sylvester’s explanation of the test, first, this test is based on a party consisting of 5 people, and two parties enter a unique barrier and hunt demons summoned by the professors that are close to reality.

They give certificates as spoils, and the party that collects more within the time limit is given extra points.

“However, if you compete like this with quantity, there will be parties who try to scatter and gather quickly, right?”

“Therefore, we have placed ‘it’ in the forest. This will restrict your individual actions.”

Even Sylvester’s request matched the contents of the novel.

“Alright.”

I got up from my seat to ask Sylvester an additional question.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

-What happened to the guy shooting the crossbow?

-I think he ended up with the party over there.

-Lady Melissa? What’s going on?

No party wants Lev Denec.

However, Melissa, who suddenly became his teammate, grumbled a little.

“What the hell? He suddenly says he’s going to be an archer even though he aimed for magic… He drags Hazel in…”

Hazel and Lev had no connection at all.

If anything, it would be because Hazel had too little presence…

Anyway, now he’s going to the instructor to ask something.

‘He’s not trying to give up, is he?’

I never wanted to get involved with him again, but I had no choice but to be on the same team.

He wouldn’t be of help to our strength, but Aria was the one who proposed it first.

The fortunate thing was that even if that bastard dropped out, Melissa had enough confidence in her magic skills to take responsibility for this situation.

‘By the way, why did Edwin agree to it?’

Edwin also had no particular objection to accepting Lev into the party.

‘What are they all thinking??’

Unfortunately, Melissa couldn’t reach the point that there was something between the three of them.

“Really…”

To Melissa, they were just two people who were too kind and naive.

It’s not like they’re easy to trust or use people…

Growing up, she saw numerous hypocrisies in the city, and she felt like she would have to teach them that the world wasn’t so easy someday.

-…

Lev Denec heard his desired answer and started walking towards us.

‘He’s not… giving up?’

If he’s not giving up, does that mean he’s desperate enough about being expelled to ask the instructor something?

His face was still hard to read.

‘You should have done well from the beginning then!’

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

After hearing the answer he wanted and returning to his seat,

Edwin briefly introduced himself as if he wasn’t concerned about the memory of that day,

“Nice… to meet you…”

After exchanging greetings with Hazel’s low-tension voice, we awkwardly waited for our turn.

“Now, let’s have Party 1 enter from the left barrier.”

And in line with Vice Instructor Bella’s instructions, Parties 1-1 and 1-2 began to disappear into the forest.

‘My opponent is…’

The 2-2 party we were up against had








 

 ————————————————————

 Party Application Form

 Raymond, Vanguard 

 Selena, Rearguard 

 Lily, Middle Guard

 Dylan, Vanguard 

 Bryce, Middle Guard

 ————————————————————





Selena and Lily were there.

‘We only have one in the vanguard…’

Even though Edwin had awakened as an executor, unlike the original story, I had joined, so the Vanguard had gone from two to one.

It might feel less stable, but since we have all the positions of Vanguard, Middle Guard, and Rearguard, wouldn’t it be okay?

“Next, Groups 2-1 and 2-2, enter.”

And so, our turn came.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

-Whoosh…

The forest at dusk, the entrance to the spiral-shaped barrier, welcomes us.

To avoid being held back, pass Hazel.

It’s quite a headache-inducing condition.

-Thump.

Like that, with Edwin at the lead, Melissa and Hazel entered the forest one after another.

“……”

Finally, Aria stopped momentarily at the entrance, slightly turned her head, and looked at me.

“Why?”

-……

With a lowered gaze, she looked a little sad for some reason.

She soon murmured briefly.

“…Let’s go.”

Clear cerulean eyes from any angle.

You probably want to discover my true identity with those eyes, right?

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

Meanwhile, Vice Instructor Bella casually asked Instructor Sylvester, who was watching the students’ entry.

“Senior, about that kid with the crossbow earlier.”



“Yes?”

“He said something to you, what did he talk about? Did he already give up or… how to leave…”

“No. He asked something interesting.”

“Something interesting?”

“Yes. He asked what would happen if he caught ‘it’… and if that would be included in the evaluation.”

“What?!”

There was a reason for Bella’s surprise.

‘Why is he curious about that?’

The ‘it’ was the demon Rag.

Even if it was F-grade, it was a named demon with the name ‘Rag,’ and additional enchantments would be placed so that it wouldn’t be caught easily.

Its level would definitely be at least C-grade.

It was absolutely impossible to defeat with the skills of the top freshman.

No, it wasn’t even a monster set up to be caught in the first place, and there were reasons why it was constructed with illusion magic instead of summoning.

‘If it were real, there would be endless casualties every year…’

Bella soon stopped her terrible thoughts that wouldn’t even happen.

He was the guy who made a fuss about a mage becoming an archer.

It was nonsense to try to understand such a crazy guy.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

The moment we entered the unique barrier and opened our eyes again, the forest became even darker, and an eerie wind blew.

Edwin, who was at the front, slowly began to step forward.

Look at this guy.

“Hey, hey, hey.”

“…Huh? Me?”

Edwin, who finally turned to look at us, seemed out of it as if he was lost in thought.

It’s a rule of thumb that the tank should lead the party…

“You’re the vanguard. You should give us some instructions.”

“Oh, yeah.”

Even though he had awakened as an executor, he was still disappointed.

Did the author deliberately take away his intelligence to push Caeran?

“Then I’ll take the lead, so everyone keep a certain distance…”

“Hah…”

Frustrated, I spoke in his place.

“First, since we don’t have time, let’s talk while moving. The positions are already set anyway.”

“Sure.”

“Okay…”

Aria and Hazel nodded in agreement.

Just as we were about to depart,

“Wait!”

At that moment, the person who sniped at me was Melissa.

“Why are you naturally instructing us?”

“What?”

“You’re the one who cheated on the test. Are you telling us to listen to someone like that?”

“Then you lead.”

“Huh?”

Melissa faltered.

She was the type to get flustered when given the baton to lead.

A typical second-in-command style.

“As we learned in the lecture, Edwin in the front, you on the right, me in the back, Aria on the left, and Hazel watching all sides, that’s all. What, do you have a better method?”

When I casually said that, Melissa started picking on something else.

“You, you, you’re the rearguard. We don’t know when you might try to ruin the test, isn’t it a dangerous position? How can we trust you?”

Hmm, it’s a controversial remark…

It could be taken as an insult to all rearguards, so Edwin started to meditate.

“Wait, Melissa, that’s too harsh… We’re a team…”

Despite his words, Edwin also showed signs of unease.

He was probably still thinking about the duel with me.

But this made it clear.

Even if I was suspicious, seeing as they didn’t particularly ask about it, it seemed that Aria and Edwin weren’t exchanging information with each other.

Given Aria’s personality, if it wasn’t a character she had opened up to, she had a bad habit of keeping secrets to herself.

“Alright, then…”

I came to a simple conclusion.

“I’ll go as the vanguard. That solves it, right?”

“What?”

“You said you’re anxious. So let’s switch positions. You take responsibility for the deduction?”

“Uh… then the rearguard… uh…? Deduction?”

Melissa pondered as if she hadn’t expected this reaction, so I passed the turn to Aria this time.

“Aria, what do you think? You’re the one who suggested forming a party with me.”

Aria answered in a monotonous voice as if she wasn’t particularly interested.

“…I think it’s right to go with the original positions. Arbitrarily changing positions during the test would likely result in a deduction, and Melissa and I need spell incantation, so the middle guard is appropriate, and Hazel isn’t suited for the rear either.”

At Aria’s straight talk, Melissa had no choice but to back down.

“If Ria says so… ugh… alright.”

“Aw, what a pity, I wanted to try being a vanguard for once.”

Melissa glared at me once and retorted.

“You, don’t cause trouble.”

Then, seeing her turn her head away, I couldn’t help but chuckle.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

As the rearguard, I slowly walked behind everyone.

“It’s… scary…”

As Hazel, who still had little presence, said, the forest was getting darker and darker as we went in.

Fortunately, Aria’s divine magic had no significant problems illuminating the path.

It was annoying that Melissa kept glancing back at me to check on me occasionally.

“I said I won’t betray…”

“Sorry, but it’s because you’re disappointing that I have to check.”

“Yes, yes… if you say so.”

According to the novel, three types of demons appeared in the test.

-Goblins

-Goblin Necromancers

-Rag (It)

‘The key would be to defeat the necromancers.’

Necromancers had a gimmick of resurrecting goblins for a certain period of time, so it was best to clean up thoroughly.

The newly resurrected goblins wouldn’t give spoils, so each resurrection would be a loss in terms of stamina or time.

After walking for a while.

“Behind.”

I stopped the party.

“What?”

“They’re coming from behind. Aria, light this way.”

-Kieek!

-Kiek, kiek!

Demons began to howl, twisting their necks in the darkness.

-Eek!

Among them, only Hazel let out a scream.

And in sync with that sound, dark shadows slowly began to reveal themselves.

The black figures rushing at us suddenly stopped as bright light poured out from Aria’s priest staff.

‘As expected, the first ones are goblins.’

Two large hobgoblins.



📜 Monster Information 📜





▶ Hobgoblins

Common F+ rank demons

Humanoid

Danger level: Low

Characteristics: Summoned by Professor McClone





Low-level monsters that gamers would find familiar.

But since they were humanoid, they had at least minimal intelligence and could perform sneak attacks.

Therefore, letting your guard down was a no-no,

‘They look fucking ugly.’

Perhaps reflecting the game’s inflation or the author’s taste, they weren’t simple goblins but hobgoblins.

The differences from regular goblins were that their skin color was dark red, and demon horns grew irregularly.

I had also seen these monsters a lot in the game, so I expected to feel not only familiarity but also friendliness, but actually seeing them in person, I felt even more relieved to have chosen the rearguard.

I wasn’t mentally prepared to face such hideous mugs head-on and cross swords with them.

“Disgusting…”

As expected, with their undeniably grotesque appearance, Melissa chanted spells with a frown.

-Kieek!

The goblin spat something out like that,

“?”

And passed by me, rushing towards Edwin.

“!!”

“Hazel, come this way!”

“Uh… okay!”

Just as Edwin and the hobgoblin were about to collide, magic arrows made of flames began to explode on the hobgoblin.

-Kiek!

Casting speed befitting the top student,

it was Melissa’s 3rd circle magic, Fire Arrow.

The magic arrows, which could be inferred to be well-refined based on their shape and impact sound, pierced through the hobgoblin’s body.

-Kieek!

However, they didn’t fall so easily either.

Instead, their tough skin was burning and emitting a foul odor, becoming more and more hideous.

And I was just observing this.

What?

I had no presence in this situation.

[Recluse – Gamer trait is activated]

[Recluse] 

[Aggro: 2]

[*When aggro reaches 100, enemies (demons) will recognize you]

The reason the hobgoblins targeted only Edwin despite me being the closest was simple.

The succession ability was obtained as the price of the confession attack, which was said to be absolutely unchangeable and only happens once in a lifetime.

Recluse.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





▶ Currently registered skills

[Passive] – Recluse

[General Skill 1] – Demon’s Eye

[General Skill 2] – Can be registered

[General Skill 3] – Can be registered

[Ultimate Skill] – Demonization





This trash succession ability that I thought was useless changed when equipped as a passive with the Gamer trait.

It was a function that erased my presence, in other words, my aggro in game terms.

“Die.”

-Swooosh!

‘Whoa…’

One of them was already melted down and knocked out by Melissa’s fire arrows.

-Kieek!

The hobgoblin, who suddenly lost its comrade, charged at Edwin again.

But there’s no way it could match Edwin, who had awakened as an executor…

“Ugh!”

“Kuh! No… more…”

Or not…

The sight of him struggling after one exchange.

You need to train more…

While everyone’s attention was diverted like that, I loaded the bowstring onto the fixed frame of the crossbow.

-Rustle.

I anticipated that a goblin necromancer would crawl in and try to revive the hobgoblin.

“!”

“At this distance, it’s easy to hit even without seeing.”

I focused only on essential stamina and hitting the target all weekend long.

“Hey, what are you doing…!”

Ignoring Melissa, who noticed me belatedly,

I took a deep breath, aimed carefully,

and slowly exhaled… pulled the trigger.

-Twang!

The arrow was fired at the same time as I felt the recoil ringing in the crossbow itself.

It was a blunt yet light touch.

-Thud!

The arrow drew a subtle parabola and pierced through something in the darkness.

[Critical hit!]

[Aggro: +12 -> 14]

-Kee… ek…

-Thud.

It was probably… a one-shot kill.

As Aria brought light to where I had shot the arrow,

“…Hieek!”

“This… this is…”

A goblin, roughly adorned with skull-shaped handicrafts, trembled its legs and soon collapsed limply.

“Did you… see this coming?”

I remarked as everyone alternated between looking at me and the goblin in a daze.

“What are you doing? Reorganize and collect the spoils.”

As I rummaged through the belongings of the goblin necromancer, Aria also came to help.

“Ugh, hot…”

And our lady, Melissa, also squatted down and started rummaging through the corpse.

“Ugh, hot hot…”

Perhaps she had innate cat’s paws, or it was hot, but she couldn’t touch it easily.



“You burned it too much. Didn’t the certificates burn too?”

At those words, Melissa shouted, “Blaah!”

“No, they didn’t!”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

By the way, as expected, it was a one-shot.

There should have been some sort of protective barrier for a necromancer, but it was a clean one-shot.

This wasn’t because I was strong.

It was simply because a critical hit was triggered, not because of the 2% luck attached to the crossbow proficiency.

In “Reincarnated Hero,” there was only one way to raise the critical hit probability to 100 percent.

It was that when attacking an enemy who didn’t recognize me, the attack that hit was guaranteed to apply a critical hit.

The damage was also applied at 300%.

It was a perk that all characters had by default.

The game company’s intention may have been to give an advantage to attacks made from a stealth state.

Still, since I had the Recluse trait, as long as I managed my aggro, it was practically infinite critical hits for me.

The gap between the fanfic and the game is a flaw that only I received from the game system.

[Foundational Gamer]

This was indeed a cheat passive.

‘Now, time to face, Rag.’

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

[Translator Notes]
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◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

Claris Academy Student Council Room.

Liris was humming a tune.

It was today.

Lev Denec’s demonization.

The rag doll that would be used as ‘it’ in the freshmen’s selection test was created by Professor McClone’s illusion magic.

No matter how close he had come to mastering illusion magic, now he was just an old man about to go senile.

In the end, without a puppet as a medium, it was impossible for him to create the illusions of numerous demons.

Therefore, Liris had an errand runner play a little trick.

“I wonder if chaos has erupted by now…”

If the rag reacted to the demon’s circuit embedded in Lev Denec’s body like that, that guy, who ignorantly craved power, would darken and fuse with the demon.

The ending Liris desired would be created.

“Goodbye, incompetent junior…”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

-Enchantment magic is important too, right?

As I rummaged through the goblins’ belongings, a buried memory resurfaced.

It might have been during my first playthrough, when my head was filled to the brim with frustration at the unfriendly game, at the perfect timing, a character had approached me and gave me a tutorial on enchantment.

A girl with a charming, kind smile.

‘Well, the end wasn’t good, but…’

I would meet that guy soon too.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

After that, it proceeded smoothly.

[Aggro: 83]

When we encountered goblins, Aria would illuminate the surroundings, I would snipe the necromancers, and Melissa and Edwin would defeat the hobgoblins.

How many rounds had we gone through like that?

“Let’s… rest for a bit…”

Edwin’s exhaustion came earlier than expected.

“I’ll help with recovery.”

Fortunately, Aria’s divine magic was also useful for managing Edwin and Melissa’s stamina.

Having searched through all the goblins’ belongings, I registered the 1st circle magic, Fire, in the Gamer trait.
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▶ Currently registered skills

Passive – Recluse

General Skill 1 – Demon’s Eye

General Skill 2 – Fire

General Skill 3 – (Can be registered)

Ultimate Skill – Demonization





For reference, for Lev Denec, a water rocket mage, even this could be considered a high-level magic comparable to Meteor.

And with this cast Fire, I set the goblin corpses ablaze.

-Crackle.

“You, what are you doing again?”

Melissa approached with her arms crossed.

I answered without giving her my gaze.

“If you’re not going to help, mind your own business.”

“What scheme do you have again…”

“There might be hidden necromancers, you know. If we don’t burn the corpses, they might be revived.”

“……”

Perhaps because Melissa was also meticulous, she seemed to be properly convinced and didn’t object further.

“I thought the lady who was the top student in written exams would have noticed…”

As I said that,

Melissa’s face turned red as she shouted.

“Ah, I knew that!”

-Swoosh!

“You can’t even properly handle 1st circle magic like Fire!”

She began to burn the other corpses using her specialty, fire magic.

Damn, I get to save mana. Sweet.

At that moment, Aria, who had been restoring Edwin, approached me.

“Where do you plan to go now?”

She naturally asked me about the next destination, leaving the tank behind.

The party’s order had already become my responsibility.

“Hmm…”

By the way, if words had seeds, would it feel like this?

I had a feeling that she was expecting something from me rather than the results of this test.

It was as if she wanted me to show everything I was hiding, as if I had demonized.

So, to dispel the suspicion, let’s be honest.

“I’m thinking of catching ‘it’.”

“‘It’…?”

Catching the rag would give Hazel an opportunity to shine.

That was the only way to clear the supporting role quest.

-Thud!

-Thud!

-???!!!

There was no need to say more.

The sound of ominous footsteps began to be heard.

For some reason, the rag had already gotten close to us.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

The difference between regular monsters and named monsters was, of course, the name.

Regular monsters had the property of extension, like goblins, cerberus, trolls, while named monsters had unique names given to each individual.

‘Rag’, ‘Flame Demon’, ‘Scarface’, ‘Fist Nose’

Like that.

In terms of grade, although regular monsters and named monsters seemed to be identified by alphabetical ranks…

Of course, there was no way a regular F-rank demon could be similar to a named F-rank demon.

The named ones should be considered at least 2-3 ranks higher.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

-Thud!

-Tremble…

The rag, having spotted us, began to convulse its entire body.

-Kwueee!

It had an appearance as if various creatures’ skins, including goblins, were stitched together piece by piece with a sewing machine.

With its enormous belly and giant form of about 5 meters, its overwhelming presence was tremendous.

“Hieeeek!”

This time, Hazel’s scream was understandable.

No matter how you looked at it, the people in this academy seemed to have strong stomachs.

“Clearly… if you don’t move alone, ‘it’ won’t move…”

As Melissa said.

This situation was unexpected.
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▶ Rag

Named F(E+) rank demon

Composite

Danger level: High

Characteristic: Enchantment magic by ‘Liris Larochelle’ is applied





“Liris, that bitch’s work.”

This was all the information that could be confirmed with Demon’s Eye.

Whether it was retaliation for what I did to her, it was clear that she had manipulated the rag.

-Kwueeeee!

With that, the rag vertically raised the club it was holding.

“Everyone, step back!”

-Swoosh!

-Kwaboom!

Melissa’s incantation speed was still fast.

It was strong enough damage to pass Trial 1.

-Kwue?

However, even with the well-refined fireball, the rag took no damage.

More precisely, its recovery speed was faster.

The answer was to take it down in one hit.

As the rag looked at Melissa, Edwin stepped forward.

“Over here!”

That guy, acting like a protagonist, tried to face it with a sword.

But if you die here, it’s game over, you know?

In the end, I said to Edwin, who was taking a shitty stance.

“Hey, you run…”

-Bam!

It was just one hit.

-Thud thud thud…

Thanks to his executor characteristic or diligence, he blocked the club attack, but he rolled back 10 meters like that.

-Tap!

Aria immediately ran and used a protective spell on Edwin’s side.

A total crisis.

No matter how much of a veteran I was, in this novel dealing with the previous time point of the game, and in this situation where the author had arbitrarily power inflated, it was difficult to grasp how strong the rag was set to be.

The damage calculation wasn’t clear.





Current critical hit rate: 2% (when using crossbow) 

Critical hit damage: 150% ~ 250%





In “Reincarnated Hero”, the damage when a critical hit was triggered was 1.5 to 2.5 times.

And when in a sneak state, the critical hit probability was fixed at 100%, and it dealt 3 times the normal damage.

Veteran players had overused sneak archers to the point where the 3 times damage was nerfed to 1.5 times later on,

but I would be subject to the closed beta judgment, so it wouldn’t matter.

“Then, roughly calculating… no, no…”

The concept of a critical hit meant dealing additional damage because a weak point was hit, but,

I, who received the game’s judgment, got a critical hit judgment upon hitting without any of that.

Then, what would happen if I additionally attacked a weak point here?

Even though the rag had high individual values, the reason it was an F-grade demon was that it also had many weaknesses.

Since various demons were stitched together piece by piece, there were also many exposed weak points.

If we aimed for that, in theory, through the magic of compound interest, 3 times X 3 times would become 9 times the damage.

What if additional enchantment was possible on top of this?

Without hesitation, I approached Hazel.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

-Bam!

-Bam!

-Bam!

‘Ah… Aria!’

Lady Melissa de Prominence was in a state of complete panic.

How did it turn out like this?

Is this also a kind of test?

There was a monster in front of her eyes.

But fire magic didn’t work on it.

And Edwin was unconscious, while Aria was blocking the monster’s attacks with a barrier.

However, the test didn’t stop.

Rather, that monster was trying to finish off Aria and Edwin.

-Bam!

Although Aria’s barrier was buying time, even that didn’t seem easy.

Something was going wrong.

Through Melissa’s clairvoyance, she saw that it wasn’t illusion magic, but… a real monster.

By the time she came to her senses to some extent,

-Tremble…

her two legs had already lost strength and she was sitting down.

“Hic…”

Beside her, Hazel was holding back her screams, whimpering.

‘What about that guy?’

Lev Denec silently watched the monster, then approached and said in a low voice.

“Now that it’s come to this, we have to catch that thing.”

“How can we catch that…?”

“Hii, hieek…”

When Melissa answered, his gaze was solely on Hazel.

“Hey, alchemy. Get a hold of yourself.”

“Hi… huh?”

“Yeah, I’m talking to you. You’re the only alchemist here, aren’t you?”

“To me… why…?’

Lev squatted down in front of Hazel and said.

“In this state, you’ll be disqualified anyway.”

“…”

“What have you done so far?”

Hazel couldn’t refute his words.

When everyone was fulfilling their respective roles,

she had done nothing but scream.

It was difficult for alchemy to show anything in combat,

and it was a clear fact that she had done nothing so far.

“We don’t have much time, alchemy. Listen carefully to what I say from now on.”

“Uh… huh?”

“Make poison.”

“What?”

“Poison, whether it’s nerve poison, healing reduction poison, or instant explosion poison, something that deals damage.”

“How can I make it in this situation?!”

“If I tell you to do it, do it. Don’t talk back. Alchemy is your specialization, isn’t it?”

In fact, Hazel had simply chosen alchemy because she was scared.

It wasn’t because she had any particular talent,

“I can’t! With the ingredients I have now… and I have to make the raw materials first…”

She couldn’t bring herself to say that the reagent bottles she had prepared were all shattered when she fell earlier.

It was too much of a burden.

Then, Lev held out a leather pouch.

“This is what the goblins had. If you use this as a medium, you can roughly make something, right?”

It was the goblins’ belongings that he had found when searching the corpses earlier.

“With this, it might be possible…”

“Okay, as quickly as possible.”

Melissa, who was somehow being passed over by Lev, felt great confusion at his strangely calm actions.

‘Why isn’t he panicking…?’

At first, she thought it was a trap he had set.

So she thought he wasn’t panicking.

But seeing the way he spoke, it seemed like he was also trying to get through this situation.

‘Seriously… what the hell…?’

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

Veteran players in “Reincarnated Hero” created a meta where they would invest in sneak or stealth for all jobs capable of long-range attacks, regardless of anything else.

Of course, this had a clear limitation that the aggro meter would explode after attacking once, so it could only deal a critical hit attack just once at the beginning,

but when attempting switching, it could also perform a merciless one-punch on a single boss target through the magic of compound interest.

A setting full of entertainment value, where all enchantments were packed into a single shot.

That’s why sneak archer was something veteran players with fully farmed gear played at least once.

[Aggro: 82]

In other words, there was only one chance, and if it failed, it could lead to my own miserable death, so caution was necessary.

“It’s… done… but this is all…”


› Crude Poison of Hobgoblin

› Rarity: D-
A poison re-manufactured by alchemy. Reduces the target’s healing effect by 30% and deals fixed damage for 5 seconds
Usable




The poison Hazel handed over was a complete mishmash, with 3 different effects mixed together ambiguously.

“Dot damage also receives critical hit damage, but.”

In terms of game knowledge, the moment a dot is applied, the aggro explodes.

Naturally, stealth is also broken, so skills that deal damage over a long period of time don’t match well with sneak archers,

and an explosive bolt play style was semi-forced.

What’s the point of discussing it now?

The important thing is that there is only one chance.

“Good. Enchant it on my arrow.”

“It’s my first time, so I might be a bit clumsy…”

“I got it, so hurry up. Do you want to see everyone die?”

“Y-yes!”

It didn’t take long.

As she chanted ancient letters, my arrow began to glow.

Quite fast for a supporting role.

With all preparations complete, I took aim at the rag without delay.

-Bam!

Aria seemed to have reached her limit, frowning her pretty face with her eyes closed.

“Hey, Lady.”

“Uh… huh?”

“Show some of your top student skills.”

“Uh… okay…?”

“Shoot fire magic, I said.”

Melissa, who had become my puppet, generated and released a fireball.

-Swish…

-Thud!

Of course, the damage was far from enough.

However, it was sufficient to draw the attention of the less intelligent rag.

-Kwueee!!

-Thud! Thud!

The guy shook its face and began to charge at us.

“Uh, huh? Huh?”

Melissa didn’t even know what she had done,

“Hiyaaah!”



Hazel started screaming with her head down.

-Thud! Thud! Thud!

I steadied my breath.

It’s okay. It’s not like I’m using magic, so it’s just a simple hand movement.

The rag’s most noticeable weakness was its solar plexus with distinct sewing lines.

-Thud thud thud!

It was getting closer and closer in sync with the sound.

The easiest way to aim for a weak point was…

“What are you doing?!!!”

“Hieeeek!!”

Of course, a close-range shot.

At this distance, it would be more difficult to miss.

-Swish!

It was the same single arrow as always.

-Pff???ook!



⚙ System Notification ⚙





› Critical hit!

› Weak point hit!

› 900%

› Aggro: +57

› Aggro: 100

› From now on, enemies will recognize you





-Kwue…

-Kwung…

The rag, pierced by the arrow, stopped just three steps away from us.

Status windows began to appear, indicating that the dot damage was being applied well,



⚙ System Notification ⚙





› Aggro + 11

› Aggro + 14

› Aggro + 13

› Aggro + 11

› Aggro + 12





-Kwue… eeek!

It exploded like that

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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The ordinary reward system that pops up when a named monster is defeated for the first time in a roguelike game.

The moment of choice had come.


Choose a demon hunting reward


▶Stamina Lv.1

› Permanently increases stamina by 0.2.

However, if current stamina is 3.0 or higher, the increase is halved.

› Difficulty to obtain: Somewhat low

 

▶Kwueee! Lv.1 (Active) (Basic Skill)

› Shout hotly, increasing strength by 0.3 for 1 minute.

 However, during the duration, agility decreases by 0.9.

› Cooldown: 24 hours

›  Exp: (0/100)

›  Difficulty to obtain: Low



▶F-grade demon defeat reward

› Acquire 50 Supporting Role Points.

› Randomly selected stat increases by 0.1.





“It’s scrap-grade…”

Either because it wasn’t that great of a guy, or because I was subject to the old patch version,

no good skills were dropped.

In the case of ‘Kwueee!’, as a skill from Reincarnated Hero 1, the penalty was tremendous.

Instead, if the skill level was raised, the performance would be somewhat improved, but investing Supporting Role Points in that would guarantee a ruined character.

“This is the best among them…”

I let out a small sigh and chose the third option, ‘F-grade demon defeat reward’.

-Whoosh!

Whether it was my imagination or not, I felt something being conveyed to my body.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





› You have acquired 50 Supporting Role Points

› Luck increases by 0.1





“Huh???”

Luck, a non-existent stat, had increased.

To unlock luck, quite a bothersome achievement grind was necessary.

What a windfall to have it randomly selected as a stat.

The scrap-grade is canceled.

Even in (Reincarnated Hero 2), quickly raising luck through random play was blocked…

There’s no sweeter deal than this.



Status





› Strength: 1.75

› Stamina: 2.0

› Agility: 1.4

› Magic Power: 1.0

› Mana: 1.0

› Mental Strength: 1.25

› Affinity: 1.0

› Luck: 0.1

› Specialization

 Circle Magic(1)

 Crossbow – Proficiency(4)





‘Ah… I can’t resist this.’

‘That’ stat was tempting me.

[Remaining Supporting Role Points: 180]

There was no need to hesitate.

“All in luck.”

It was said that even Japan’s top-notch kendo baseball player didn’t neglect training to cultivate luck.

In other words, it meant that no matter how talented one was, the more luck the better!

-Ching!

[Luck 0.1 -> 2.1]

[Remaining Supporting Role Points: 15]

Not using the Supporting Role Points right away seemed to be a good choice after all.

In the 0.x range, 5 points were consumed, in the 1.x range, 10 points, and in the 2.x range, 20 points.

[When defeating a named monster, the drop rate of hidden skills increases]

[Critical hit probability slightly increases]

[Stat increase amount slightly increases]

“Good, good.”

The text that seemed to bring fortune already made me feel good.

‘As soon as the test is over, I’ll raid the hidden dungeon first.’

If it’s at least a D-rank named monster, even if the probability is low, it gives a skill that is difficult to obtain, so even if just one of these is triggered, it’s a huge gain.

At that moment, the voices of the instructors could be heard from afar.

-Is everyone okay!

“Ah, right, we were in the middle of a test.”

I woke up Melissa and Hazel, who were buried in the rag’s flesh, first.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

-As of now, the test will be terminated immediately!

The test was terminated when the 2-2 party, including the half-elf Selena, had already defeated goblins dozens of times.

In the end, her party was in a situation where they were waiting for the results at the temporary waiting area in Lint Forest.

“Why the sudden termination?”

“The other party must have declared a forfeit.”

“But why aren’t they announcing the results right away?”

In the distance, the instructors seemed to be having a serious conversation for some reason.

It felt like some kind of accident had occurred.

“It must be because of that guy, Lev or whatever. What’s with a guy who can’t even use magic saying he’ll shoot a bow? He even brought along that burden Hazel.”

“Don’t you find it ridiculous too, Miss Selena?”

“…”

To Raymond, a man who tried to act familiar and maintain his dignity,

Selena didn’t particularly respond.

She had already expected this situation.

The skills he demonstrated at the shooting range were those of a beginner who had just picked up a bow for the first time.

Nothing more, nothing less.

It was also unreasonable to say that he was hiding his skills.

From the trembling of his hands due to his posture, he was a complete novice, so it would be difficult to immerse to that extent even with method acting.

At that moment, a girl with brown twin-tailed hair began to describe the situation from a little earlier.

“Whew, I was really startled at first!”

The high-pitched voice belonged to Lily, a summoner who was in charge of the middle and front lines of the party.

“I never thought a necromancer would be hiding… Fortunately, Selena found it, or else.”

At first, after hunting the hobgoblins, they let their guard down and almost had their flow disrupted when the necromancer revived them.

Fortunately, Selena discovered it with her high intuition, preventing further damage,

and as a result, they were able to gather certificates even faster using this experience.

Even with Lady Melissa, who was called a genius,

the test didn’t only look at individual abilities and practical skills.

The important thing was intuition, and that was the role of the archer, she could be sure of.

-We will now announce the results for Group 2!

“Let’s go.”

“Everyone worked hard. Our team doesn’t have to worry about disqualification.”

“Good job, everyone!”

“How about a feast to celebrate the end of the test? Miss Lily, Miss Selena?”

“Uh… Lily is busy…”

Leaving Lily, who was trying to find a suitable way to reject Raymond’s burdensome suggestion,

For Selena, Lev Denec was the top priority.

In the losing party of the match, one person must be eliminated and leave the academy.

-Because I think I can do well.

The person who would be disqualified was probably him.

She only hoped that he had also realized that archery, being an archer, or any position that didn’t use aura or magic power was never easy.

It couldn’t be helped.

Also, she could assert.

Even if it wasn’t her, even if he had faced another archer, his chances of winning were zero.

There was no paradise for those who ran away.

That’s what it was.

-Tap.

The 2-2 party lined up in front of the instructor to hear the test results.

The announcer was Vice Instructor Bella, not Sylvester.

“Hmm, Group 2-2? Group 2-1 was urgently transported to the Hall of Restoration, so I’ll announce it like this.”

It must have been quite a big accident.

If they were carried to the Hall of Restoration to that extent…

And an unexpected result came out of her mouth.

“It’s a draw. If I had to judge… Group 2-1 is closer to victory… but since it became a special case, it will be processed as a tie.”

“What?”

“Instructor? We are… Group 2-2?”

“I know.”

‘Huh…?’

At the unnatural result, Selena began to feel dizzy as if she had been hit on the head.

“Based on this test, your grades will be determined. And I won’t accept any objections to the results. You’ll probably find out the reason tomorrow.”

“Wha-what is this?”

“What’s a draw??”

“Wait, Vice Instructor! This is!!”

Even until Bella walked towards the next Group 3,

Selena’s mind still couldn’t accept this fact.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

After the test, an emergency meeting of the faculty was held.

It should never happen again in the future.

The appearance of a real demon within the Imperial Academy was beyond absurd.

“How did this happen…”

“The instructors who inspected the dolls were selected internally. They were all chosen from within. Perhaps, among them…”

“You mean there’s an internal traitor?”

“It seems so.”

Moreover, as luck would have it…

It was the last test before Professor McClone, who had a good reputation even within the academy, retired, so everyone had no choice but to be careful with their words.

“It’s all my fault.”

Professor McClone, whose wrinkles were densely packed without gaps, spoke.

“This old man, losing his initial resolution.”

“No… If you think about it, the fault lies with everyone.”

Certainly, it was also his fault for not properly inspecting the illusion dolls,

but it was also absurd for him to directly check all those numerous dolls.

Moreover, the time it took to grasp the situation and terminate the test was quite long, so it was more reasonable to see it as a complex problem.

“Still… the fortunate thing is that there were no casualties, right?”

“Visible damage isn’t the only damage. This incident will come as a great shock to the freshmen.”

In fact, it was close to a miracle.

Even the illusion rag wasn’t made to be caught in the first place.

But if it were a demon rag, it was something that even well-trained students would have to work well together to be confident in winning.

“As expected, it was thanks to Lady Melissa de Prominence, that child’s performance, right?”

“It seems so. She’s called a once-in-a-century genius even in the world.”

At that moment, Sylvester, the test instructor, stepped forward.

“I’m sorry to interrupt, but I’ve been to the scene. She was in a coma, and the rag had been shattered into fragments.”

He continued slowly without a break.

“I’ve heard that Lady Prominence specializes in fire magic, but there were no scorch marks around the fragments to say that she defeated it by burning.

“You mean?”

“It might be… the skills of another student.”

At those words, confusion intensified on the faces of the professors.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

A complete evening with two moons.

After the test ended, we, the 2-1 party, were immediately transferred to the Hall of Restoration to receive treatment.

Edwin had regained consciousness, but he seemed to be in shock over his powerlessness and remained silent.

It’s okay. He’s the protagonist, so he won’t give up and will grow through this as fertilizer.

In Melissa’s case, she seemed to have suffered mana exhaustion from using magic in a mentally disturbed state and was recovering.

She had a style that was weak in real combat, so she would probably be very frustrated when she woke up.

And Hazel, whose body was relatively intact, was resting due to the mental shock.

If this were a game, it would have been a picture that should have ended long ago.

Because it was a difficulty where you had to defeat a named monster with tutorial characters…

That’s because the damn author had changed the settings to ultra-hell mode…

But with me as a variable somehow patching up this situation, it seemed to have resulted in this outcome.

‘Did I stimulate Liris too much?’

I feel a sense of moral responsibility regarding this. With that feeling, I was making my rounds to visit the patients.

[Inpatient: Aria Bluebell]

“The last one is Aria…”

I knocked two or three times and entered her hospital room.

“……”

Aria was sitting on the bed, staring at me.

As if she knew I was coming and had been waiting.

The blue moonlight coming down from the window was embroidering her silver hair.

“What brings you here?”

“What do you mean? We’re still teammates, so I came to check on your condition.”

For a moment, Aria’s brows furrowed.

As if to say, you? Me? Worried? …Why?

But unfairly, it was natural for me to worry about the main characters.

Because that’s the only way I could stop the Caeran ending and go home.

“I know you don’t like me, but I came because I have something to give you.”

I handed her a paper bag containing a vitality agent I had roughly bought at the academy store.

“Anyway, eat well. You used too much divine power, didn’t you?”

-Rustle.

She doesn’t refuse what is given.

She slowly accepted the bag with both hands.

“Well, I confirmed you’re alive, so I’ll get going.”


Life Achievement


Third-rate pretense!: Earn 10 Supporting Role Pointse





Was visiting the sick always this awkward?

Well, visiting someone who isn’t particularly close.

Since I already acted cool,

I added one more thing while holding the door handle of the room.

“Thanks for keeping the confession a secret from Melissa.”

Even though it wasn’t a confession attack I had made, she still helped me when I was about to be expelled.

‘It’s not easy.’

I got unexpectedly too involved with the main characters.

Maybe it would be better to just provide support from behind in the future.

As I was about to leave like that,

“Thank you for today.”

A clear voice coming from behind.

Aria Bluebell wasn’t the type of character to say thank you carelessly.

“If it weren’t for Mr. Lev, everyone… would have been in danger.”

She continued talking in a steady tone.

“But…”



For some reason, I felt a gaze from behind.

“I still find you suspicious.”

“Sorry, but I’m not what you think I am.”

“…I guess so. But why is that?”

Why are you asking me that?

I had to hold back from saying that to be able to leave the room.

-Ching!



⚙ System Notification ⚙





 Aria Bluebell”s surveillance level on ‘Lev Denec’ increases to 2





“…”

It seemed to be a sign of a not-so-easy academy life.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Claris Academy Faculty Research Building.

“Are you feeling okay?”

I was sitting at a table with steam rising from the tea, having a conversation with Sylvester, the squinty-eyed instructor.

“Yes, well. It seems there are no major injuries…”

The reason he called me was simple.

They must have needed to investigate the demon incident from yesterday.

There was a saying that news without feet travels a thousand miles, and rumors within the academy had spread like wildfire in an instant.

Of course, it was in the form of Melissa de Prominence being the main contributor to defeating the demon.

In the midst of that, I was just an unlucky student with a bad personality.

“First of all, I apologize for having you face such a terrible situation during the test. The headmaster will also be contacted soon.”

“Ah, yes.”

“The compensation for this will be discussed later…”

Sylvester brought up the main point.

“It may be a bit uncomfortable, but Lev, since the other members of the 2-1 party are undergoing treatment at the Hall of Restoration, could you tell us in detail about what happened yesterday if you know anything?”

“Hmm… During the test, the rag came to us. It seemed to be full of murderous intent, so we had no choice but to engage in combat immediately.”

Sylvester wrote something down and then asked one more thing.

“I see. While the academy is also investigating, it seems that the problem occurred with the medium doll for the illusion magic. However, as student Lev also saw, the rag was real. It wouldn’t have been an easy opponent to catch with the strength of freshmen.”

Sylvester trailed off, seeming to expect an additional answer from me.

He seemed to have somewhat caught on that Melissa was not the main contributor in defeating the rag.

“I was also in a state of panic, so I only resisted with the crossbow. But fortunately, I think a critical hit was triggered. Moreover, Hazel had enchanted it just before.”

“Hmm… Can you show me the crossbow for a moment?”

As I took out the crossbow and handed it to him, he examined it from various angles.

“Have you had any prior experience handling a crossbow?”

“I practiced hard over the weekend.”

At that moment, Sylvester shifted his gaze from the crossbow to my face.

“…I see. I’d have to say you were really lucky…”

And he didn’t inquire further.

Even looking at it in reality, that was really all there was to it.

I hadn’t used magic power or demonization, but in fact, it was almost like using a third-party power, so there would be even less traces.

In the end, what remained were my consistent statements and the fragments of the rag.

‘The rag was hit by an enchanted crossbow bolt and died instantly.’

It could be summarized in one line.

“Professor, may I also ask one thing?”

“Of course.”

“What will happen to our 2-1 party? Did we all fall short in the test?”

“How could that be? In special cases like this, it is invalidated. Of course, just looking at the progress, it would have been a victory for Team 2-1.”

As expected.

With those words, the window I had been hoping for appeared.

-Ching!



⚙ System Notification ⚙





Achievement Cleared

Supporting Role Achievement: A supporting role helps a supporting role

Reward: 100 Supporting Role Points

You have acquired Supporting Role Points





As I was looking at the reward window instead of Sylvester,

he asked me in an acknowledging tone.

“So you were serious about being able to do well?”

“Well, the results speak for themselves.”

Perhaps because of my nonchalant stance, Sylvester smiled slightly.

“By the way, student Lev… I heard you were denied entry to the Cheong-gwan dormitory.”

“Yes.”

“The demerit points imposed are 49, but seeing you ask about passing the test, it seems you still have a lingering attachment to your studies. Do you genuinely plan to complete the academy?”

“That’s right.”

“As a gesture of goodwill for this incident, I’d like to help you re-enter the dormitory… but the demerit points can’t be erased that easily.”

“I appreciate your words.”

Listening to my brief answer, Sylvester began to speak as if contemplating something.

“…Come to think of it, there is a place available…”

“?”

“If Sellafi Black House is okay with you, I can assign you there.”

Black House.

Claris Academy had 4 dormitories.

Rafah Blue House, where students who handle magic power reside

Baraki Red House, where close-combat knights, holy knights, and warriors reside

Yegudi Green House for those in charge of auxiliary skills or scouting

And the formally existing old dormitory, Sellafi Black House.

In “Reincarnated Academy”, the reason for the existence of the old Black House was because a chaos gate opens there around Chapter 4.

Therefore, until then, it was abandoned and had no presence in the story at all.

I could imagine how dilapidated the facilities would be…

But it wasn’t the time to be picky about cold or warm rice.

Starting today, I would have to be homeless if I didn’t take this option.

It would be better than that.

“Please assign me there.”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

Early in the morning, Melissa, who had recovered her body quite quickly, had to listen to countless worries conveyed through magic tools.

After spending 3 whole hours reassuring her mother, father, and followers, she felt even more drained.

“Phew. I can finally rest now.”

Melissa began to reflect on yesterday’s events while also meditating.

In magic, concentration was important.

If it was even slightly disturbed, the flow of magic power from the heart to the whole body would become unstable,

and if you forcibly chanted spells in this state, the output could not be controlled and it could be very dangerous.

In that sense, yesterday was truly the worst.

She couldn’t properly get a hold of herself due to the continuous unexpected situations.

If it had been real combat, it would have definitely been dangerous.

However, Lev Denec. He was calm.

Even during the test, he was the quickest to grasp the existence of the necromancer.

Calm handling as if he saw through this entire test.

Why did such a guy cheat in the previous test?

No? It might be the opposite. He might have acted that way because he knew the information about this test in advance as well.

Still…

-Kwueee!

The roar that seemed to be heard when closing the eyes.

The named-grade demon, Rag, that appeared out of nowhere.

-Hey, Lady. Show some of your top student skills.

If it weren’t for him.

It might have led to a catastrophe.

‘Frustrated…’

She had looked down on him,

but the rag that didn’t even budge at fire magic had collapsed with a single strike from him.

-You’ve grown again today!

-Your skills are excellent, Lady.

-You are our hope!

She had lived receiving only praise while in the duchy.

So she got drunk on it and polished her magic power even harder.

She became the top student even in the academy entrance exam.

However, real combat was different.

She couldn’t do anything.

She couldn’t show what she had prepared so far.

To think there would be such a discrepancy.

But the guy who was always full of vanity and didn’t even attend classes properly, let alone practice, suddenly stood out as an archer…

“Did he make a contract with a demon or something?”

For Melissa, it was more convincing to think this way rather than acknowledging him.

Moreover, what worried her the most was,

that she got excited by his occasional sharp remarks.

-No, I didn’t!

-You, don’t cause trouble.

The sharp rebuke that she brought upon herself.

‘Seriously, what the… what the hell!’

-Bam! Bam! Bam!

She hit the innocent pillow.

He said those things, but on the contrary, she had to be grateful to that jerk…

Her face was already feeling hot.

Was this what adults called responsibility?

Tomorrow, the class would be determined, and the girl’s worries were endless.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

And so, the Sellafi Black House I arrived at…

was on the outskirts even within Claris Academy.

It wasn’t called a place of exile for nothing.

To think there would be such a rural scenery in this bustling academy.

First of all, it seemed like no one had walked here for a long time, as the road was unpaved.

“It’s freaking far.”

25 minutes on foot to the circulation train…

With this kind of location, it might be possible that no one would live here…

Aristocrats valued their dignity, so if they were assigned to the Black House, they would probably choose to drop out rather than live in a place like this.

Like that, I was finally able to enter the entrance after a long time.

Wow.

If the academy had a modern touch added to the pointy and elongated Gothic or Baroque style,

the Black House was a low 3-story building with a red roof and white walls.

It had a plain feeling among the Renaissance styles.

As it was a small building built for practicality rather than splendor,

if I had to say, this one had more of a fantasy vibe.

“Is anyone there?”

When I entered the front door with my luggage, I didn’t feel any presence.

However, unlike the old exterior, the interior seemed to have been maintained recently, as it had a clean appearance.

“Dormitory supervisor?”

Even if it was in a remote place, it was still inside the academy, so there should be a dormitory supervisor.

Moreover, Claris Academy had a well-established system regarding dormitories, as there were many dormitory-related backgrounds.

At that moment, in the distance, I saw a familiar face that I felt like I knew who it was.

“You’re here…!”

“Uh…”

Snow-white hair.

A brightly smiling face that reminded me of a sunny spring day.



📜 Character Information 📜





▶Yeriel Artina



▶ Average Status: 4.5

▶ Specialization

Circle Magic(5)

▶ Unique Trait

Fallen Angel (Lv.??) (Inactive) (Detailed information unavailable)

Elements (Lv.5))





‘5… circle…?’

The last main heroine and fundamental character of “Reincarnated Academy”.

Kind, warm, and good-natured supporter.

It was Yeriel.

-Ching!
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Anonymous Feedback: Please fix Yeriel’s setting error

It has been judged as an error that Yeriel, the daughter of a fallen angel, was in Cheong-gwan and had even undergone the coming-of-age ceremony without being noticed by Melissa. Therefore, the starting position has been changed to the Black House.





“I heard from the professor in advance…!”

Despite being the final boss,

her voice at the current point contained a pure resonance and a slight trembling.

“Ah, since you’re a freshman, can I speak casually…?”

Yeriel spoke cautiously and didn’t come any closer to me, maintaining a certain distance.

She probably knew about the personality of the person named ‘Lev Denec’.

To hide her nervousness, she was actually being considerate of me.

“Yeah. But what about the dormitory supervisor?”

“Huh…? Ah, yeah. That’s.”

Instead of answering, she pointed to herself with her finger and held out a piece of paper.








 Temporary Acting Dormitory Supervisor of Sellafi Black House

Name: Yeriel Artina

-Hereby certifies indefinite delegation





…

The dormitory supervisor had quite a bit of power in Claris Academy, right?

Is this okay?

“Welcome… as the first resident of the Black House…!”

“I’m the first one?”

“Yeah yeah…!”

She was still smiling at me.

To think there was someone who would treat a villain like this, she was so kind to the point of being foolish.

That’s why she ended up with such a bitter ending…

Oh well.

Would it be a good influence on her if I settled down in the Black House like this?

For now, Yeriel’s corruption would be an important turning point that determined the ending.

Therefore, by properly regulating her condition, it would be possible to make her Edwin’s supporter and keep Caeran in check.

Moreover, since I had Demon’s Eye, staying in the Black House itself was a very suitable position to observe when she would fall.

“Okay. Show me to my room.”

“Huh…? Okay! First, fill this out…”

She seemed surprised that I would be staying here, fumbling as she started handing me the dormitory guide.

“Oops! I almost dropped it…”

Her flustered appearance was quite entertaining to watch.

However, I wasn’t Lev Denec, so I had no intention of devouring you, harming you, and I would quietly stay here and leave…

I only hoped that you could endure a bit even if it was uncomfortable.

By the way, there were barely two people in the dormitory, which was fine, but there seemed to be one more thing that bothered me…

Ah!


⚙ System Notification ⚙
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 Level 2 Surveillance Magic (Caster: Aria Bluebell)





…Would it be okay…?

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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“Be careful coming up!”

After completing the dormitory contract through Yeriel, I followed her.

Going up the slightly creaking stairs to the 2nd floor…

what seemed to be my room appeared.

“You can use this room. I cleaned it one more time, but…”

It was a typical Western-style house often seen in fantasy.

It seemed to be well-maintained even normally, as it was spotless.

However, since the building was quite old, I couldn’t say it was extremely nice.

But it had more of an atmosphere compared to the Cheong-gwan dormitory, which was closer to modern for the author’s convenience.

It was like going from only seeing the latest penthouse to a well-preserved hanok.

“Even if it’s a bit inconvenient, please bear with it…”

“It’s fundamental and nothing but good. What are you talking about?”

“Huh?”

“It’s quiet and nice, isn’t it? It reminds me of when I was at my grandma’s house.”

“…I see.”

Ah, right. The latter part was my own addition.

“…That’s right.”

“?”

Yeriel nodded her head several times without knowing why, and handed me the key, saying,

“If you need anything… feel free to let me know! And for meals…”

Come to think of it, going from here to the academy cafeteria, I might starve to death.

“Uh… It’s the rule to cook on your own, but I’ll help you today! Come down at dinner time…”

Brushing her long white hair behind her ears, she smiled at me once again.

It could truly be called an angel’s smile.

To prepare dinner for an unfamiliar man with a bad reputation.

Was she really so kind to the point of being foolish,

or was she just happy to have someone in the dormitory?

Like that, Yeriel left the room shyly, leaving only a faint scent of flowers.

-Ching!





 Level 2 surveillance magic has been lifted





“Oh?”

If we consider the level of surveillance magic,

1 – Cannot know the target’s location at all.

Can know the extent of when the target has used a large amount of magic power or when something related to life and death has occurred.

2- Can specify the target’s location at the building level.

In a word, it could be seen as quite a bothersome ability.

However, considering Aria’s current mana amount, it would be difficult for her to maintain level 2 constantly.

So, hidden dungeon exploration,

‘Now’s the chance!’

I just roughly unpacked my luggage, grabbed the Mermaid’s Scream, and immediately left the Black House.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

“…”

Yeriel, who was checking ingredients for two portions for dinner.

Just now, he had run out as if he had something to do.

“Does he really not like the dormitory after all?”

She had several doubts about Lev Denec.

“No. No… If that were the case, he would have taken his luggage…”

In fact, even if it wasn’t him, most of the Claris students wouldn’t choose the Black House as their dormitory to reside in.

This was the first semester she was put in charge as a dormitory supervisor.

So she had prepared diligently, but…

However, what everyone said after looking around the dormitory was similar.

-Ah… I had a good look around.

-It’s too far…

-Food? Don’t tell me we have to grow it ourselves and eat?

-I heard from the seniors that this is the dormitory for kids who caused trouble or ran out of gems…

-Shh, be a bit quieter. They’ll hear you.

Well, the location was poor, the facilities were old, and it was a place where it was difficult to receive the convenience of the academy.

If it was purely for the sake of focusing on studies, it was an understandable choice.

Of course, Lev Denec’s case was different.

First of all, it seemed he was pushed here because no other dormitory would accept him as he had exceeded the demerit points.

Moreover, he had caused trouble by picking fights with others and getting humiliated, and even made advances on female students,

so he was completely ostracized by the academy.

On top of that, he was said to be a very picky person with a clean freak tendency.

But for someone like that, his actions were somehow natural.

As if it was someone else’s business, in addition to acting like that,

-Why, it’s overflowing with fundamentals and it’s great.

Whether he had composure or not, he even praised the Black House in a genuine tone.

-It’s quiet and nice, isn’t it? It reminds me of when I was at my grandma’s house.

This was the first person like this.

It could be just flattery, but still, Yeriel couldn’t deny that she felt good at that moment.

The reason she decided to stay in this old building was because it was where her grandparents had been dormitory supervisors.

Even before the academy was built,

before this place, which had been a sanctuary of corruption, was purified, it was the building of memories for her grandparents.

Did he think that way too?

“For a bad person…? He was quite calm…”

Despite his blunt way of speaking and not seeming to have much interest in anything, unlike her expectations, he didn’t particularly object to her words.

That’s why he seemed even more composed.

Yeriel didn’t judge people by their appearance or rumors.

She believed it wasn’t too late to judge even after actually experiencing and interacting with them.

“Since we’ll be living in the same dormitory, there will inevitably be points of contact… Yeah, yeah.”

Of course, having a male student come was an unexpected situation, but still, since he was the first resident of the Black House, it should be fine to treat him to a meal as a celebration.

That’s what Yeriel thought.
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After taking the circulation train and walking quite a bit to the east, an emerald surface with sunlight shattering on it…

A magnificent lake like that appeared.

Who would have thought there was a dungeon inside this…

There was a saying that it’s darkest under the lamp.

Inside this clear lake, there was an undersea cave that received the judgment of an instance dungeon,

and in that place lived half-human, half-beast snakes, the Nagas.

They were a tribe that had been sleeping since the time this place was a sanctuary of corruption,

and they had an original story of reviving the water dragon to aim for the revival of their tribe.

And that water dragon appears in Chapter 2, during Harpan’s magic sensitivity practice, and at this time, Melissa, ignoring the type advantages and blindly believing in her fire magic, gets properly burned.

And Caeran appears and saves her, and Melissa’s inferiority complex soon turns into feelings of liking him.

Well, anyway.

Chapter 2, the water dragon – Posedaros is the link between the non-foundational characters.

If I disrupt this connection, wouldn’t it help me avoid the Caeran ending, which is my goal? That was my thought.

Now, right before the revival of the water dragon, was the perfect opportunity.



📜 Item Information 📜





› Mermaid’s Scream

 Rarity: C-

 A potion that allows you to breathe underwater. Lasts 30 minutes





-Gulp!

I immediately opened the glass bottle and downed it in one shot.

.

.

.
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Instance Dungeon





› Hidden

 Demen Lake – Water Dragon’s Altar

 Difficulty: D

Time Limit: 5 hours 39 minutes





-Plop.

In the dark and damp cave, only the sound of my crossbow echoed.

-Swish!

-Thwack!




 Critical hit!




-Shuaaa…

And at the same time as the status window popped up indicating a hit, they collapsed lifelessly without even screaming.



⚙ System Notification ⚙
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A reptilian face with a muscular body.

The lower body was made up of a snake’s tail instead of legs.

Just hearing the sound of scales made deep-sea fish tremble in fear, the lawless ruler of the sea.

On top of that, the tribe that possessed intelligence was none other than the Nagas.

The water dragon revival ritual was the destiny that the Naga tribe had yearned for and yearned for.

With their violent temperament and closed-off stance that only treated their own tribe well, they were not welcomed by either humans or demons,

which led to their position gradually falling.

As this sanctuary was purified and humans started visiting, the Naga tribe, who had no choice but to borrow the power of demons,

set a grand goal of manifesting the water dragon with the power of darkness to create their own world once again.

-Not much left…

Since it was a lagoon connected from the lake to the sea, the Naga tribe had been coming and going to this ritual site and directly injecting magic power.

It was a time that could truly be called a difficult march, difficult to listen to without tears.

The Naga priest’s hands trembled.

Those ugly and disgusting humans.

They were peaceful enough to occasionally cast fishing rods in the lake and enjoy playing in the water.

Laughing and talking among themselves, trying to enjoy a peaceful life only for themselves.

Without even noticing that right below, they were preparing for this revival ritual!

-With this, all preparations are complete!

His voice echoed through the cave.

-……

But somehow, the cave seemed to have suddenly become quiet for a while now.

-Everyone’s gone… gone!

Anyway, it would be over today or tomorrow.

They had struggled to endure until now, so how could they not wait a day or two more?

The priest smiled in satisfaction as he looked at the water dragon’s jewel, filled with pitch-black mist.

-Ooh. It’s truly tempting. Water Dragon…

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

“Why does that bastard keep laughing?”

The priest was still unaware of me, giggling as he looked at the jewel.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





▶Demonization Lv.1 (Active) (Ultimate Skill)

 By controlling the power of demons, you become consumed by darkness for a certain period of time.

▶(Current stats+0.5)x1.05 status bonus

 Current duration possible with mana amount: 2.6311 seconds

›Exp: (0/300)

›Difficulty to obtain: Extremely high





Perhaps because the mana had risen a bit, the duration had also increased.

It said that additional damage proportional to agility could be dealt.

If I fired the crossbow while Demonization was active?

It meant that even stronger additional damage could be dealt.

“Alright, let’s try it.”

The respawning of the small fries was unpredictable, and it wasn’t an easily obtained opportunity.

There was no reason to hesitate any longer.

I shouldered the crossbow and aimed at his head.

‘Hmm……’

Humanoid monsters usually had their heads as weak points, and with the crossbow proficiency at level 5, I wouldn’t miss.

In other words, aiming here was the right choice.

The priest was still laughing as if something really good had happened.

It was a thank you for me that he stayed still.

And just like when I faced Edwin, I was able to demonize as if pressing a button on a keyboard.

-Swoosh!





Demonization Used: Estimated duration 2.63 seconds





-Whoosh.

Black aura enveloped my entire body, accelerating my bloodstream.

The ominous energy emanating from me,

began to make the cave even deeper into the abyss.

Eventually, he seemed to have noticed the black aura and started making confused sounds.

-Ooh, the representative of the Water Dragon… Have you… arrived! I am…

Feeling the tingling sensation throughout my body,

and concentrating all my nerves only on my fingertips, I fired a shot.

-Pff!

-The great…

-Pff???ook!!!



⚙ System Notification ⚙





 Critical hit!

 Weak point hit!

 Additional damage proportional to agility

 1053%

 Aggro: +45

 Aggro: 99





-Kuh-hack…

This time too, like that bastard Andras, his words could no longer continue.

Because he happened to turn his head towards me and grin, the crossbow bolt entered his palate and pierced through his head.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





 Abnormal Status: Poison

 Aggro + 11

 From now on, enemies will recognize you





-Th-this… human… Grrr…





Aggro + 12





Like that, the sound of his blood boiling disgustingly was heard, and he glared at me with bloodshot eyes before collapsing.


Achievement Cleared!


› Named: Water Dragon’s Priest has been defeated

›Remaining Named Monsters: 142

You can acquire a demon hunting reward!





Like that, Chapter 2 ended without even happening.

I kicked his corpse with my foot and pushed it away,

focusing only on the reward status window that popped up.



📜 Choose a demon hunting reward 📜





 ▶Faith Lv.2

› Permanently increases mental strength by 0.4.

 However, if current mental strength is 3.0 or higher, the increase is halved.

› Difficulty to obtain: Average

▶Concentration Lv.1 (Active) (Basic Skill)

› With high concentration, the spell being chanted for 1 minute will not fail. However, the casting time is extended.

› Cooldown: 12 hours

› Exp: (0/100)

› Difficulty to obtain: Somewhat low

 ▶D-grade demon defeat reward

›  Acquire 50 Supporting Role Points.

› Randomly selected stat increases by 0.2.





That makes sense.

Since it was originally a rare monster that became a named one, the rewards aren’t particularly good.

Unfortunately, it seems the luck effect didn’t trigger, but since the grade is higher than the rag, it’s a bit better.

‘The third one.’

I chose the third option, the demon defeat reward, this time as well.

-Whoosh!





You have acquired 50 Supporting Role Points

Mana increases by 0.2

Current mana 1.1 -> 1.3





It’s okay.

The highlight is this anyway.



📜 Item Information 📜





› Water Dragon’s Jewel Consumed by Darkness

› Rarity: S

› Current corruption level: 99/100

› Can be converted to Aqua’s Essence upon purification





“Ooh-la-la.”

As I picked up the jewel,

-Ching!

a status window appeared.


Item Achievement Cleared!


You can perform a quest

▶ Combination Recipe – Ancient Dragon’s Essence

› Aqua’s Essence 0/1

› Ignis’ Essence 0/1

› Ventus’ Essence 0/1

› Terra’s Essence 0/1

 Reward: Ancient Dragon’s Essence (Not implemented)





One of the three mythical items needed for the true ending of “Reincarnated Hero”.

Giant Whale’s Breath

Ancient Dragon’s Essence

Rainbow Bird’s Feather

Among them, one of the ingredients to make the Ancient Dragon’s Essence is Aqua’s Essence.

If I just absorb this, the gameplay would become easier,

but to see the true ending, I had to collect them all without using the essences and endure until the combination.

However, since I was subject to the closed beta judgment, the true ending wasn’t implemented, and the reward itself was written as not implemented.

There’s no need to even think about it.

I’ll just use it myself.

Anyway, I’m not going to defeat the Demon King, and my goal is just to prevent the Caeran ending.





Water Dragon’s Jewel Consumed by Darkness

It contains heterogeneous magic power, so it may be dangerous. Are you sure you want to use it?





“Enough, let’s go~”

Normally, items consumed by demonic magic power are cursed and cannot be used, and using them would result in adverse effects,



📜 Character Information 📜





› Lev Denec

› Demon (魔人): Inherited the will of Andras

› Current Status: Level 1 Surveillance Magic (Caster Aria Bluebell)





but when I checked my current status,

it seemed I could use it because I inherited that Andras or whatever.

No? Rather, I could acquire additional experience points proportional to the amount consumed…

‘Honey-like.’

But wait a moment…

There was one thing that caught my eye in the status window.





Current Status: Level 1 Surveillance Magic (Caster Aria Bluebell)





Uh… wasn’t the surveillance magic completely lifted?
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Claris Academy Hall of Restoration. Melissa was talking with Aria about the test.

“The nerve of him, despite being kicked out of the dormitory! What’s with that attitude all of a sudden?”

“But if it weren’t for him, we all would have been in danger.”

“That’s! But still…”

Among the topics, they couldn’t help but talk about Lev Denec.

In fact, it was thanks to his ability that they were able to avoid a predicament in a dangerous situation.

“I really can’t figure him out…”

It was at that moment when Melissa was muttering to herself.

-Kwung!

Aria’s surveillance magic detected a large wave of magic power.

It was definitely the same magical wave she had felt back then.

-!!

While maintaining a calm expression, Aria put on the beret provided by the Auxiliary Magic Department and hurriedly prepared to leave.

“Melissa, I think I have an urgent matter to attend to.”

“Huh? What’s going on?”

“I’ll tell you next time.”

“…Okay? I’m fine, so you can go first.”

Having left the Hall of Restoration like that, she hastened her steps, her silver hair fluttering.

‘As fast as possible…’

Unfortunately, it wasn’t level 2 surveillance magic, so it was difficult to pinpoint the exact location.

But he was definitely at the Black House last time.

For now, I had to go there.

Because the person there might be in danger.

.

.

.

“Haa, haa.”

The Black House was farther than she had thought.

Especially from the Hall of Restoration.

So she ran and ran, prepared to be covered in dirt.

She definitely felt it.

That dirty and ominous magic power belonged to a demon.

The thought of being able to confirm its existence made Aria’s heart start pounding again.

And with trembling hands, she knocked on the front door of the Black House.

-Knock knock knock.

Aria planned to immediately infiltrate if there was no response.

And use the magic tool to alert the academy professors about the danger…

-Who is it?

Contrary to her mental simulation,

a woman’s voice was heard before long.

-Creak.

And the door opened.

White and fluffy hair, sky-blue eyes.

A girl of the same age who might resemble each other.

‘Phew…’

Aria sighed in relief.

It seemed that the worrisome incident didn’t happen this time either.

As expected, did Lev Denec use demonic powers somewhere other than the Black House?

“Do you have any business here?”

“That…”

At the peaceful question that sounded like a bird chirping,



for a moment, Aria hesitated about what to say.

Should she ask if anything happened?

Or should she ask if Lev Denec was here?

The words didn’t easily come out of her mouth.

That was because it was correct to see Lev Denec and Aria as having no relationship on the surface…

While she was contemplating like that, Yeriel showed a gentle smile.

“Ah! Did you come to see the dormitory?”

“Pardon…?”

“I was just about to have a meal! Come in for now.”

“…It’s okay…”

Aria was instantly pulled in by Yeriel’s hand.

“Sit here comfortably.”

“!!”

As Yeriel pulled out a chair and Aria unintentionally sat at the dining table,

a man who was busily doing something right across from her came into view.

It was Lev Denec, whom she had been searching for.

A demon?

A demonic race?

Or perhaps a mastermind that surpassed even that.

Seeing how he defeated the suddenly appearing demon in one blow, he might be hiding his power,

so he was a person with a high level of danger.

But he was…

-Clatter. Clatter.

“Hmm, it’s clean and well done.”

For some reason… doing the dishes.

“Huh…?”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Claris Academy, Liris’ study.

The wooden furniture, made by selecting only the highest quality raw wood, especially from the Dail Mountains.

The antique space, harmonizing like a single harmony, was somehow already thick with mist.

“…Whew…”

With captivating black hair and an expressionless face.

Liris, who was simply looking straight ahead and burning a high-quality cigarette with her petal-like lips, even exuded a decadent feeling.

Naturally, in the academy, behaviors that lower students’ academic abilities, including smoking, were an absolute taboo,

but,

“Whew……”

since hearing the news about Lev Denec, she could only do this, sitting here.

She had moved too hastily.

Investing that much resources into a rag, in a word, it was emotional.

The academy was currently searching for the truth behind this demon incident.

From now on, it would be even more difficult to play such tricks.

On top of that, Lev Denec was fully aware of the corruption in the student council.

But for some reason, he, who had cornered Liris like that, had not yet shown himself.

It was difficult to understand his intentions.

Lev Denec…

He had not demonized, he was not targeting Edwin either.

Perhaps he wasn’t even angry in the first place.

Maybe it was all just an act.

In the end, did he have a different purpose?

‘Junior…’

Perhaps everything Liris had built up was held in his hands.

So should she go and beg him to keep it a secret, even now?

“Heh……”

For a moment, Liris imagined herself crawling under him.

It felt somewhat electrifying… and involuntary chuckles kept escaping her mouth.

She had to have what she wanted no matter what,

and if she couldn’t have it, she had to destroy it so that no one else could have it, only then would she be satisfied.

The results of her actions based on emotions had always been satisfactory so far.

To think that she, who had only sent contemptuous gazes inwardly at the male species,

would have such an interest in a mere junior, and a lowly one at that…

This feeling was the first since she met the red-haired man, Caeran.

And that blind stress, as if flowing through Liris’ spinal cord,

began to shake her thoughts.

Just like when she first decided to worship a demon,

it was a feeling of being highly exalted.

Liris’ face flushed.

It would be unreasonable to call it the typical emotional line of a girl as perceived by the world.

“I want him……”

She wanted to get more involved with him.

She wanted to vow absolute obedience to him who had given her such humiliation.

“Caeran… Lev… Which one is the real one…?”

-Puff…

Once again, the smoke that came out of her mouth thickly covered her own world.
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In both “Reincarnated Hero” and “Reincarnated Academy”, Yeriel is shown to be good at cooking.

However, she has a tendency to get flustered when she has a lot on her mind, making the situation a bit messy.

Maybe she was anxious because of me, I only helped a bit with the dishes while she was preparing the meal…

“…Thank you for treating me to a meal.”

“No, not at all! It’s a lot…!”

“It would be nice if you could speak comfortably.”

“Okay, got it!”

How did it end up like this?

Aria, Yeriel.

The situation of two fundamental characters getting acquainted right in front of my eyes.

In a way, it was a picturesque scene, and for me, a fan of “Reincarnated Hero”, it would be the best gift.

The two people, who were as similar as their names, had strangely little contact in “Reincarnated Academy”.

They each had their own routes, and above all, the author had abandoned both of them in the latter half, so there was no mention.

At least, from what I remembered…

Aria doesn’t easily open her heart due to past trauma,

while Yeriel, on the contrary, always shows a kind smile like an angel until she becomes corrupted.

By the way… even during the uncomfortable meal,

Aria had her gaze on me with a feeling of ‘Can you explain why you’re here?’.

“By any chance, do you two know each other?”

Yeriel, with her sharp sense, noticed that momentary gaze.

“Yes, we were in the same group for the test.”

“Ah. I see. What a coincidence. Lev… starting today, decided to stay here in the Black House.”

“Pardon…?”

At Yeriel’s innocent smile, the tableware Aria was holding stopped.

“Are there any other students…?”

“I’m embarrassed to say… it’s just the two of us.”

At her words, which were full of room for misunderstanding, Aria’s eyes began to shake violently.





Aria Bluebell”s surveillance level on ‘Lev Denec’ increases to 2





“Just the two…?”

Clearly, she meant it was embarrassing that only two people lived in the dormitory, but…

‘Sigh.’

In the end, I had no choice but to speak bluntly.

“I was kicked out of the dormitory, and the professor just assigned me here. We’re strangers to each other.”

At my firm tone, Yeriel also seemed to have noticed something and started speaking incoherently.

“Uh, anyway, the women use the 3rd floor… and the men use the 2nd floor, so there won’t be any issues between the opposite sexes…”

“…”

“And I know the reason why Lev… ended up coming here, but anyway…! He helped with the food preparation… He said the food was delicious… And… He liked the dormitory too…”

“…”

Somehow, the more Yeriel spoke, the worse Aria’s expression became.

“So, the kind of thing Aria is worried about will absolutely never happen!”

“…Miss Yeriel.”

“Uh… yes?!”

And perhaps because Yeriel’s trust and consideration for me had become poison, Aria spoke with her gaze fixed on me.

“I… I’m interested in this dormitory and came to see it.”

“Re…ally?”

It’s a lie.

You came because of my magic wave…

“So, can I also stay in this dormitory?”
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-Can I also stay in this dormitory?

Entering the room, I roughly unfolded a piece of paper and sorted out the current situation.

Yeriel < Lev (Me) < Aria



I was in a position to watch Yeriel to prevent her from becoming corrupted,

while Aria thought of me as a mastermind and was monitoring me.

The beginning of a three-person cohabitation…

I wanted to tell Aria the truth that I was really nothing, at least to her,

but with common sense, if a third-rate villain who only picked fights with Edwin in the academy,

suddenly said, ‘I somehow ended up defeating a great demon! So I inherited that power!’,

there was no way she would understand that context.

With the villain trait and the current favorability status, I would probably be reported to the academy right away.

In the end, I had to hide it until the story progressed to a certain extent…

No? It’s rather good.

Anyway, tomorrow, the class will be determined and the official curriculum will begin.

In other words, I will meet the non-foundational characters, including Caeran, who the author is openly pushing.

But according to the original story of “Reincarnated Academy”, the foundational characters Aria, Yeriel, and Selena end up being attracted to Caeran and then abandoned.

It would be a hundred times better for me to have that attention instead.

And to support this,

‘I need to become stronger.’

In Claris Academy, incidents occur every term.

In the end, the reason Caeran was able to constantly build flags with the heroines and be in the middle of the story was because he was stronger than Edwin, who was always unconscious.

I took out the water dragon’s orb I had brought from the hidden dungeon.





Water Dragon’s Jewel Consumed by Darkness





An orb with impure energy that would shock Aria or Melissa if they saw it.

Fortunately, Aria had gone to complete the dormitory procedures, so now was the chance.





It contains heterogeneous magic power, so it may be dangerous. Are you sure you want to use it?





“Use.”

As I shouted to use it,

-Ching!

the orb shattered into pieces in an instant and began to be absorbed into my body.





The heterogeneous magic power is converted into stats





There was no particular pain or anything.



📜 Status 📜





› Strength: 1.9 -> 2.3 (new)

› Stamina: 2.2 -> 2.5 (new)

› Agility: 1.55 -> 1.95 (new)

› Magic Power: 1.05 -> 1.45 (new)

› Mana: 1.3 -> 1.7 (new)

› Mental Strength: 1.30 -> 1.7 (new)

› Affinity: 1.05 -> 1.45 (new)

› Luck: 2.6 -> 2.9 (new)

› Specialization

Circle Magic(1)

Crossbow – Proficiency(5)









Remaining Supporting Role Points: 5





After distributing all the Supporting Role Points to luck, it turned out like this.

The average of stats excluding luck was 1.86.

It was still far behind the main characters, but it seemed to be around the average of students attending the academy.

The next status window was…



⚙ System Notification ⚙





› You have acquired one of the spoils of the Water Dragon Posedaros

› You inherit the traits of the Water Dragon Posedaros

› Trait-Gamer Activated! You can register skills

› Luck Activated! You acquire a higher grade

› Water Dragon-Posedaros’ Tendon

› Rarity: S

› A tendon said to be possessed by Posedaros when he existed in physical form. 
It is said to have the property of being elusive like water and unbreakable like it would snap

› Combination Item





I checked the item first.

It was funny that an item would appear just because I used the essence, but this was the characteristic of the Gamer trait.

While other dragon slayers would mainly aim for the jewel embedded in the dragon’s forehead, its hide, orb, or a hidden treasure chest,

the item that archers drooled over was definitely the dragon’s tendon.

Since it was sturdier than any bowstring, it was perfect for making one.

Anyway, the problem of a weapon to use outside the academy seemed to be solved.



📜 Skill Information 📜





▶ Water Dragon Posedaros’ Blessing Lv.1 (Active) (Basic Skill)

 One of the four elemental characteristics of ancient dragons. Consumes mana to grant additional water-attribute damage proportional to magic power to the caster’s attacks. On/off skill.

▶ Exp: (0/200)

▶ Difficulty to obtain: Very high





The skill I inherited was a typical attribute-granting skill dropped by the four elemental dragons.

Through this skill, Caeran becomes a magic swordsman and dominates.

Since it can be applied to any attack, it becomes the cause of “Reincarnated Academy”‘s power inflation, but thanks to that, I can use it too.

Moreover, it being an on/off skill is also important as it can be used together with the Recluse passive.

Perhaps because of the luck trait, there was one more skill.



📜 Skill Information 📜





▶ Abyss’ Curse Dispelling Method Lv.Ex (Active) (Ultimate Skill)

 Consumes all mana to dispel curses up to level 8. 
(Can be used once)

▶ Exp: (0/0)

▶ Difficulty to obtain: High





“It’s simple.”

Usually, the level of curses that high-level mages, in other words, academy professors, can dispel with their own skills is up to level 7.

Curses above that, level 8 and 9, are not only difficult to even confirm if they are afflicted, but they are also curses of demons or witches, so advanced mediums and rare catalysts must be used.

It can be used once, but where should I use it to achieve extreme efficiency?

…There is.

There was only one person that came to my mind.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

[Translator Notes]

[i should switch careers, maybe i should go into finance or somethin]

 For Illustrations and Release Notifications join our Discord


⚙ System Notification ⚙






› Main Quest [God’s Apprentice] Unlocked!

› You have been granted an opportunity by the Arcane God’s to become a Korean Translator for Arcane Translations.

› Do you accept?

›  YES/ NO








  Prev Next   



  

  
  Chapter 23 .｡.:✧ Skill Stealing (1) ✧:.｡.

—————————————————————–

Translated By Arcane Translations

Translator: FusionX

—————————————————————–

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

In the end, only Yeriel and I were left to spend the night in the Black House dormitory.

Fortunately, it seemed that Aria wouldn’t be moving in for the time being due to the issue of dormitory procedures and the influence of Melissa and the Cheong-gwan dormitory supervisor.

‘That was surprising…’

To think that Aria, who was blunt and disinterested in others, would show this level of action.

It must be because her past with demons remained as a trauma to the point of making her rush…

-Tick.

After all the lights in the room were turned off, Yeriel, wearing pajamas, said to me in the hallway.

“Have a good night…! If any problems arise, feel free to call me. I’m the dormitory supervisor…!”

“Okay.”

After exchanging awkward greetings, as I was about to enter my room, Yeriel spoke to me once more.

“Um, you know.”

“?”

“I’m sorry. Actually, I heard about you in advance from the professor. So they told me to contact them right away if there were any problems…”

“…”

“I don’t easily believe such bad rumors…! I wanted you to feel comfortable and at ease…”

“They’re all true though.”

“Huh…?”

Rather than having it revealed later, it seemed better to clearly draw the line and show the appearance of ‘washing my hands of it’.

“I have 49 demerit points and I’m on the verge of expulsion. But I’ll stay quiet while I’m here. There’s no need for you to go out of your way to cover for me.”

“Ah, okay… Sorry.”

Somehow, she kept apologizing.

“Then, good night…”

With that, she held her cardigan tighter and went up to the 3rd floor.

Her back view seemed a bit lonely.

In this setting that had changed,

Yeriel had skipped a grade and was in her 2nd year.

She was probably quite popular within the academy,

but since it was the first time she could accept freshmen this semester, she must have been guarding this place alone all along.

And yet, she must have kept her smile without losing it.

With such a character who is naturally devoted to everyone from birth, no one suspects her of being a villain…

But from the moment she was born, she was cursed with the fallen angel’s curse.

When she realizes her true feelings and falls into frustration and despair, she becomes a fallen angel… It was a very clichéd and annoying curse for gamers.

In the end, the moment she confirms that her feelings for Edwin, who was reincarnated in “Reincarnated Hero”, were romantic, and starts regretting and becoming exhausted, she becomes a fallen angel.

And this curse is a level 9 curse, so it can’t even be dispelled with the curse dispelling method skill I just acquired.

Unfortunately, for the sake of adjusting the game’s difficulty, it’s best for her to be isolated here.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

And so, the morning of the first regular class at Claris Academy arrived.

-Murmur murmur.

Before entering the lecture hall,

at the entrance, there was a huge poster announcing the grades of the students.








 Grade S

Melissa de Prominence
Caeran Hiss
Aveline Valantes
.
.
.





I quickly checked only the names of the main characters.

As expected here.








 Grade A

Lily Forget
Selena Windforce
Aria Bluebell
.
.
.












 Grade B

.
.
.
Lev Denec
.
.
.












 Grade C

Edwin Gwynne





“Huh?”

Edwin was also the same as in the novel,

but I, who was on the verge of being expelled, was in grade B. Isn’t this wrong?

-What? Wasn’t Lev Denec expelled?

-Seriously, what’s with that guy…

-I heard a demon appeared at the test site, is it because they felt sorry for him because of that??

The reactions of the students were also not good.

Selena, who should have been in grade S, also had her name in grade A.

According to the original story, even though she was a half-elf without wind archery, she showed her skills without holding back and won victory in the test.

But I ended up catching the rag and receiving a huge bonus point.

Like this, the future had changed due to the intervention of my existence.

Considering that personality and demerit points were not taken into account,

it could be seen that the academy was truly based on meritocracy.

-Tremble…

And as if on cue, Selena in front of me checked the results and clenched her fists.

It was a pure lump of anger itself.

She had a tendency to not blame anyone and work hard every single day.

-Plop.

As if her mind had calmed down to some extent, Selena raised her head.

And she approached me, who was standing blankly, without changing her expression.

She was burning with fighting spirit once again while looking at me.

What great mental strength…

Though it must be really frustrating to lose to a human archer, not even the same elf.

She passed by me halfway and said,

“I will work harder.”

Admirable. As expected of a foundational character.

So I also replied to her.

“No, I think you worked hard enough.”

My words were sincere without any pretense.

At those words, Selena completely turned her posture towards me.

“Are you telling me… to give up?”

“No? I know you worked hard.”

“……”

“Stick out your fingers. You’d be a fool not to know that.”

Selena’s fingers were wrapped in countless thin bandages.

It was hard to see them as the fingers of a girl in her prime.

She probably practiced for over ten hours a day.

Since she didn’t have wind archery, she must have worked harder and harder to make up for that gap.

She silently hid her hands behind her back.

“Is it… sympathy?”

“Yes. Half sympathy and… but I also have a favor to ask of you.”

“A favor?”

“Yeah. There’s a way we can help each other….”

At that moment, a guy intervened between us.

“Hey, what are you trying to pull on Selena?”

A fairly good-looking blond elf man.



📜 Character Information 📜





 Gaelon Sharpti

› Average Status
3.1

› Specialization
Bow Mastery (7)

› Unique Trait
Wind Archery (Lv.3) (Detailed information unavailable)





This was the guy.

To be precise, his family.

The reason Selena couldn’t use wind archery.

“Are you hitting on her right now? A human archer, and a stupid one who gets bullied at that?”

“Yeah, I’m hitting on her? If you have something to say, wait your turn? Did you eat your manners for breakfast?”

“This bastard is so insolent!”

As I responded in a childish manner, a fist flew at me in that instant.

-Swish.

Even if it was Lev Denec’s body, I could dodge this much.

Because I already knew it from the scene in the novel.

As the guy’s fist cut through the air, I ducked to avoid it and immediately tripped him.

“Whoa?!”

With his center of gravity completely forward, he tumbled down like that.

-Thud.

“You son of a bitch!”

He wasn’t a martial artist or a close-combat warrior.

Just an archer. There was no way he could have a proper posture with a single punch.

-Stomp!

As he tried to get up, I gently pressed the back of his neck with my foot.

The effect was tremendous!

With my strength enhanced as much as a vanguard character, I had enough strength to not give him a chance to escape.

“Ugh!!”

He began to writhe, making strange groans.

“Damn it! Get off! You bastard! I’ll kill you!”

Hmm, to think a noble elf would have a fit like this, he must have eaten a lot of human food after coming to the academy.

‘What should I do?’

There was a reason why Gaelon rushed whenever he saw Selena.

First of all, it’s hard to believe, but he was a 2nd year. In other words, as my senior,

he could be considered the second villain to be disciplined by the main characters after Lev Denec.

But he had a bit of a presence,

because he was the one who explained why Selena couldn’t use wind archery.

Behind her, who had been excluded knowingly or unknowingly since childhood because she was a half-elf, was the Sharpti family.

And the scheme of that trashy family was to subdue Selena, who possessed innate talent, and make her a concubine.

And in order to facilitate this, they cast a curse to make her unable to recognize the spirit-sylph.

Therefore, it was also very appropriate to use my curse dispelling method on Selena.

-What should we do…

-Shouldn’t we stop them?

I removed my foot before the kids made a bigger commotion.

Come to think of it, I had a lot of demerit points…

Even if it was pathetic, I had to take the initiative.

“You all saw it, right? He attacked first.”

As he got up, he started shouting loudly.

“Da-damn it! As expected of a filthy and cowardly human, you used a grappling technique?! You’re someone who would lose if we fought with bows!”

“Then let’s fight with that.”

“What?”

“Then let’s fight with that.”

My confident attitude made him flustered.

“What? Are you backing out now that you’ve said it?”

“Huh? Are you seriously saying that right now? Do you think a mere freshman like you can beat me?”

He started mocking me with his face covered in dirt from the floor.

“You think you can beat an elf with that kind of luck.”

“Why are you talking so much? Are you going to do it or not?”

-Flick.

At those words, as if implying a duel challenge, he took off his finger guard and threw it at me.

-Ching!


⚙ System Notification ⚙


Mission Achievement: Win the duel

Win the duel 0/1

Reward: 50 Supporting Role Points





A common event in the academy has begun.

“Set the date and place. I’ll give you that much mercy.”

Who’s giving mercy to whom?

And Gaelon started glaring at me with his head close to mine.

“If you lose, you’ll only be able to live under my feet as long as you’re in the academy.”

“This weekend. 4 days later, Green House Arena. Is that okay?”



Even after hearing my answer, he glared at me for a while and then disappeared.

It’s a pity, if he had hit me then, I wouldn’t have been able to dodge it.

And Selena approached me with a dumbfounded expression.

“Are you in your right mind?”

“?”

She muttered to me in a tone that seemed to know the outcome of the match.

“Gaelon got a perfect score in archery. The Sharpti family is the most skilled in wind archery even among elves.”

But seeing as she didn’t particularly point out fighting with him, she must have gotten tired of Gaelon’s constant pestering.

I spoke nonchalantly.

“It’s fine. You can teach me, can’t you?”

“…?”

Selena’s pretty brows furrowed.

“Teach you? …Me?”

“Yeah.”

“If it’s the basics, on your own…”

“No, wind archery.”

At the following four syllables, her eyes widened a little.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Claris Academy, Live Shooting Class.

Half of the academy was divided by grade, but the major classes, excluding general education classes, were taken according to each individual’s position.

I had somehow become an archer aspiring for the rearguard, so I had to take live shooting as a major requirement.

And before my eyes, a shooting show of numerous archer aspirants was unfolding.

“Next, Group 4, in position!”

Matching the professor’s words, the group two ahead of me lined up in position.

Their agile hand movements, arms without a hint of trembling.

-Swooosh!

And a clean release point without any excess movements.

The difference in talent was truly evident here!

-That guy? That crossbow guy.

-Oh, I heard he went up to a draw in the test because a demon appeared.

There were still many students behind me who ridiculed my qualifications as an archer, asking how Lev Denec, who wasn’t even worthy of C-grade, ended up in B-grade.

In fact, since the target was neither alive nor a demon race, my 3x critical wouldn’t apply, and with my proficiency level much lower, it was difficult for me to show a threatening appearance.

-I heard he’s going to have a duel with Senior Gaelon.

-What? With bows? Or just a bet?

-Bows. He’s really crazy.

Many students already seemed to know about the duel.

In the end, what I desperately needed for the future was none other than wind archery.





Wind Archery





A simple unique characteristic of a race that only appears in “Reincarnated Hero”, acquired by elves after forming a contract with the wind spirit sylph.

Wind archery includes numerous archer techniques, including basic passives like curved shooting and rapid shooting.

In other words, it’s like a textbook for the mastery of archery, and needless to say, if I can obtain just this, I can become much stronger.

That’s why I have no choice but to steal… no, learn it from Selena.

In my conversation with Selena just now,

-I have no obligation to teach you.

Perhaps wanting to hide the fact that she couldn’t use wind archery, she left only those words and disappeared.

It’s okay. Trust isn’t something that can be easily earned, and there’s something I need to work on beforehand anyway, so I can slowly approach her.

The first thing to consider is that wind archery is not a skill that can be learned just because someone teaches it.

It’s literally a unique characteristic that only elves can use.

However, it seems there is no such thing as absolute in this world.

Surprisingly, in the closed beta of “Reincarnated Hero”, there was an absurd ability to steal skills!

Of course, if it was such a cheat-like ability, I would have tried to obtain it as soon as I possessed this body.

But the condition to acquire this skill was quite vicious.

Moreover, even after going through all that trouble to obtain it, there were numerous restrictions on stealing just one skill.

First of all,  is a skill possessed by an F-grade named monster called ‘Thief’.

Thief is a boss that appears in the tutorial of “Reincarnated Hero”, so it’s very weak and there’s no problem in defeating it.

The problem is getting to where it is.

“Reincarnated Hero” and “Reincarnated Academy” have different main stages as their background, so even if I try to move using the magic tower inside the academy, it will likely require a large sum of gems.

Also, it’s not something you get just by defeating it.

When you defeat Thief, it sends you to a reward room with 100 golden chests, where the player can choose only one reward.

But only the data for Skill Stealing exists, and in reality, they’re all duds.

It’s a kind of easter egg.

Therefore, the way to obtain this reward is to clear the tutorial but leave the reward unclaimed, and then later bring a skill related to detection to specify it.

However, Aria.

Among her surveillance abilities, there is a detection skill.

If I use that?

I smiled at the situation that fit together like a puzzle.

Holding back my tingling mouth, I headed to the lecture hall.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

Aria, who was waiting to take the liberal arts required course ‘Qualities of Party Members’, was deep in thought.

“It’s too dangerous.”

Two men and women under one roof, of course, I heard Yeriel is very strong, but…

The other person is a man who might be a demon race.

These days, Aria’s mind was filled with thoughts of that man, although she didn’t want to admit it.

After carefully organizing her thoughts, there was something new she had recently realized.

“Clearly, the demons didn’t target Lev Denec.”

It was the same when catching hobgoblins before, and it was the same when we encountered the rag.

Even though demons are usually aggressive, they didn’t initiate an attack on him.

This simple fact had a very significant meaning.

It was as if he was on the same team as the demons.

But?

In the end, it was also him who cut off the lifeline of the demons.

Moreover, he didn’t seem to give much meaning to such actions without a hint of hesitation.

Rather, after defeating them, he seemed happy and thinking about something.

-Demons don’t attack Lev Denec first.

-But Lev Denec can attack demons.

-Lev Denec has inherent magic power as foreign as demons.

What connection do these facts have?

For now, the top priority was to find out if the demons really don’t attack Lev Denec.

At that moment,

-It’s the student council president of the Magic Department!

-It’s senior Liris from 2nd year!

-Wow, what brings her here?

-Does she have business with the freshmen?

Jet-black hair. The black robe symbolizing the student council executive and the top magician added to her overwhelming presence.

It was as if an imperial magician had descended, with a quite high level of oppressiveness.

Liris stood in front of Aria.

Looking at Aria’s light purple hair, she said,

“What a cute junior.”

“…”

Was it instinct?

From the entrance ceremony, Aria didn’t have a good impression of Liris.

The ominous aura she gave off for some reason.

And…

While being kind to the juniors, the way she smiled with her eyes made it feel like there was a reason for being captivated.

“I’m here looking for someone. Do you happen to know Lev Denec?”

At her words about looking for someone, the surroundings became noisy.

“…Yes. But it seems his class hasn’t ended yet.”

“I see…”

Come to think of it, when Aria was in the temporary Class C, Lev Denec had caused a commotion as if he wanted to make a good impression on this person.

The student council at Claris Academy wasn’t an absolute organization that wielded great power, but it was enough for everyone to want to join.

It was because connections with teaching assistants and professors could be formed, and there were also supports like scholarships.

But for the student council to directly come looking for someone, it wasn’t a common sight.

And at that moment, the main character of this story, Lev Denec, entered the classroom.

Gray hair, his face still sharp.

“Junior!”

Liris called out to him as if they were close.

Maybe birds of a feather flock together.

But Lev Denec made an expression as if he had seen something he shouldn’t have, and suddenly said,

“Come out.”

He pulled Liris and disappeared somewhere.

-What’s with him? Didn’t he get kicked out of the student council after paying to get in?

-Who knows. Maybe he caused a big incident…

Aria followed the two, knowing she shouldn’t.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

Liris, who had been quiet for a few days, suddenly appeared.

I had no idea what she was thinking.

“Junior, are you okay?”

She asked about my well-being with a smile after doing what she did. What a funny person.

I answered gruffly.

“What business do you have?”

“Ah, I came from the student council today. Junior Lev, you wanted to join the student council, right? So specially…”

“I’m not interested.”

“Huh?”

“I said I’m not buying it. Go. I have to attend class.”

When I treated her with contempt, Liris’ poker face gradually began to crack.

“No way… That… Even if that’s the case! Don’t you have something to say to me?”

In the end, she grabbed my arm as I was about to leave.

At a glance, it looked like a girlfriend clinging and pleading.

I don’t like this kind of thing.

I spoke as dryly as possible, without any emotion.

“I don’t. Nothing to say.”

“…That, that can’t be…”

“Sorry, but since we’ve seen all we don’t want to see, let’s go our separate ways now. No need to meet again.”

“Wait… Junior…”

Liris, who had been eagerly awaiting Lev Denec’s demonization, loses all the reputation and trust she had built up in Chapter 2 when the corruption in the black market is exposed.

And in Chapter 3, she tries to darken but eventually gets saved by Edwin, and later, the expelled Liris helps forge the holy sword solely for Edwin.

[Holy Sword – Classis]

This absolute hero’s sword was Liris’s masterpiece, putting her everything into it.

Unlike Caeran’s sword, the reason Edwin didn’t fall into corruption was also because of her.

In other words, no matter how much I want to kill this passing villain, I have to let her live for Edwin’s sake.

“Let go.”

As I turned away indifferently like that, Liris dropped a bombshell I didn’t expect.

“I, I…! I’m the one who messed with the selection test…”

I already knew that though.



“Junior, I did it because I hated you so much, you disgusted me. But… it wasn’t you. Rather…”

“…?”

“A demon? No? You were the high-ranking demon I had been longing for and searching for… Right? Otherwise, you couldn’t have avoided the demon’s mark.”

To sum up Liris’s rambling words, I wasn’t affected by the whispers of the demon, that pendant’s effect, because I was a demon race, and therefore, Liris fully believed I was a high-ranking demon.

“So save me… Make me a demon…”

“Calm down a bit…”

From her position of worshipping demons, Liris and I were practically in a relationship of a cult leader and a fanatic.

“Junior, save me…”

There is a very easy way to make people come to their senses.

A traditional method passed down from ancient times.

-Swoosh!

-Smack!!!

With the heavy sound of impact breaking the flow, Liris stood there blankly for a while with her head completely turned.

That’s right.

I had refreshingly slapped the cheek of the senior who was like the sky.

“Come to your senses, you.”


Life Achievement


Third-rate slap! : Earned 10 Supporting Role Points
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“The personnel in the middle guard, in case the vanguard collapses, should constantly maintain tension without letting their guard down and support the core positions of the party according to the situation.”

“For example, if enemies are swarming a teammate in the vanguard, students capable of healing magic should keep a close eye on the front line, and if a horde ignores the vanguard and rushes in, they should support the party’s area magic caster so that their chanting isn’t interrupted.”

“The party is always fluid, and according to the situation…”

Lev Denec.

And the student council president of the Magic Department, Liris.

Aria, who had been hiding and watching the conversation between these two, was confused with many thoughts in her head even though she was in the middle of class.

The first point of confusion was this.

‘Why are the positions of the two reversed?’

Clearly, up until a week ago, Lev Denec was completely in the inferior position.

-Miss Liris! Please don’t abandon me!

-I will do everything you tell me to do, just give me your orders!

-Please, please, damn it! I’ll be a helpful existence in any way…

After being broken in the mock practice with Edwin and getting beaten left and right, he was eventually expelled from the student council.

After that, he started going downhill, confessing to Melissa and Aria.

But Liris came to Lev Denec first, and conversely, she started desperately clinging to him and begging.

It was an appearance that didn’t match her usual demeanor.

That’s not the end of it.

The following bombshell revelation from the student council president.

-I, I…! I’m the one who messed with the selection test…

-Junior, I did it because I hated you so much, you disgusted me. But… it wasn’t you. Rather…

The statement that the demon rag appearing in this test was because of her.

The student council president was the cause of this incident?

If this was true, it would be a major problem that would be dealt with seriously even within the academy.

Moreover,

-A demon? No? You were the high-ranking demon I had been longing for and searching for… Right?

-So save me… Make me a demon…

According to Liris’s additional words, Lev Denec might really be a demon race.

And not just any demon, but a high-ranking one.

It was consistent with Aria’s suspicions and speculations.

However, he maintained a consistently bothersome attitude throughout,

-Sorry, but since we’ve seen all we don’t want to see, let’s go our separate ways now. No need to meet again.

The most shocking thing was that when she was about to go berserk, he even slapped her to calm her down.

-Come to your senses, you.

‘What on earth happened between the two of them?’

It was too confusing.

Aria thought that at times like this, it was important to become even calmer.

What was certain was that Lev Denec had definitely changed greatly, enough for even the student council president Liris, who had become an outstanding student with excellent skills even among 2nd years, to notice.

The fact that he attacked Edwin without reason.

The fact that he took down the rag in one shot during the test.

And the occasional waves of dark magic power felt from him.

Lastly, unlike before when he was nosy about others, his uncaring attitude also showed that he had truly changed.

‘Not Lev Denec, but a different personality.’

Once again, an absurd hypothesis was formed in her mind.

In the end, with this state, it was going in circles.

She vaguely knew that the questions would only keep increasing.

Now the suspicion was sufficient.

For Aria, monitoring him was definitely not a waste of time.

Like that, she waited for the lecture time to end.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

Chapter 1

Edwin’s Awakening

Positioning

Selection Test

Chapter 2

Meeting of the main characters – Appearance of the key figure ‘Caeran’

Academy Grade Match
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Liris’s Darkening
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“Ugh…”

I groaned softly as I put an asterisk on Chapter 2.

For now, I wrote it down as I remembered it…

It got quite bothersome.

The current point should be considered the beginning of Chapter 2,

and Caeran, the target I must restrain in order to return alive, properly appears in the Academy Grade Match.

And since Edwin gets promoted to B-grade in the Dungeon Investigation Practice part,

it’s natural for the presence of the main characters to be faint at this point.

But Liris, who should slowly start to show interest in Caeran or Edwin, suddenly accelerated towards me.

Fortunately, even though I had to slap her, it seemed like I somehow managed to calm her down.

Perhaps the content got a bit twisted due to my intervention.

But I can’t just sit still either.

The inflation of the demons is much worse than the main characters’ inflation.

If I hadn’t prevented the revival of the Water Dragon in advance, the game might have ended right there.

So while the main characters are growing,

I have to secretly patch things up for them, knowingly or unknowingly.

‘I really need wind archery…’

Additional damage through mental unification with wind archery, the Water Dragon’s Blessing I obtained this time, and enchantment magic, 3x critical hit damage, 3x weak point attack.

Finally, the legendary crossbow weapon, which had very little data in “Reincarnated Hero”.

If you’re a veteran player, you can’t resist this one-punch combination.

It’s a strength that only exists as an ‘if’ that can’t even be completed in the game.

In other words, once I get my hands on it, I’m confident I can win even if Grandpa Ultra-Hell Difficulty comes.

.

.

.

“…Since it’s the first class today, let’s end it here.”

The class ended earlier than I thought.

This was also good news for me.

‘I’ll leave right away.’

As I packed my luggage and got up from my seat,

“Hey, you.”

“?”

A little one was looking up at me right next to me.

Bright brown twin-tailed hair.

“Report to me what you talked about with Selena this morning!”

It was Lily Forget, a non-foundational heroine and a member of Caeran’s harem.

A typical cute character, with a commanding tone as a characteristic.

“This situation feels familiar somehow.”

“What?”

It reminded me of when I fell here and confessed to Aria…

“No. I’m busy, so ask Selena directly. Then, take care.”

“No, where are you going! I’m asking you! What did you do in the test too? That’s why Selena is distracted like that!”

Ah, during the selection test, she was also on Selena’s team.

But now is not the time to get involved with her.

Because there will come a day when I’ll get involved with her even if I don’t want to.

Hmm, what was it?

Something she hates.

“Shorty.”

“What? I’m not a shorty!!”

“Little kid.”

“I’m not a little kid either!!!!”

Usually, when you tease these little characters by calling them shorty, they throw a fit.

It has a cute charm, but today I’m really busy.



“Hurry up and tell me!!!”

Even though I steadily built up villain points, she wouldn’t let me go.

“I said I’m busy. Get out of the way.”

“I won’t move, even if I die, unless you tell me what you did to Selena!”

She was single-minded.

To think she was this sincere towards Selena,

but she falls head over heels for Caeran and ignores all her advice, and ends up regretting it.

Why are there so many tsunderes in this game…

Unfortunately, my situation isn’t favorable enough to care for even this kind of character.

I had no choice but to chant the magic spell.

“Do you like me?”

.

.

.

As always, the confession attack is a powerful spell on par with high-level magic.

Whether innocent or stupid… when Lily heard those words, she was at a loss for words,

and after stammering,

she looked around once,

and suddenly her face turned red,

and she started crying and sobbing.



📜 General Trait 📜





› Villain Lv.1 (0/100)

-Regardless of your appearance, you may not give a very good first impression.





The villain passive, maybe it’s worth investing in.

Even though we’re the same age according to the setting, I felt guilty as if I had made a child cry.

“……”

In the end, I left only a handkerchief in front of her and headed to where the circulation train was.

Tomorrow’s schedule is packed with classes, so today is the only time I have.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

Aria, with her graceful appearance, was already receiving a lot of attention despite it being a new semester.

-What are you doing after class? Want to go to the cafeteria together?

-What classes are you going to sign up for? Let me know.

Of course, such initial interest in school life was too grateful for her, who had lived modestly and considerately,

but Aria had something else to prioritize.

Lev Denec.

As if blatantly showing that he had somewhere to go, he was about to leave his seat with a heavy backpack.

‘He’s probably thinking of using dark magic again.’

Surveillance magic had its limits.

To secure clear evidence, she had to follow him after all.

Follow him as secretly as possible, and if she gets caught, ask him directly and suggest accompanying him.

If he refuses to accompany her…

She’ll tell him she’ll report what he talked about with Liris to the academy.

The moment she made up her mind, Aria felt a tingling emotion.

In fact, she was afraid.

Before she knew it, her suspicion of him had turned into fear.

Perhaps he might be a demon race after all,

and judging from his attitude towards Liris, he might belong to a very strong group.

But Aria’s grudge was stronger than that.

Her desire for revenge for her family was forcing her feet to move, even forcibly.

‘I can’t miss this opportunity…’

She quickened her pace.

If Melissa found out about this, she would probably scold her terribly.

But if there was even the slightest chance, she couldn’t involve her.

Melissa was a duke’s daughter, and unlike Aria herself, many people were connected to her.

Perhaps because Aria’s feelings reached,

‘!!’

On the platform waiting for the circulation train, she easily found Lev Denec.

‘This time for sure…!’

Aria’s resolve was more noble than ever.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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The circulation train stopped at the platform with the magic tower.

Dusk Valley was a place that took at least an hour by carriage from the big city of Evenbaugh.

Of course, even though my schedule was packed with afternoon classes tomorrow, if I went there quickly, I could return by dawn.

Therefore, to save as much time as possible, I had no choice but to use the portal in the magic tower to teleport to Evenbaugh.

By the way…

A woman with light purple hair and a hat pressed down.

Aria.

She seemed to have been watching me from inside the train.

I asked Aria, who still couldn’t move because she was watching me.

“Aren’t you getting off?”

“…!”

At my words, she was startled for a moment, but soon she got off the train while maintaining a expressionless face.

I intentionally mumbled with a bent intonation.

“I didn’t expect there to be another freshman using the magic tower from the new semester.”

“…”

“What a coincidence.”

“…Ha.”

As I kept dropping hints, Aria let out a small sigh and answered.

“Let’s go together.”

In fact, her company was also something I had induced.

Because without Aria, it would be difficult to detect the final reward.

But even considering that, I needed to pretend.

It would be safer for both of us to always give her the feeling that she was in control.

“…”

Regardless, Aria passed by me and headed towards the magic tower.

.

.

.

“Thank you. Have a safe trip!”

Leaving behind the words of the magic tower staff, we were able to easily arrive at the clock tower of Evenbaugh.

The fee to Evenbaugh was a whopping 2000 gems.

In Korean won, that would be 200,000 won.

Using the portal was so simple that I could really feel the money vanishing into thin air.

Honestly, considering the convenience since it was teleportation, it was ridiculously better than other means of transportation,

and since the researchers living in the magic tower use this money as funds to research magic, using the magic tower must definitely contribute to the development of the academy.

But the problem was that my wallet situation wasn’t so favorable…

Aria also seemed a bit flustered by the considerable amount of money, but she paid without hesitation.

‘Cool.’

Is monitoring me that important to her…

Anyway, Evenbaugh, which we arrived at early in the evening, was noisy as expected of a big city.

-Come on, everyone, take a look at the goods!

-There will be a free performance at the clock tower square!

Although less so than the academy, the city itself felt like it had surpassed medieval civilization, and if I had to say, it felt like visiting a European country from Earth.

Except for the breed of horses, it wasn’t a particularly famous city, but since it was the first village I encountered in the game, it evoked a hometown-like longing.

I shook off my sentimentality and started looking for a carriage first.

.

.

.

“To Dusk Valley, please.”

“Oh my, you startled me… Were you standing there…?”

The coachman responded with surprise only after hearing my voice as he found the freight carriage on the outskirts of the city.

“Where are you headed?”

“Dusk Valley.”

“Well, I don’t usually recommend it as a place for couples to go…”

“It’s fine.”

The coachman, who looked kind, started driving the carriage with an expression that seemed to say “young people’s tastes”.

In “Reincarnated Hero”, Dusk Valley wasn’t particularly an area inhabited by demons, but there were dark rumors circulating, so now it was a setting where people didn’t reside.

That’s probably why the named goblin mob called the Thief used this place as his own treasure vault as he pleased.

If I had to give an impression of the surrounding scenery, it would be a place with a dreamy atmosphere and moderately good scenery no matter what time you went.

After an hour had passed and it had become completely dark, we were finally able to arrive.

“There probably won’t be any carriages going back to nearby villages from here. This road hasn’t been traveled by a single peddler or even an ant for quite a long time. And…”

The coachman, who had received his fare, gave Aria earnest advice as if she was special to him.

“Young lady, be careful. Men are all wolves, wolves…”

“That young master over there, he looks quite nasty too.”

Watching this, I took the lead and started walking.

“It’s okay. Thank you for your concern.”

And Aria also followed me after answering with a slightly considerate tone.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

“Young people these days don’t know the value of their own lives. Tsk.”

The man shook his head and clicked his tongue as he watched the young man and woman walking far away.

Then, he suddenly stopped and started whistling.

“It’s such a pity~!”

His name was Dovrek.

Current coachman,

former thief of the Valacas mercenary corps,

and his main job was an intelligent goblin skilled in disguise.

He had to quit the mercenary corps job in a dishonorable way because his hands were too dirty,

but being a coachman was perfect for his personality of liking to wander around.

And when the situation was right, sneakily stealing the luggage of the passengers was also a profitable source of income that could make use of his specialty.

“They look quite well-off, don’t they?”

Judging from their clothing, they seemed to be quite wealthy.

Unfortunately, the only luggage was the backpack the man was carrying, so there was no intention to steal it.

Anyway, those foolish guys told him with their own mouths to go to Dusk Valley.

‘If they’re from a noble family, they should be able to use some magic.’

They probably came to dig for the rumored treasure, trusting their own skills.

Dovrek’s method was simple.

Spread the rumor that an enormous amount of treasure was buried in Dusk Valley,

hire a group of thieves to ambush the adventurers or mercenaries who come looking for it.

But there was a saying that if the tail is long, it will get caught.

It was said that the knights would soon be dispatched because it was suspected to be the work of demons.

He had already taken out all the treasure to wash his hands of it, but in order to lessen the suspicion, he had to pretend to maintain a temporary blockade.

“Keh-heh-heh!”

Of course, as a coachman, he ended up guiding them to a place he shouldn’t have.

This was the last time, really the last time.

Seeing a pretty woman for the first time in a while, his body naturally got heated up.

A scent he could never smell in the brothels, the gap between her beautiful facial features and her expressionless face that didn’t change much made him unable to restrain himself.

‘I hope she’s a virgin… Heh.’

In the end, Dovrek swallowed his saliva ominously and even started flicking his tongue.

They were properly caught by him, who was like the grim reaper of this place.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

-Crackle!

A lot of time had passed and the surroundings had become completely dark, so I started a campfire in front of the cave first.

-Click!

And after confirming that the carriage had disappeared, I turned off the lantern.

Watching this, Aria asked me.

“Weren’t you going to go in?”

“Shh! This way.”

“…?”

I grabbed Aria’s white wrist and entrusted my body to the darkness, heading not into the cave but down a secluded downhill path behind it.

And slowly, as if whispering, I said,

“Are you still suspicious of me?”

“…Of course…”

“But don’t you think it’s dangerous to follow me like this?”

“…”

I didn’t intend to worry about her, but seeing her struggling to keep up with her frail body, I let it out without realizing it.

“I’m not at the level to be worried about.”

“Yeah, but since the situation is what it is, let’s trust each other for now.”

“What?”

“Originally, I was planning to come here to catch a demon.”

“A demon? Are you saying a demon appears here?”

At the word demon, Aria looked around.

“Yeah, but the situation has changed.”

“?”

“Just now, that coachman who gave us a ride, he’s suspicious.”

According to the original game setting, the horses in Evenbaugh are very sensitive and irritable.

So I also had a hard time taming them, and it was even more difficult when going on rough roads.

But those horses moved as naturally as if they were running on a path they always took.

-This road hasn’t been traveled by a single peddler or even an ant for quite a long time.

It was also questionable that he knew the way skillfully even though he said there were no peddlers or returning carriages.

Well, he might be a veteran and have been a coachman for a long time,

but if I recalled my memories of the “Reincarnated Hero” game,

the quests that appeared in this kind of situation usually had the premise of being betrayed by an NPC as the basic ending.

In other words, the coachman might be the mastermind or the thief.

As my thoughts were organized like this, a status window popped up in front of my eyes.

-Ching!


Life Achievement


Third-rate suspicion! : Earned 10 Supporting Role Points









Anonymous Feedback: What kind of thief is this?

Judged as meaningless that the naming of Thief is also treated as F-grade without any deduction, so the gimmick has been changed





That makes sense.

If my prediction is correct, the moment we put out the campfire and enter the cave, the group of thieves who were waiting will receive a signal and ambush us.



In fact, the group of thieves wouldn’t be very strong,

but since it’s ultra-hell difficulty, the number of them is unpredictable, and they are experts at fighting dirty.

Fighting while taking Aria along would be too risky.

The most important thing is that my Recluse trait only applies to demons.

Therefore, it means that I can’t guarantee the sneak effect or the critical hit confirmation effect against actual humans.

Instead, the Thief will definitely be a demon.

Unfortunately, since Demon’s Eye is only level 1, I couldn’t see through his unique skill of disguise,

-Oh my, you startled me… Were you standing there…?

But seeing how he noticed my presence belatedly, it’s sufficiently possible to have a reasonable suspicion.

In the end, the best option is to catch only the demon, seize his carriage, and make a strategic retreat.

-Rustle. Rustle.

“…I feel a shadow from over there.”

Aria also seemed to have felt this, as she muttered while looking towards the campfire.

They had already started their work.

She wasn’t the type to easily trust people,

so unlike other heroines,

she would never create a sweet potato development like

‘The coachman uncle wouldn’t do that!’

Instead,

the problem was that she couldn’t trust me either.

“There’s no time this time either.”

I looked straight into Aria’s eyes and said,

“If you trust me, nod your head.”

At these words, her eyes holding the color of lapis lazuli began to waver.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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For Aria, expressing emotions was just a series of cumbersome actions.

Since she thought she had already seen the worst ending in her life at a young age,

she believed that the only time she would have a big change in emotions was when she took revenge on that demon, Andras.

But for some reason, whenever she talked with the man right in front of her, Lev Denec, she felt like her firm will was being tested.

-If you trust me, nod your head.

Aria unknowingly nodded her head.

It was clearly purely her own will.

“Good. I’ll explain it simply.”

“…Yes.”

With the sound of a group of thieves snickering in the distance, Lev kept his gaze in that direction and told his speculation.

.

.

.

“Then they are all working together…”

“Yeah. So we need to locate the coachman from earlier. If he was aiming for us, he should still be nearby.”

“Understood.”

It wasn’t very difficult.

Aria had never particularly tried to learn applied magic like surveillance or detection magic,

but for some reason, she was able to use it easily since that day.

‘But how does he know that?’

Aria’s secret was detection magic, which she hadn’t even told the academy professors.

Others probably only knew about her divine magic and healing magic.

Putting aside Aria’s question that came to mind for a moment, Lev continued.

“Release the surveillance magic on me…”

“…”

“Instead, place it on that coachman. He’s probably a demon disguised as a human.”

“The person from earlier is a demon…”

At these words, Aria’s heart wavered for a moment.

She had agreed to trust Lev, but asking her to release the surveillance magic,

even though the reason she followed him here was to check if he was using dark magic.

“That’s…”

As Aria showed a stance of hesitation, Lev quickly whispered.

“If I only wanted to kill him, I could have easily done it when we were in the carriage.”

Come to think of it, that’s true.

At the point when he noticed, there’s no need to do it like this.

It’s easy to target the back of the coachman driving the carriage.

Above all, he had a track record of defeating the enhanced rag entity in one shot.

“But the reason I didn’t target him then was to give you trust.”

His deep, dark eyes persuaded Aria.

“Check who the real demon is.”

“…Okay.”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

Aria closed her eyes and concentrated in front of me.

I watched the movement of the group of thieves by the campfire in the distance.

In fact, my boast that I could kill the Thief in the carriage was a bluff.

Since I had already spoken to him first, my Recluse trait was released.

And since the crossbow was hanging on my backpack, by the time I loaded it and aimed,

the Thief would have sufficiently recognized it and dealt with it.

‘For goodness’ sake, what kind of monster did they make out of a mere goblin?’

That damn author, there’s no way he would have set the individual values to F-grade while improving the gimmick.

“…I found him.”

“Where?”

“In the small river flowing behind the valley, he’s letting the horses drink water. That person is lying next to them.”

Aria’s voice was calm, but she was feeling tired.

It was probably because she used a lot of mana.

The surveillance magic she placed on me wasn’t the kind that simply notified when a large amount of mana was used.

She used a skill that searched the surroundings like clairvoyance.

“Drink.”

I took out a potion from my backpack and handed it to her.

“…”

“We agreed to trust each other.”

Aria hesitated for a moment, then drank it all in three or four gulps.

“And that person, as Lev said…”

It seemed to be a bit shocking that the coachman disguised as a demon was waiting nearby as I predicted, as her voice was trembling a little.

Even in “Reincarnated Academy”, Aria had post-traumatic stress disorder regarding demons.

Even so, it’s really amazing how she stepped forward to save Edwin.

“Are you cold?”

“No.”

Even though she said that, looking at her lower body exposed between her outdoor cloak, she was wearing a skirt.

Not even the student uniform for combat training, but the outfit worn during theoretical classes.

As it became night, the weather got quite cold, so it must have been quite uncomfortable.

I took out a large blanket close to a burlap sack from my backpack.

“This way.”

“…Huh?”

“I won’t eat you, so come close.”

Not wanting to explain, I grabbed Aria’s shoulder and pulled her down.

Perhaps because she was already drained of strength, she was easily pulled.

“What are you trying to…!”

“Shh!”

I put my finger to my lips and covered the blanket up to her face.

Even in the darkness within darkness, I could feel Aria’s eyes shaking more violently than ever.

Maintaining a distance of about a span between our faces, sharing only the sound of breathing, I whispered to her.

“Can you use enchantment magic?”

“…?”

In this foundationless novel, Aria could use healing magic, divine magic, and surveillance magic,

so she would probably be able to use enchantment through divine magic as well.



📜 Character Information 📜





 Aria Bluebell

› Average Status:2.2

›Specialization

 Healing Magic (3)

 Divine Magic (3)

 Surveillance Magic (2)

› Unique Trait

 Healing (Lv.3) (Detailed information unavailable)
Surveillance (Lv.2) (Active) (Detailed information unavailable)





With the previous test, her level had also risen and her divine magic had become 3rd circle.

However, the main characteristic of this magic was that the surroundings become bright during chanting.

If used carelessly, our location would be specified.

That’s why I wrapped our whole bodies.

“……”

“Just like how Hazel did it for me during the test.”

“……”

Without saying it, perhaps understanding my intention,

“…Yes.”

She answered briefly and dryly, and began chanting divine magic.

-Shaaaa…

As expected of the skills of a hardworking top student, the enchantment didn’t take long.



📜 Skill Information 📜





› Holy Shine

3rd Circle Divine Magic

›

 Grants the target a ray of light that penetrates darkness.
 Deals additional holy damage proportional to the caster’s mana.
If the opponent is a demon race, reduces healing effect by 50% and deals +10% additional damage

› Can be used twice





This is seriously delicious.

Divine magic is a weakness for demons.

This is an unchanging truth and foundation.

Now that I had obtained the Water Dragon’s Blessing and the additional damage from mental unification, it became an even stronger combination than the rag.

The Recluse trait was also reactivated, so the damage meter would explode.

Good…

I carried only the crossbow on my back, leaving the backpack behind.

Then Aria also got up to follow me.

Aria had completely used up her mana and her body temperature had dropped, so she didn’t look well.

“It’s okay. You stay here.”

“No. I’ll go with you…”

-Rustle.

Her words didn’t continue any further.



📜 Item Information 📜





› Vitality Potion (B)

Rarity: C

›

 Fully restores exhausted mind and body.
 Instead, it induces sleep proportional to mana and stamina





A scene you would only see in action movies.

It was because of the potion’s effect.

Aria’s complete overcoming of her fear of demons would come later.

The scene she was about to see from now on would be too much for Aria at this point.

Moreover, if she saw me using mental unification, I don’t know what kind of confusion she would have.

I roughly covered Aria with the blanket and left to crush that guy.
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Meanwhile, Dovrek, who was looking at the grandly unfolded night sky by the riverside, was laughing.

No? He was roaring with laughter.

The song that had been passed down to the goblin tribe since he was young.

-Kill the men~♩ Rape the women~♪

Among them, he was always recognized for his high intelligence and dominated as the leader.

But a frog in a well can only see a fragmented night sky forever.

Also, it can’t adventure into that vast world.

This passive form was the reason why the goblin tribe was always considered a lower demon race and also the reason why they didn’t become extinct for a long time.

However, Dovrek chose for himself.

He thought he was different from ordinary goblins, and in order to bloom his abilities, he mixed in with humans.

The name Dovrek was also a name that only he had among the countless goblins.

He was satisfied with this human life and thought this was where he should be.

‘What taste would that girl have~?’

In the past, he only focused on stealing, but his disguise ability, his trick of hiding his presence, and his eloquence became more and more cunning.

And using this to the fullest,

he deceived women who trembled at the thought of goblins and raped them again and again.

And just before killing them…

Tada! He reveals that he was actually a goblin…

The expression that could only be seen in that situation was really…

“Keh-hah-hah!!!”

No matter how many times he did it, it was a pleasure,

a pleasure on a completely different level from when he was just a goblin.

Now he could act according to his own will.

“Ugh… I can’t hold it.”

He headed towards the back of the freight carriage.

-Let’s cut off the man’s arms and legs~♪

-In front of the man~ The woman♩

A melody and rhythm that only a goblin would think of.

Humming a song that was as vulgar as it could be, he looked forward to the eve of the festival.

-Squeak…

“Mmph mmph mmph!!!”

And in the wooden chest of the freight carriage, there was a woman who was restrained.

Traces of tears flowing and drying over and over again could be seen.

This sight only stimulated Dovrek.

“Hoo… I told you to stay still, didn’t I?”

Although wearing a human mask, he was also a demon in essence.

Dovrek grinned and started singing the last verse.

“Rape and rape and rape…”

-Bang!!!!

Suddenly, with a tremendous flash, Dovrek’s body was flipped over.

-Neigh!

-Thud thud thud!

The horses went wild at will with the accompanying explosion, and the birds in the forest flew away all at once.

His body, which had rolled about two somersaults towards the riverside, ended up in a face-down position.

“Ugh… Ugh… Damn it! What the…”

It would hurt less to be struck by lightning out of a clear sky.

-Rustle.

Along with his groaning, his disguise began to unravel.



This trick was the essence of everything he had built up until now.

It was everything Dovrek had.

“Ah, no… Cough!”

In the end, what was left in this situation was only the small and feeble body of a goblin with green skin.

-Huff. Huff. Huff.

“I can’t… breathe…”

Because there was a large hole in the chest of that small body, he could barely breathe only through his throat.

Even this couldn’t be breathed well.

-Stomp!

“Urgh!!!”

And a strong impact was delivered to Dovrek’s wing joint.

He couldn’t even groan anymore.

-Gulp. Gulp. Gulp.

A watery lump of blood burst from his throat about three times.

A man was standing on his back with his left foot.

“You also have no foundation at all.”

“Spare…”

The last thing Dovrek heard was the eerie sound of a crossbow.
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Dawn came and the river reflected the moon.

-Ripple ripple…

And this gentle wave was stained with red blood.

There was no need for me to hide and snipe a second time.

With him under my foot and aiming at his head,

a critical hit was guaranteed.


Nimble Movement Lv.3


› Permanently increases agility by 0.5.

However, if current agility is 3.0 or higher, the increase is halved.

› Difficulty to obtain: Average






Skill Stealing Lv.Ex (Active) (Basic Skill)


› Steal and learn one of the target’s skills.

However, only the lowest level skill can be selected.

› (Can be used once)

› Difficulty to obtain: Somewhat high






E-grade Demon Defeat Reward


› Acquire 50 Supporting Role Points.

Randomly selected stat increases by 0.15.

› (Can be used once)

› Difficulty to obtain: Somewhat high





Fortunately, whether the gimmick had changed or not, there was no need to enter the cave.

The skill I needed the most, Skill Stealing, had dropped from that guy.

Without a moment’s hesitation, I chose the reward and untied the bound woman first.

“Mmph… Mmph!!”

With an impression easily seen in Evenbaugh’s taverns, she was quite old.

She looked at me with endless tears flowing.

It was an expression as if saying if you’re going to save me, save me, and if you’re going to kill me, kill me quickly.

She was probably still confused whether I was a savior or another thief.

“Can you handle horses?”

“What…? Yes…!”

“Then go find the knights first.”

“Thank you for saving me…”

“It should be enough to report that you found a demon corpse near Dusk Valley. Be careful, there are still thieves around.”

“Thank you…”

-Neigh.

Like that, the woman bowed her head to me repeatedly,

chose the black one out of the two horses, mounted it, and left.

Left alone, I searched the entire freight carriage.

Hoping to salvage something.

Unfortunately, it was empty.

He probably intended to wash his hands of it.

“You were lucky.”

If it hadn’t been for his habit of disclosing women, I might have never found him.

Unintentionally, thanks to Aria, I was able to catch his tail.

“Ah, Aria.”

She might have woken up by now.

I immediately rode the horse towards her.
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It was only around dawn when we were able to arrive at Evenbaugh.

‘I used up all my sleep today…’

With Aria still soundly asleep, I had no choice but to ride slowly with her right in front of me.

-…

Even in “Reincarnated Academy”, she was a character who didn’t easily show her weakness or vulnerabilities,

but now she was completely defenseless, snoring softly.

The body temperature of the skin touching according to the horse’s movement, the pleasant sound of breathing, and the lively hair… The floral scent of hyacinth like fabric softener.

This was definitely not a dream.

I was walking in Evenbaugh, and even its interior.

Certainly, if you stay only inside the academy, it’s “Reincarnated Academy”, but as soon as you step out a little, it becomes “Reincarnated Hero” gameplay.

It’s not like a game where you can only play in limited areas, but the whole world is really moving with its own self in real-time.

Now I really had to admit it.

Because this was a truly real world.

-Rustle.

“?”

At that moment, the force applied to my body loosened a bit, creating a gap.

Aria, who had been sleeping soundly leaning on my body, had woken up.

“What… What is this situation…?”

“What situation. It’s a situation that’s all over.”

“Why am I… riding with you…”

“I can’t just leave a sleeping person behind.”

“Don’t tell me you did something to my body…?!”

“…I didn’t do anything.”

Aria slowly and carefully checked her clothing one by one and reorganized herself.

And as if she didn’t feel any significant abnormality, she soon became quiet.

“……”

I spoke to the back of her head.

“Shouldn’t you thank me? You were sleeping so soundly.”

“That’s because you…!”

Aria was about to argue with something but gave up as if she had resigned.

“More importantly, what happened to that person?”

“It was resolved well.”

Along with my brief answer,

-Move in formation!

-Yes!!!!

-There may still be demons left!

Fortunately, the report seemed to have been well received, as the knights were passing by us and riding their horses towards Dusk Valley.

Aria looked at them for a while and muttered as if talking to herself.

“It doesn’t make sense.”

“What doesn’t?”

“Did you really… come all the way here just for a demon?”

“I told you, yes.”

It wasn’t a particularly false statement.

Aria didn’t ask any further.

Like that, we headed to the magic tower in silence.

It was time to go back.

-Yes, are you two going to Claris Academy?

And it was at the entrance of the magic tower when we were having our identities confirmed.

“Wait a moment!”

“Oh.”

I almost couldn’t recognize her because her outfit had become tidy.

It was the woman I had saved from the freight carriage.

“Thank you so much for saving me. Thank you.”

Saving… Those words made me feel embarrassed for no reason.

Because it was something I could only hear in this world.

But it would be strange to purposely break the mood, so I just kept quiet.

“If it’s not rude, may I have your name…”

“Lev, more importantly, make sure to receive the reward by inquiring the knights.”

“Ah, yes…! It’s not much, but… can you accept this?”

She took out an old pouch containing silver and copper coins.

Why so burdensomely.

It seemed like the concept of a reward corresponding to a quest.

“I wanted to at least pay for your fare…”

“It’s fine.”

Anyway, the magic tower usage fee to go to the academy had to be paid in gems.

I had already obtained the most important thing, and since I planned to stick to the academy from now on, I didn’t particularly need it.

Was it because of the villain trait?

Leaving the woman who no longer urged behind, I left Evenbaugh and returned to the academy.
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Dormitory Yegudi Green House.

-Then I’ll be going…

-Yeah, good work.

Aria, who had returned after parting with Lev Denec.

She was deep in thought as she let the water stream wet her body.

That was all they had talked about after getting off the horse.

It seemed like they had gone through quite a big event, and it was also the first time she had spent the night with a man she wasn’t close to…

But it was a cleaner farewell than she had thought.

“Lev Denec… an ordinarily good person…?”

There were many questions about his sudden change,

and his actions.

But looking only at the results,

he calmly took down the rag and resolved the dangerous situation,

-Hero, thank you so much for saving me. Thank you.

and in Evenbaugh, he also defeated a demon and saved a civilian.

Judging from his actions towards Liris and his recent life in the academy, it seemed like he was acting according to his own will, not someone’s instigation.

So even though his intentions were unknown, it meant that he was an ordinarily good person and had more abilities than Aria had thought.

But what still stepped on was the past.

Because of what he had done before, even when she tried to think of him favorably, whenever she saw his eyes, she found herself doubting him again.

Was it because they didn’t face each other when riding the horse?

Was it because he was behind her?

For the first time in a really long while, Aria was able to enjoy sleep without terrible nightmares.

She slightly put her hand on her shoulder.

It felt like the warmth of that old blanket was still lingering.
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“…It would have been nice if you had told me you were staying out…”

“Sorry.”

“…I knew it. Staying out would be better than staying in an uncomfortable place like Sellafi House…!”

“No, that’s not it…”

“No! It’s okay… I understand too…!”

I was being scolded.

According to the setting, Lev Denec and I were the same age, but by Yeriel, the dormitory supervisor of Sellafi Black House.

Yesterday, she seemed to have been waiting for me because of dinner.

“I got carried away alone. It’s embarrassing…”

“…”

To be precise, rather than being scolded, it was more painful to see Yeriel, who had always been smiling brightly, falling into self-deprecation in real-time.

Just throw curses or impose demerit points on me frankly!

No, if I get demerit points, it’s a big deal. I’ll get expelled.

“I’ll be more careful next time.”

“No… I guess I’m not qualified to be a dormitory supervisor. I should have noticed first if there was anything uncomfortable for Lev…”

“…I surrender.”

In the end, I had no choice but to apologize and apologize again until she regained her self-esteem.

.

.

.

After barely calming Yeriel down and entering my room, I started planning the next steps.



First, the event that occurs first in Chapter 2 is the Academy Grade Match.

The match-up table will probably be released around tomorrow.

But for me, what comes before that is the duel with Gaelon.

-If you lose, you’ll only be able to live under my feet as long as you’re in the academy.

It was a duel that took place to draw Selena’s attention, but I had to win for the sake of my pride.

Until Caeran appears, he’s Edwin’s rival and a sweet potato character.

‘Hmm…’

In fact, you might think that a fight between archers is just about shooting a lot and dodging well,

but the most certain thing is to shoot quickly.

Isn’t there that? The duels in Western movies.

Back to back, walk three steps, turn around and snipe the enemy.

In the end, the reason why wind archery was so overpowered was because of this.

Revolver fanning? It allows rapid shooting so fast that it’s ridiculous.

But soon I’ll be able to use wind archery too.


Skill Stealing Lv.Ex (Active) (Basic Skill)


› Steal and learn one of the target’s skills.

However, only the lowest level skill can be selected.

› (Can be used once)

› Difficulty to obtain: Somewhat high





This skill I barely obtained.

The groundwork was done.

Of course, the conditions are quite demanding, probably to prevent aiming for high-level cheat skills.

Only the lowest level skill can be acquired.

Generally, the signature skill a character has naturally wouldn’t have the lowest level.

However, the key point is that Selena hasn’t learned wind archery yet.

This is the key.

Just you wait…
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Claris Academy’s fitness center was crowded with students in the early morning and late evening.

This was a naturally occurring phenomenon because there were lectures during weekdays.

-Is that him? Lev Denec?

-Yeah. He shoots terribly.

Perhaps it was because of my impulsive action of picking a fight with Gaelon, a senior,

or perhaps it was the result of him spreading rumors all over the place with his loose mouth.

Passing seniors were ridiculing me from behind.

-How many points does he have?

-I heard he’s not even on the freshman chamber rankings?

-There’s no point in betting.

Like this, I unintentionally became popular from the new semester.

Even if it was fine for lectures since it was with the same year students,

whenever I went to the fitness center or the shooting range, it was like this.

I had started with informal speech without any respect or courtesy to my senior, so there was no way the rumors would be good.

-…

At that moment, a small silence suddenly began to spread among the spectators.

The thing that followed a beat later was… compliments on appearance.

-Who… who is that?

-Is she a freshman?

-She’s pretty…

It was Aria.

She had something to talk to me about, so she came up to the shooting lane.

“I heard you’re having a duel.”

“You’re not allowed to come up to the shooting lane unless you’re practicing.”

“You rented lane 2, and I rented lane 1.”

I looked behind me.

The seniors, especially the guys, were looking at me with various emotions crossing their eyes.

One of those emotions was clearly envy, and it was definitely because of Aria.

I said as I loaded the crossbow bolt.

“If you keep getting involved with me, you’ll also get bad rumors.”

“Well. I just came to return a borrowed item.”

What Aria handed over was a well-folded blanket.

I was going to just throw it away, but I guess I’ll have to use it one more time.

“Put it behind me.”

Saying that, I raised the crossbow and aimed at the target.

“…What are you thinking this time?”

“It’s the result of acting emotionally.”

“It’s reckless. You chose the wrong opponent.”

“Do you also think I’ll lose?”

“Of course…!”

As our eyes met, her gaze shifted downward.

Is she worrying about me…?

Then, Aria seemed like she wanted to say something, but she hesitantly asked.

“Gaelon Sharpti. He doesn’t have a good reputation among the freshmen. Is it related to that?”

“Hmm… I can’t say it’s not.”

“……”

Even in “Reincarnated Academy”, Gaelon was a villain who seduced freshmen and dumped them, a so-called playboy.

Starting from his elf-based appearance, he was handsome, and at this point, he was the vice-chairman of the archery department, so he was seen as a senior with good skills.

In the end, the fact that I ended up in a duel with him was also to raise favorability with Selena, so I couldn’t say it wasn’t related.

Aria made a thoughtful expression with a small hand on her chin.

And what came out after a while was…

“Don’t tell me… it’s related to demons…”

“You’re surprisingly the type to jump to conclusions.”

“…I misspoke.”

Aria, who had slightly turned her head, was embarrassed by the words she had unintentionally blurted out.

Am I some kind of demon hunter who only has eyes for demons…?

Well, that’s quite right.

It’s understandable to misunderstand.

“Anyway, it’s reckless.”

“Why are you worried?”

“…Huh? Well, as a classmate…”

“Yeah, you’re really kind.”

For a moment, I unintentionally let out words at Aria’s fundamental power.

It was natural for her to be kind to everyone.

-…

For a while, we just kept silent without a word.

I continued shooting the crossbow, and Aria… I couldn’t see her expression because she was behind me.

“Really, your actions are… unpredictable…”

Like that, Aria left without even using the shooting lane she had rented.
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Selena Windforce.

It was none other than her who used the shooting practice room as much as the graduating class.

She had already spent over 6 hours today alone.

If she was in the lounge or cafeteria, Gaelon would come and flirt with her.

-Hey, Lena!

He arbitrarily called her by a nickname.

-Haha, still no word from Sylph? No news yet?

-If anything, I’ll take responsibility for you. Don’t worry about the future?

He teased her about wind archery even though he knew everything.

However, since the Sharpti family had taken care of Selena, a half-elf, since she was young, it wasn’t right for her to completely ignore him.

In short, it was annoying.

In the end, if she only stayed in her room to avoid him, she would feel restless,

so after the day’s lectures ended, she would devote all her time to practicing in her single room, becoming more and more of a practice maniac.

One fortunate thing was that drawing the bowstring was as natural as breathing for her and, above all, it was what she loved to do.

However, even though she loved it so much, Selena was gradually realizing that there was a section she couldn’t reach with effort alone,

in other words, that archers also had a ‘wall’ just like magicians.

Even she, who always took care of her mind, was very good at self-objectification, so she couldn’t ignore this fact even more.








 

Awaken Chamber

1st Year Rankings

1 – Aveline Valantes: Trial 1 (00 minutes 25 seconds)

2 – Melissa de Prominence: Trial 1 (00 minutes 41 seconds)

3 – Caeran Hiss: Trial 1 (00 minutes 58 seconds)

4 – Andre Svennia: Trial 1 (01 minutes 21 seconds)

5 – Raymond Toledo: Trial 1 (10 minutes 30 seconds)

6 – Lily Forget: Trial 1 (10 minutes 52 seconds)

7 – Anonymous: Trial 1 (6 hours 34 minutes 01 seconds)

(Below vacant)

.

.

.






As the semester began, more students started challenging the Evolution Chamber.

The top and second-ranked archers of the archery department hadn’t cleared the chamber yet,

but Selena couldn’t even pass Trial 1, let alone be ranked.

Her arrows hit the target without fail,

but in the end, she couldn’t deal significant damage.

And that difference could clearly be attributed to wind archery.

And when this impatient feeling was gradually consuming her,

there was a man who had been catching her eye these days.

Lev Denec.

Gray hair, uncommon black eyes.

With an expression that seemed bothersome and a slightly unpleasant feeling just by looking at his face,

but for some reason, he was attending the shooting practice room as diligently as Selena.

He picked up the crossbow as if a child was doing homework.

It didn’t seem like he felt a great sense of reward from that action.

Strangely, he was feeling pure joy.

-Is that him? The crossbow maniac?

-What, he’s nothing special.

-Just a bluff.

Despite the very low evaluation of him, he kept shooting the bow without caring.

‘…’

His posture was more set than before, which was at least commendable.

‘Relax a bit more… Slowly.’

Suddenly, Selena realized that she was paying attention to him.

No? Not only was she paying attention, but she was thinking about correcting his posture.

It seemed like if she just taught him a little, he could do better.

Selena recalled the moment when she first held a bow.

How did it feel?

She wanted to prove herself when she was teased for being a half-blood,

and she vaguely heard the adults in the village saying she had the talent of a genius behind her back…

She wanted to become stronger,

and yet she lamented herself for not being able to communicate with the spirits.

It was vague and vague.

It was too long ago to recall the initial intention, a past stained with scars.

-Thwack!!!

At that moment, the crossbow bolt he shot flew swiftly and struck the center axis.

“…It’s gotten better.”

Although it was difficult to say it was completely in the center of the circle, this was also an improvement compared to before.

Of course, if I were to be coldly honest, his skills were far from being able to beat Gaelon,

and it was difficult to even be considered average compared to the general archers of Claris Academy.

However, his growth rate could be said to be remarkable.

No matter how fast a beginner’s skills improved, the distance of the shooting lanes in the Claris shooting range was burdensome for the general public.

How much practice would it take to reach this level with the talent of a magician?

At least, it would be difficult to do it in parallel.

Selena’s gaze kept going to him.

Perhaps… like how he passed the test, he might have talent as an archer.

Thinking like that, the words he had proposed suddenly came to mind.

-It’s okay. You can teach me.

-Wind archery.

It doesn’t make sense.

Wind archery is the exclusive property of elves.

That’s why Selena shook her head.

However…

Perhaps because they were two people who couldn’t use either the family’s blessing or wind archery, she felt even more of a sense of unity.

“Ha……”

-That’s not how you shoot it.

-You should relax your strength a bit.

-Keep your eyes focused on the target until the end…

‘How did he pass the test like that…?’

Selena was itching to give advice in real-time.
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-Ching!



📜 Status 📜





› Strength: 2.3 -> 2.5 (new)

› Agility: 1.95 -> 2 (new)

› Magic Power: 1.45

› Mana: 1.7

› Mental Strength: 1.7 -> 1.8 (new)

› Affinity: 1.45

› Luck: 3.0

› Specialization

Circle Magic(1)

Crossbow – Proficiency(5)





Even with the fitness center buff, it became difficult to raise the values as my stats exceeded 2.0.

As expected, I need to raid instance dungeons to level up explosively.

But dungeons have long courses and many traps.

Moreover, the difficulty is not solo play but party play.

Anyway, from the end of the 1st semester, I’ll be going to real dungeons until I’m sick of it, so let’s endure it a bit.

The reason I keep doing this grind is only one.

It has meaning in raising my stats, but the core is to draw Selena’s attention.

I had already dropped four points of interest to her.



The first is that I ended up winning against her in the selection test.

The second is that I’m having a duel with Gaelon.

The third is that I know the solution to wind archery.

The biggest fourth is that I’m inducing the touch of a veteran as if I’m a newbie.

It’s already the 3rd day.

Without even giving her a glance, I’ve been maintaining this awkward flow.

I think it’s about time.

For now, today, she came down to the public shooting lane from the single room she always used, perhaps to observe me.

‘It’s an opportunity… an opportunity.’

-Swish!

I deliberately shot the arrow while maintaining a tense form.

Just clumsy enough to make her want to correct it by about 2% or so.

‘Can you endure this?’

In her personality, there is a flawless and altruistic heart, so it’s easy to use this.

Gaelon, who is dueling with me, has a vulgar desire to make Selena submit with the power of his family and make her his concubine, so there’s no way he has high favorability with her.

But if someone like me, who can’t even handle a bow properly, let alone wind archery, says I’m going to duel him?

She can’t stand it…

From Selena’s point of view, at least sympathy will arise.

How many shots did I shoot like that?

Surprisingly, the interval between Selena’s shots gradually increased…

In the end, she sighed heavily and approached me.

“That’s not how you shoot a bow.”

Finally…

“At this rate, you’ll only be humiliated by Gaelon.”

The long-awaited advice time had come.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Proficiency work in “Reincarnated Hero” in-game wasn’t a very enjoyable thing.

Of course, there were people who would raise all the proficiency they could fill in that section, learn all the skills, and stock up on equipment and consumables before moving on to the next stage,

I wasn’t to that extent, but I agreed with the proficiency part.

It’s not a waste of time, and if you do a moderate amount of grinding, you can play in the optimal state.

If you hastily proceed and end up with a game over, it takes even more time.

Therefore, one of my play styles was to put effort into proficiency work.

And that belief was now changing.

‘Proficiency work is just shit’

.

.

.

“Tilt your head back a little more.”

“Tuck in your chin.”

“Control the strength of your ring finger well.”

At some point, the elf archer Selena was giving me advice casually.

Looking at this, it seemed like some internal intimacy had been formed, but…

Anyway, I was experiencing firsthand how convenient it was to just press buttons on the keyboard in the game.

My fingers started to ache dully,

and when my arms lost all sensation and became like a balloon doll,

I had truly reached my limit.

“That’s… it… for me.”

Those were the words of someone who invested everything in luck, not strength.

As I sat down like that and quietly caught my breath, Selena approached me with a small sigh.

“There’s no need to be discouraged. You’ve grown a bit.”

“No, that’s not it… Phew.”

I wasn’t discouraged.

I was just really tired to death.

Even though I had a crossbow and didn’t have to pull the bowstring, just maintaining the posture was enough.

I had heard that strength was also important for archers, but I didn’t expect it to be to this extent.

Nevertheless, Gaelon, who says it’s undignified and has no talent for close combat, seemed really stupid.

-Ching!



⚙ System Notification ⚙





› Crossbow Proficiency (5)

› Exp: 45/100





Her words that I had grown… were accurate.

I had filled the proficiency up to 45.

According to the setting of “Reincarnated Hero”, proficiency above level 5 couldn’t be raised through simple grinding.

To prevent repetitive grinding through macros, from level 5 onwards, you had to receive education from real dungeon or professional skill instructors.



📜 Character Information 📜





 Selena Windforce

› Average Status
2.4

› Specialization
Bow Mastery (7)

› Unique Trait
Composure (Lv.3) (Detailed information unavailable)





In that sense, Selena was much superior to me in terms of the bow, so she was qualified to teach me.

Just looking at her with Demon’s Eye,

she had the same mastery as Gaelon, level 7.

The proficiency required to learn wind archery was 6.

It was thanks to luck that it rose additionally and filled up to that point, otherwise I would have had to spend a hellish week.

So I had to suck up as much as possible while she was here.

If I fill half today and fill half again tomorrow? It would be a two-day cut.

“Let’s go again.”

“…It will be too much.”

Perhaps she didn’t expect me to burn with such determination, Selena had a slightly surprised expression.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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“I’m gonna die…”

Did I overdo it too much at the end?

Selena knew my body better than I did.

I should have stopped when she said it was too much.

The training became even closer to real combat, and now I had to even have mock battles with her.

The practice arrows had no tips and were blunt, and there was protective gear, so there was no risk of serious injury,

but as they say, a drizzle soaks your clothes, and my body was complaining of pain all over.

If Aria hadn’t come to heal me in the middle, I would have been beaten until I became a hedgehog.

“My body aches all over…”

In the end, it was past midnight again when I headed to the dormitory.

After staying out overnight, when it seemed like I would be late to the dormitory for personal reasons, we agreed to notify each other through a messenger.

This way of communication,

was more of a duty as a dormitory supervisor than Yeriel’s interest in me.

No matter how third-rate I was, I was still a student of Claris,

and she was also the dormitory supervisor of a dormitory, even though I was the only resident.

In other words, let’s separate work and personal life.

-Creak…

But I was able to see Yeriel in the dormitory lobby, who I thought would naturally be sleeping.

“You’re here…”

Yeriel got up from the rocking chair with a small yawn.

Unless a freshman was coming in the early dawn,

I had no choice but to think that she was waiting for me.

“Lev, can you sit here for a moment…?”

She invited me to sit on the sofa opposite her seat.

Could it be that she heard about the duel…?

Yeriel handed me a cup of fragrant tea and carefully asked.

“I heard the news. You’re having a duel this weekend, right…?”

It really was about the duel.

“Yeah.”

“Are you… not scared?”

An unexpected question came in.

Not why I ended up in a duel, or if I don’t regret such actions, but simply if I’m not scared.

“It’s not a demon, why would I be scared.”

“I see. But the opponent is a senior, and the vice-chairman of the archery department… It’s too dangerous.”

Yeriel’s concern was a concern filled with sincerity.

She seemed to have a rough idea of how Gaelon would approach the duel.

Since she was also a 2nd year student who had advanced due to her skills and was an outstanding student, she would have a rough estimate.

“It won’t end easily. If you surrender now…”

“I’m sorry, but I don’t intend to lose either.”

“Huh…?”

I knew well why she was worried about me.

First, her good deeds don’t particularly discriminate against the target. That’s why.

The second reason was that I had many demerit points.

In this academy that values meritocracy, the responsibility for duels between students falls solely on the individuals.

In short, when trouble occurs, the responsibility is only determined by the outcome of the duel,

so the actions of both sides that became the background of the duel could also be recorded as demerit points for the losing side.

To put it simply, I had 49 demerit points, and if I lost the duel, it was correct to consider it as an unconditional expulsion.

That was probably the reason for her concern as well.

The duty as a dormitory supervisor.

She would be reluctant to send off her first dormitory student like this.

I had no choice but to raise my voice like a third-rate character.

“Only the individual can bear the responsibility. Isn’t this the academy’s pledge regarding duels?”

“…”

Even though it’s cringey, it’s true.

“Rather than worrying about my business, Yeriel, I wish you would focus on what you need to do.”

“Huh…? Okay…?”

“The midterm exams are coming up soon.”

“Ah, that’s right…”

“And according to the customs of Claris Academy, you’ll soon have to take the lead of a party as an Elder.”

“Right.”

Yeriel nodded her head in agreement with my words.

There was a reason for everything I drew the line for.

She, a 2nd year student, would soon have her first meeting with Edwin as the Elder of a party in the upcoming dungeon practice episode.

And if things went according to the original story, even though she was an elemental magician, Yeriel would succeed in manifesting and communicating with spirits.

In Chapter 2, Edwin would open his eyes to elemental attacks, and Yeriel would regain her self-esteem, serving as a stepping stone for growth.

However, her elemental magic was harmony magic, so it required a high level of concentration and time.

In terms of rearranging mana, there were originally many combinations to be made, so if she allocated time to someone like me, she might fail to communicate with the spirits.

Moreover, it would also be a key factor in achieving the wind archery I was currently pursuing.

So for my sake as well, Yeriel had to succeed in communicating with the spirits.

In the end, I drove the point home.

“You’ll have a lot to do too, so there’s no need to feel sympathetic towards me. I prefer it that way too.”

“That, it’s not just sympathy…! I was just worried because getting hurt is dangerous. I’ll apologize if I offended you…”

Is she an angel?

Even though I reproached her like a third-rate villain, she apologized instead.

“I’m sorry for meddling arbitrarily. But, right now, I feel like Lev will win… So can I cheer for you?”

“Do as you please, I’m tired.”

“…!”

-Ching!


Life Achievement


Third-rate push-and-pull! : Earned 10 Supporting Role Points





Leaving behind her lost gaze and the tactless status window, I headed to the 2nd floor.

I also didn’t feel comfortable, but what she needed to focus on right now was Edwin.

Unlike Aria and Selena who grew stronger with me,

Yeriel was in the position of the main wife among the main heroines, so she became stronger through interaction with Edwin.

The reason why her role rapidly diminished and she fell in “Reincarnated Academy” was because she wavered between Caeran and Edwin.

I couldn’t bear to see that sight again.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

The next day, Claris Academy shooting practice room.

Just 12 hours before the duel,

I was finally able to acquire crossbow proficiency level 6.

It was possible because Aria, who came to check on me from time to time, cast a fatigue recovery spell on me, turning me into a perpetual motion machine,

and because I cheated the proficiency work with the power of the luck trait.

‘I absolutely can’t do this again, ever.’

And my mentor, Selena, was as flawless as her skin and hair even today.

She coldly said one thing.

“This much is… commendable.”

“…!”

Instead of answering, I exclaimed in my mind.

The crossbow bolts were only stuck around the center in the shooting lane in front of me.

Selena had ground me. Like crazy.

And the minimum value to satisfy her seemed to be proficiency level 6.

Proficiency level 5 and 6, 6 and 7.

On the surface, it was only a difference of one level, but an enormous amount of time and effort was condensed between them.

“Get plenty of rest. Resting is also training.”

“I was planning to do that even if you didn’t tell me.”

We had become quite close.

No, at least I felt that way.

During that time, we only shot, corrected, shot, and corrected without any other small talk,

but isn’t there something like camaraderie or a shared feeling between a mentor and a disciple?

-……

Another awkward silence circulated.

It was time to wrap things up now.

Today’s training ended here.

It was then.

“…Tomorrow.”

Those two letters from Selena contained many meanings.

You worked hard to come this far.

You did your best, and you progressed more than expected.

However, you won’t be able to defeat Gaelon.

I feel sorry about that part.

It would be roughly summarized like this.



Perhaps because she foresaw that the result wouldn’t be good anyway, she didn’t seem to continue her words.

I smiled frankly and threw a joke at Selena.

“In the end, I couldn’t learn wind archery.”

At those words, she smiled for a fleeting moment without making a sound.

“Actually, I haven’t learned wind archery either.”

“I see.”

It was information I already knew, but I answered indifferently.

The fact that she hadn’t learned wind archery was a secret for Selena until the 1st semester.

It was an expression of her opening up in her own way, but she probably didn’t expect me to react so naturally, as her expression had already changed to something subtle.

“Still.”

“…?”

At this timing, I naturally reached out my hand towards her.

“Thank you. You worked hard.”

On the surface, it was a gesture of offering a handshake.



📜 Skill Information 📜





› Abyss’ Curse Dispelling Method Lv.Ex (Active) (Ultimate Skill)

 Consumes all mana to dispel curses up to level 8.

› (Can be used once)

› Exp: (0/0)

› Difficulty to obtain: High





And internally, it was… physical contact for dispelling the curse.

Dispelling a curse is a task that takes time and preparation even if you know the method.

However, through the Gamer skill, I can do it just by touching hands.

Instead, such interactive skills can’t be used with one-sided contact, so I chose a handshake.

-……

I waited for her action while calming my pounding heart.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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When she first glimpsed his shooting skills, they were nothing more than a beginner’s.

It was exactly the level of skill one would expect from a mage aspiring to be a ranger.

Selena’s judgment was accurate.

However, Lev Denec began to put in more effort than anticipated.

Even when professors would occasionally visit to assess the students’ talents and potential,

-Whoosh!

He paid no attention to them, didn’t bother with flattery, and simply focused on practicing.

As days turned into nights,

There were days he would drag his exhausted body to practice even at late hours.

By the time Selena started paying attention to Lev, his growth was more remarkable than she had thought.

It was no longer the form of a ranger that could be achieved simply through practice.

Perhaps a slight exaggeration, but it was the sense of a marksman who had actually aimed at a living target and felt the thrill of the kill.

She was realizing that he was someone who wouldn’t feel out of place running alongside her towards the same goal.

As she observed his progress, Selena was able to confront herself once again.

His relentless practice, despite starting at the lowest position among the ranger ranks, was commendable, leaving his past deeds behind.

That’s why she wanted to help him even more.

So that he could move forward without crumbling against the wall of talent, just like she once did.

At first, she only intended to correct his posture.

‘I’m sure that’s how it was…’

-Whoosh!

The crossbow, which everyone had mocked, his weapon that was deemed lacking in both individuality and power,

Now launched bolts as if it had become an extension of himself. He had reached a point where anyone would recognize him as a true archer.

Even she, who couldn’t use wind archery,

Her past, where she had to swallow the words that called her “half-baked”…

-Clench…

Selena unknowingly tightened her grip.

Lev Denec.

He was the first to extend his hand.

It was probably a handshake, a part of human culture.

Although she was quite conservative when it came to the opposite sex,

He was destined to be expelled if he lost the duel.

Perhaps it would be their last encounter.

Wouldn’t it be okay to have this kind of closure with him, considering their complicated relationship?

As if reaching out to her past self,

In the end, Selena took Lev’s hand in hers.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

-Click.

As I held Selena’s hand, a status window appeared.



 [Entering an interaction state with ‘Selena Windforce’] 







 The following skill is available

› Skill Steal

› Abyssal Healing





‘Skill Steal.’



⚙️ System Notification ⚙️





[Skill Steal]

[Selena Windforce]

▶Selectable Skills

–Absolute Vision Lv.1





.

.

.

Through ‘Skill Steal,’ I was able to peek at the ranger skills that Selena possessed.

‘Wind Archery…’

Among them, the ‘Wind Archery’ I was looking for was, as expected, in the unselectable skills.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





▶Unselectable Skills

[Archer’s Sense] [Lv.2]

[Chain Shot] [Lv.3

[Rapid Fire] [Lv.4]

[Composure] [Lv.2]

[Quick Shot] [Lv.3]

[Curved Shot] [Lv.4]

[Insight] [Lv.3]

.
.
.

[Wind Archery] [Lv.0] (Passive) (Basic Skill)

: Allows the user to wield the archery of the elves by contracting with the wind spirit.

(*This skill is currently deactivated due to the Shaftie family curse)

Acquisition Difficulty: (Blank)





‘As expected.’

‘Wind Archery’ was stuck at level 0 due to the Shaftie curse.

Other elves would normally start at level 1 as soon as they met the wind spirit.

Even though she was the third main heroine in ‘Reincarnation Hero,’ the author of ‘Reincarnation Academy’ prevented her from using ‘Wind Archery’ until chapter 3.

Kaelan in chapters 1 and 2 wasn’t interested in Selena, who was an ordinary archer, so her presence remained faint until the later stages.

‘…Thinking about it makes me mad.’

Anyway, this situation was actually beneficial to me.



📜 Skill Information 📜





 ▶[Skill Steal] [Lv.Ex] (Active) (Basic Skill)

 : Steals and learns one of the target’s skills.However, you can only choose the lowest level skill among the target’s skills.

(Usable once)

Acquisition Difficulty: Somewhat High





The condition for ‘Skill Steal’ was that it could only target skills lower than any of my own, so at the moment, I could only steal ‘Absolute Vision’ at level 1.

Moreover, it didn’t even allow duplicate levels.

So it was essentially an unusable skill.

However, if I lifted the deactivation on ‘Wind Archery,’ Ihe could exploit the system and obtain 

the level 0 ‘Wind Archery’.

Specifically from Selena.

As if to prove this point, there wasn’t even an acquisition difficulty set for it.

It would be a jackpot if I succeeded.

I calmed my excited nerves and focused.

Then, as I used ‘Abyssal Healing,’ which I had registered in my skill window beforehand,

-Whoosh.

All the mana in my body drained instantly and transferred to Selena.

This decision would have the most significant impact of any choice I’ve made so far.

It was because she, a perfect archer except for ‘Wind Archery,’ would be able to use it.

-Ding!





[Curse successfully lifted: Shaftie family curse]





Is it done?

It was truly nothing special.

In terms of the game, it was just removing a debuff that was on her status.

This is the beauty of the classic.

At that moment, Selena spoke, slightly uncomfortable.

“How long are you going to hold on?”

“…”

“Is a human handshake this long?”

There was a trace of confusion in Selena’s otherwise steady expression.

She tried to pull her hand away.

I didn’t let go.

“…?”

-Squeeze!

Because I had to use the next skill, ‘Skill Steal.’

-Cha-ching!

With this, the skills available for me to choose from her were rearranged.



⚙️ System Notification ⚙️





[Selena Windforce]

▶Selectable Skills

–Wind Archery Lv.0





‘Yes!’

The four words that caught my eye.

‘Wind Archery,’

And it was selectable.

I mentally cheered and chose ‘Wind Archery.’



⚙️ System Notification ⚙️





[Skill acquired!]

[Wind Archery]

*Skill can be registered upon contracting with the Wind Spirit.





A skill exclusive to elves,

It was as if I had obtained a hidden skill.

The game would become much easier now.

How could they possibly counter the theoretically possible combination of Stealth + Wind Archery?

As I gradually released my grip, Selena shook off my hand.

“Any further contact is unnecessary.”

“Ah, sorry. I was just so happy.”

“…?”

Then, calming my elated heart, I gathered my belongings.

I had a new task to do.

This level of ‘Wind Archery’ wasn’t enough for me.

Selena’s expression held a hint of puzzlement, as if she was thinking, ‘What was that?’

“Congratulations.”

“What…?”

“You’ll have good news.”

Leaving her in a state of confusion,

I quickly exited the archery range.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

Selena was left alone in the practice room.

After Lev left, she looked at her hand.

“…”

As the heat from their touch subsided, a gentle breeze seemed to blow, cooling her hand.

This was probably the first time Selena had held a man’s hand.

Handshakes were a human tradition, and there was no reason for her to engage in such behavior, except for a few elves who interacted with humans.

Even Gailon knew that Selena intensely disliked physical contact and tried not to touch her unnecessarily.

“Why?”

But her handshake with him somehow…

Ultimately, it wasn’t too bad.

If it had been unpleasant, she would have pulled away immediately, but during their handshake, she felt an unexplainable tingling sensation, as if something that had been suppressed was being released.

Lost in this mysterious feeling,

-Ah, sorry. I was just so happy.

-Congratulations.

-You’ll have good news.

He left, muttering incomprehensible words.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

The word that stuck with Selena the most was ‘happy.’

Happy? About what?

Happy to shake hands with her?

Selena, who had no interest in anything but archery, started to feel confused.

However, in times like this, she preferred to cool her head.

“Calm down.”

Closing her eyes and thinking, it seemed like she could summarize the situation in one sentence.

‘Lev Denec…’

And she calmly recited that sentence as if reading a poem.

‘Lev Denec has feelings for me.’

With his personality that attracted trouble, the joy he felt must have been due to external stimuli or another person.

Therefore, he was happy to shake hands with ‘Selena.’

Of course, from this perspective alone, one could think he was happy to have ‘Selena help him with his training.’

But there was a decisive clue.

Humans tend to leave a situation when they can’t hide their feelings.

It was one of the selfish human behaviors she had observed since she was young.

Lev Denec also swiftly disappeared.

Considering the current situation, his intentions weren’t necessarily bad.

In short, it was reasonable to see it as an act stemming from embarrassment.

“…Sigh.”

Selena sighed softly, having thought this far.

She was genuinely impressed by Lev Denec actions.

However, Selena had no interest in human relationships,

And most importantly, he was someone who might leave soon.

It wasn’t a situation she could seriously consider.

‘Still, I should go see the duel tomorrow…’

-Thud!

At that moment, she heard something fall in the distance.

When Selena turned towards the sound, there was no one in sight.

It was past midnight, so the students had all gone back.

And what had fallen was…

A potion, quite popular among students and often out of stock, known to be good for fatigue recovery.

“Consider it repaid.”

Selena murmured the note scribbled on the corner of the potion and gathered her belongings, heading back to the dormitory.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

At the Raphae dormitory of Clarice Academy,

Aria, who had returned to her room like Selena, sat on her bed, hugging a pillow.

It was a day when her favorite pudding was available for takeout.

She had bought it to eat after her practice, but she hadn’t even opened the package.

She had witnessed it.

The blossoming relationship between Lev Denec and Selena.

Of course, she knew they were training together.

She felt obligated to keep an eye on him, so she occasionally went to check if there were any problems and cast recovery magic on him.

Fortunately, she didn’t sense the black magic that had been the source of her suspicion.

He was genuinely training, and training some more.

However, when he finally clasped hands with Selena,

His mana fluctuated.

It wasn’t black magic, nor had he cast any spell…

Therefore, there was only one explanation.

All his mana was momentarily disrupted due to emotional reasons.

If a mage couldn’t concentrate, their mana became unstable, leading to spell failures.

Aria had witnessed this many times from Melissa.

In conclusion, Lev Denec was once again flustered enough by Selena to lose all his mana while trying to do something.

“Were you that happy…?”

For some reason, Aria’s tone had become businesslike.

They had bumped shoulders in the swaying carriage in Ebenbahu,

Their fingers had brushed while he handed her a recovery potion,

‘I was going to repay him for that potion…!’

And there had been unintentional physical contact under the blanket.

He hadn’t shown any mana fluctuations while healing her, even though it took quite a while.

-Bury…

Aria buried her beautiful face in the pillow.

She felt like she had lost something.

Aria hadn’t yet defined her feelings for Lev Denec.

However, her assessment of Selena was clear.

As an elf, she was beautiful, tall, and had a great figure…

‘She was indeed stunning…’

Sadly, as a commoner, Aria had never given much thought to her own appearance.

Even though many nobles might have envied her exceptional beauty…

“Wait a minute…”

Aria lifted her head again.

Her beautiful lavender hair cascaded down like silken threads.

He might be targeting only the popular girls in school.

Think about it.

When his mana fluctuated significantly, it was definitely…

“Lady Yeriel… Lady Selena, and… Lady Melissa also felt it… and…”

These three were indeed beauties.

“Master Edwin…?”

“…”

-…

‘…No, that can’t be right.’

It had been a long night, a night when a chain of misunderstandings almost took root.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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“Haaaam…!”

Yeriel, the head resident of Seraphi Black Dormitory, was alone in her room,

engrossed in her research on elemental magic.

Even though she had been hailed as a genius among the second-year students of Clarice Academy elemental magic, 

which required mastery over all four elements.

was far more challenging than general magic that focused on specializing in a single attribute.

Since the symbols, artifacts, incantations, and mana flow varied for each element, achieving harmony in elemental magic was no easy feat.

Thankfully, today she had received a lot of guidance from the master of elemental magic, Chief Professor Limentra, and was starting to see a glimmer of hope.

“He said I need to be able to communicate with spirits to succeed…”

Each of the four basic elements had a corresponding spirit.

Although Yeriel wasn’t a spirit summoner who fought using spirits,

she needed to reach the level where she could at least summon and communicate with spirits to reach a higher level of elemental magic.

Therefore, her current goal was to summon a high-ranking spirit, connect with it and gain enlightenment.

“Oh, I should have borrowed that book…”

She slightly regretted not stopping by the library today.

And the reason she was so engrossed in magic research was none other than Lev Denec.

Yeriel genuinely wanted to get along with him.

Although she hadn’t met him personally and, to be precise, only heard negative rumors about him

those things didn’t matter.

What mattered was that he was a member of Seraphi Black Dormitory.

“I was just worried about him…”

Her words to him had been out of pure concern, but he retorted by telling her to mind her own business.

-Instead of worrying about my affairs, Yeriel, I’d appreciate it if you focused on what you need to do.

“He didn’t have to be so harsh…”

But he had a point.

Setting aside the midterms,

leading the Elder’s freshman party…

was an event that all Clarice Academy students were obligated to participate in,

meant to strengthen the bond between seniors and freshmen.

As a senior, she had to lead the party by example,

and Yeriel, with her low self-esteem, had been anxious about this event for a while now.

This practical training took place in an actual dungeon to cultivate the freshmen’s real-world combat sense.

Of course, they would only be tackling dungeons with significantly lowered difficulty, but

nerves could lead to mistakes.

And minimizing those mistakes required immense practice.

Therefore, it was only right for her to start preparing diligently.

“But how did he know my schedule…?”

Yeriel was a second-year student.

Lev was a freshman.

Even though they were the same age, the time they had entered the academy was quite different.

Yet, he spoke as if he knew exactly what Yeriel had to do, specifically pointing it out.

“Was he actually concerned about me…?”

Judging by his tone, his words could have come across as offensive to someone who didn’t know the context

But thinking back now, she couldn’t shake the feeling that he was actually worried about her.

In the end, he was implying that she shouldn’t neglect her important tasks by worrying about him.

She couldn’t help but understand his point.

“If he received penalty points because of this… that’s quite unfair…”

He was an intriguing individual.

He would head straight to training after class, surprisingly disciplined in his self-management.

And even though he seemed to have no close friends,

several female students seemed interested in him…

‘Is it because he’s a bad boy…?’

That cute girl, Aria, from the other day, for example.

“He’s a really fascinating person…”

But based on Yeriel’s judgment, Lev Denec was definitely not a bad person.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

When I arrived at the Black Dormitory,

Yeriel, looking somewhat exhausted from her late-night magical studies, was brewing tea.

Upon seeing me, she smiled as if yesterday’s incident hadn’t bothered her at all.

“You’re here? Were you at the archery range again today?”

“Here.”

I replied briefly and handed her the book.

It was a book on elemental theory that I had borrowed from the library.

In the game, out of numerous books, this was the only one that had an interaction with elemental magic skill proficiency.

It would probably be helpful.

“Oh! This… how…? Thank you! I was planning to borrow it tomorrow…”

She couldn’t hide her surprise and joy, confirming that she really needed it.

“Oh, wait!”

Yeriel set the book aside for a moment and started fiddling with the ends of her hair.

“Do you have something to say?”

At my question, she hesitated before speaking.

“It’s tomorrow… isn’t it?”

“The duel? Since it’s past midnight, it’s today.”

“Then… can I come to cheer for you…?”

“My reputation at school isn’t exactly stellar. You won’t be looked upon favorably if you come.”

“I don’t care about that! I just want to support you, Lev.”

Unlike yesterday, Yeriel’s words today were filled with conviction.

I got straight to the point.

“Then let’s do this.”

“?”

“If you succeed in communicating with a spirit, come see me.”

“Huh…?”

“I have a feeling that if you succeed, I might win too.”

Yeriel appeared confused, uncertain about the link.

But soon, her golden eyes sparkled with a newfound determination.

“Okay! So you’re telling me not to give up either, right? Then… you can’t lose either. I’m asking this of you as your head resident… and as your housemate…”

With a bashful smile, Yeriel picked up the heavy book with a grunt and retreated back to her room.

‘Housemate…’

Leaving aside her choice of words.

Yeriel’s successful summoning of a high-ranking spirit happened during the dungeon practice, after encountering Edwin and facing a giant monster.

So, no matter how hard she tried, it would be impossible for her to achieve it within the remaining 10 hours before the duel.

But for me, this was enough.

I left the dormitory again.

Dawn was approaching, and the atmosphere was slightly brighter than the pitch-black night.

-Rustle…

Perhaps because Yeriel was attempting to connect with a spirit,

lower and mid-ranking wind spirits gradually came into my view.

Although I didn’t have the spirit perception trait, having learned Wind Archery I could identify them.

Sylphids, the lowest-ranking spirits, appeared as ethereal orbs of light,

while Sylphs, the mid-ranking spirits, which were rarely seen, had faint wings and more defined forms.

Both shared the characteristic of being unable to communicate verbally.

-Flutter.

As they flitted around me, status windows began to pop up.

-Ding!



⚙️ System Notification ⚙️





[A Sylph wishes to form a contract with you]

› Would you like to accept?

Accepting the contract will allow you to use Wind Archery





“Oh…”

If I accepted the contract here, I would gain Wind Archery. 

It was an essential skill to defeat Gailon.

But I flatly refused.

“No, I won’t.”

The spirits, as if throwing a tantrum, blew wind at me before disappearing.

My reason for refusing was simple.

I needed to find the strongest spirit.





[Wind Archery]

*Skill can be registered upon contracting with a Wind Spirit.





In the game, ‘Wind Archery’ was automatically contracted for all elves.

However, perhaps because I wasn’t an elf, I had to form the contract myself.

The crucial point was that the tooltip only stated contracting with ‘a Wind Spirit’. 

It didn’t specifically mention a ‘Sylph’.

According to the lore of ‘Reincarnation Hero’, the spirits were ranked as follows:


📜Ranked List📜


› Lowest-ranking – Sylphid

› Mid-ranking – Sylph

› Intermediate-ranking – Sylaphe

› High-ranking – Syllairon, Jinn

› Highest-ranking – Syllestine





In other words, a Sylph was a mid-ranking spirit.

Forming a contract with a mid-ranking spirit for Wind Archery?

Well, it might be fine for elves who were born with it and grew alongside their spirits.

But I had absolutely no skills related to spirit manipulation.

In short, 

‘It’s like being born with a silver spoon.’

It wouldn’t be a loss to contract with at least an intermediate-ranking spirit.

That’s why I had used Yeriel.

I started racking my brain, recalling the details of ‘Reincarnation Academy’.

There was definitely a part where wind spirits showed interest in Yeriel, the natural-born elemental mage.

They were probably drawn to her inherent potential, but

by exploiting this, I could also come into contact with a high-ranking spirit.

Therefore, now was the perfect opportunity, as she was on the verge of awakening.

So I had to find a spirit worthy of this once-in-a-lifetime contract. 

As I was about to leave the dormitory grounds,

I heard a sound from behind a tree.

-Giggle!

-Heehee!

“!!”

It was the sound of playful voices, their speech relatively clear, suggesting they were at least mid to high-ranking spirits.

I immediately dashed towards the source of the sound.

.

.

.

“Huh…?”

After running for a while,

I arrived at…

Lake Demen, the place where I had defeated Naga and prevented the Water Dragon’s resurrection.

-Chirp…



The sounds of crickets, water,

and the merging of dawn and night created a breathtaking spectacle at the lake.

But I had no time to admire the scenery.

Because in the center of the lake, floating on the surface…

“Jackpot.”

An ethereal sky-blue figure,

a silvery pegasus with multiple horns and wings… 

It was Ariel, the King of Wind Spirits.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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📜 Character Information 📜





[Ariel, the King of Wind Spirits]

 Holy Knight Aveline Valantes

› [Status Average]
: ???

› [Specialization]
Wind

› [Unique Traits]

 Spirit King (Lv.??) (Details unavailable)
Minerva (Lv.??) (Details unavailable)





Even low-ranking spirits were rare in ‘Reincarnation Hero’, let alone a Spirit King.









Ranked List

 Pheonix
the King of Fire Spirits

 Naiad
the King of Water Spirits

 Oread
the King of Earth Spirits

Ariel
the King of Wind Spirits





They were thought to exist only in lore, rarely seen and only briefly encountered at crucial plot points.

They weren’t playable characters, and even spirit summoners couldn’t control them.

Spirit Kings were nature itself.

-Rustle

Ariel, who had taken the form of a pegasus, transformed into a boy.

His surroundings shimmered as if sprinkled with emerald dust, and his white eyebrows gave him a mystical aura.

Without opening his mouth, he asked,







[Can you see me?]
His voice was surprisingly devoid of playfulness, echoing hollowly.

I hesitated for a moment, unsure how to respond. Since I was the one needing to request a contract, I had no choice but to be polite.

“Yes, I can.”


 
 

 [I see that Naiad is invisible to you.] 
Due to my affinity with wind spirits for the Wind Archery contract, I could only perceive spirits of the wind element.

For some reason,



it seemed both the King of Water Spirits and the King of Wind Spirits had appeared together…

What a nonsensical turn of events…

Anyway, Ariel continued to question me.







 [I have personally summoned you.]

“?”

Why? It seemed he had business with me.

Indeed… there was no way Yeriel’s elemental magic could have summoned a Spirit King from the Black Dormitory.

He gazed down at the bottom of the lake, his expression tinged with sadness.







 [I came to check on Naiad’s child, who has been harmed.]



Wait, Naiad was the King of Water Spirits…

And by child… he couldn’t possibly be referring to the Water Dragon, could he?

Come to think of it, each monster had an elemental attribute.

And there was a lore tidbit that the Water Dragon was once Naiad’s pet…

This didn’t feel good at all.







 [I ask you this: are you involved?]



“…”

I had no words, even with ten mouths.

It was I who had prevented the Water Dragon’s resurrection and absorbed its orb…

I wasn’t just involved; I was the culprit.

Whoosh…

Boom! Boom!

When I remained silent, the lake water churned violently, slamming against Ariel’s wind barrier.

He already knew…







 [Answer me.]







[Naiad, the King of Water Spirits, is enraged!]










[Ariel, the King of Wind Spirits, is enraged!]








The wind intensified, and the once tranquil lake water raged, releasing its power.

-Whoooooosh!!

-Boom! Boom! Boom!!!

Think.

Making enemies of two Spirit Kings.

And engaging them in a fight.

Well, if this were the game, the answer would be to alt+F4.

But this was reality.

‘Damn it…’

There was no choice.

I had to try talking my way out.

“I too…”

I took a step closer to them.

-…!

And with an expression that showed I had nothing, absolutely nothing to lose, I blurted out,

“I’m a victim too, dammit!”

Forget about basic courtesy.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Late at night,

in Selena’s room at Yegudi Green Dormitory,

she abruptly woke from a dream, despite being exhausted from training Lev Denec.

The dream was vivid.

The elven forest where she had lived since childhood.

Fireflies, the rustling of leaves, the sound of a flowing stream.

It felt as if she had just been there.

Fragments of her remaining happy memories

intermingled and tickled her heart.

Then, his face, Lev Denec, appeared out of nowhere.

And she woke up.

“Gasp… gasp…?”

At that moment… the wind spirit she had longed for…

entered her embrace.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

“I said I’m a victim.”

-…?

The boy with gray hair and black eyes standing before them spoke casually, cursing and dropping all formalities.

He strongly emanated the aura of Posedaros, the Water Dragon.

He was undoubtedly the perpetrator…







 [What kind of ridiculous nonsense…!]



Naiad, a breathtakingly beautiful woman radiating a vibrant blue light, shrieked.

Of course, Lev couldn’t hear her.

From the moment she laid eyes on him, she found him repulsive and had been unleashing various threats,

but for some reason, he seemed only able to see Ariel, the Wind Spirit King.

While Ariel tried to calm Naiad, the boy continued his explanation.

“Ha… Posedaros was already dead, and the Nagas who sided with the demons were trying to resurrect him. The orb was already tainted with demonic magic.”

The fact that Posedaros had passed away

was something Naiad was aware of.

That’s why she had come to retrieve the orb.

Tainted with demonic magic, she had said.

Both Ariel and Naiad, preoccupied with other matters, hadn’t been able to verify this claim.

“If they had succeeded, what would have happened to the humans studying here? Are they not lives? Are you saying the spirits don’t care if humans are harmed by the demons, as long as they remain neutral? Anyway, I had no choice but to take matters into my own hands.”

He continued,

“And even if it were resurrected, it would just be used as a pawn by the demons. That would be worse than being dead. You wouldn’t want that, would you? Instead of being grateful to me for giving it an honorable death…”







 [How dare you…! Such insolence! Don’t you dare utter Posedaros’s… name…!]



Naiad, enraged, whipped up a wave of water, but the boy’s expression and attitude remained defiant.

-…

Ariel, the calmest of the Spirit Kings, pondered for a moment before countering with a few facts.







 [However, Posedaros’s orb resides within you, as a blessing. What do you have to say about that?]



[-Are you not sullying the Water Dragon’s honor by yielding to your selfish desire for power?]



“That…”

The boy seemed even more frustrated by this accusation.

“That’s even more ridiculous!”

-What?

“What do you think happens when a human is exposed to demonic magic?”

It was a simple question for the Spirit Kings.

“You spirits might be unaffected, but it causes serious problems for us mortals.”

It was indeed strange. If he had absorbed the orb tainted with demonic magic, his body should have shown some adverse effects…







 [Ariel! Don’t listen to him! It’s a lie! There’s no way Posedaros would have been corrupted… It’s just human deception!]



As if acknowledging Naiad, Lev calmly asked,

“Look at my face. Do you have anything else to say?”







 [It’s just… repulsive… I don’t even want to look at you.]



Naiad meant it literally.

Even Ariel sensed that there was something about the boy’s face that made it difficult to feel any sympathy for him.

It wasn’t just his disrespectful and flippant attitude; it felt as if some unseen force was at play.

Neither Spirit King could have known that it was due to Lev Denec’s [Villain] trait.

“Thanks to your negligence, I’ve been cursed. Don’t you feel even a little bit sorry?”

Naiad seemed speechless.

Interfering with a being who wasn’t a spirit summoner or an elf, someone without a specialized affinity for spirits, was a grave matter according to the laws of nature.

If what this boy said was true, and this unknown curse was indeed caused by the Water Dragon… then the Spirit Kings were now responsible for this single human.

Seizing the moment of chaos, Lev made his proposition.

“If you’re so suspicious, just take it. That Water Dragon’s power or whatever.”







 [Do you think it’s that simple…?]



[Naiad, wait.]



“I know. You can’t use magic on a human who hasn’t formed a contract with you.”

Then, he added magnanimously,

“So, I’m offering you a special deal. Let’s form a contract.”







 [This little…!]



-…

This boy, who was neither a spirit summoner nor an elf, was the first being to propose a contract to them. It was unprecedented for both Spirit Kings.

My proposition was simple.

Once I formed a contract with Ariel through Wind Archery, we would be able to influence each other’s bodies.

And this was exactly what Naiad, the King of Water Spirits, desired.



⚙ System Notification ⚙






▶  [Blessing of Posedaros, the Water Dragon] [Lv.1] (Active) (Basic Skill)

 : One of the four elemental traits of the Ancient Dragon.
 Consumes mana upon attacking to inflict additional water damage proportional to the caster’s magic power. Toggleable.

›Exp : (0/200)

›Acquisition Difficulty: Very Difficult





With this, they could probably reconstruct the Water Dragon’s orb.

Of course, it was a little disappointing to give up a high-level skill that I had worked so hard to obtain,

but this was a chance to get rid of the Villain trait and form a contract with a Spirit King.

Even the Sylph’s Wind Archery was overpowered, forcing players to choose elf archers.

Just how powerful would a Spirit King level Wind Archery be? I could only imagine.

.

.

.

A few seconds later,

Ariel closed his eyes, seemingly pondering for a moment. Then, he slowly opened them.

And, surprisingly readily, he spoke.







 [Very well. I will form a contract with you.]





I struggled to suppress a triumphant grin.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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The contract between the human man, Lev Denec, and the Spirit King progressed swiftly.

However, unlike the composed Ariel, Naiad maintained a sullen expression.

Communicating with a Spirit King, let alone forming a contract, was a feat even a seasoned spirit summoner might spend their entire life striving for without guarantee of success. Yet this human acted as if he was on equal footing with them, audacious in his demeanor.

In short, Naiad’s displeasure stemmed from his perceived lack of respect in their power dynamic.

Then, a rather intriguing thought crossed Naiad’s mind, her teeth unconsciously grinding.







 [Should I just rip it out?]



The moment the contract was established, Naiad would gain access to his body. Currently, the Water Dragon’s orb was absorbed throughout his being, functioning as an integral part of him.

But what if she ruthlessly extracted this power from him?

It would be akin to instantly removing a vital organ from a human. This boy, seemingly lacking in magical prowess and generally frail, wouldn’t be able to withstand such an ordeal.







 [Besides, he’s the one who offered it up.]



It was a rather cruel thought for Naiad, a neutral Spirit King, to entertain. 

But for spirits, death was simply a part of nature’s cycle.

She donned a mischievous smile, her face resembling that of a playful child.







 [Shall we begin?]



“Do as you please.”

Lev’s confident demeanor extinguished any lingering guilt Naiad might have harbored.

-Whoosh!

As Naiad raised her arm,

a magic circle etched with intricate patterns materialized on her fingers, hand, and wrist.

The layered inscriptions began to rotate,

-Whir…! Swish.



and in an instant, pierced through Lev’s body.

These magical energies would gather any lingering traces of the Water Dragon within him and begin reconstruction.

-Rustle…

However, in a matter of seconds, the inscription returned to Naiad’s hand.







 [Huh…?]



It was over much faster than she had anticipated, completed in under five seconds. 

“Done already?”

What was even more baffling was that he seemed perfectly fine.







 [He withstood this much extraction…?]



She had definitely intervened; the orb containing the Water Dragon’s essence now rested in her hand. Yet, this boy had yielded the essence of a monstrous being as if it were a detachable part, remaining unscathed.







 [Ariel… what happened?]



Ariel was equally surprised.

This human was unlike any he had encountered.

Even for spirit summoners, perfectly separating and storing the power of a spirit or monster within their body was considered impossible…

The King of Wind Spirits sighed.







 [It seems the orb was indeed tainted.]

 

The repulsive aura that had surrounded the boy had vanished.

Lev Denec had spoken the truth.

Judging from the current situation,

it appeared he had absorbed the corrupted Water Dragon’s orb, but instead of gaining power, he had been afflicted by a curse.

-…

Dawn had broken, illuminating Lev Denec’s face, which had been obscured by the darkness. Now free of the ‘unidentified curse that even the Spirit King couldn’t discern,’

his features, by human standards, were quite handsome.

Of course, physical appearance held no significance for the formless Spirit Kings.

“So, we’re done? Nothing more to say?”

-…

“I’ll let this slide. Later.”

With that, he turned and walked away, leaving the two Spirit Kings behind.

.

.

.







 [Ariel, are you sure about this…? Who knows what he’ll do with your power!]









 [It’s alright. I have a plan.]



Ariel watched as Lev’s figure receded into the distance.

It had been a long time since such an extraordinary human had appeared.

But even a Spirit King wasn’t a fool.

He had subtly added a condition to their contract.

There was a suitable candidate residing at Clarice Academy who could monitor and keep the boy in check.







 [Don’t go back.]

 

He had dispatched a trustworthy individual; it was time to observe how fate would unfold.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  


[New general trait acquired]



[General trait – ‘Appeal’ activated]

[Stats significantly increased due to contract with the Spirit King!]





The negotiation with the Spirit King had been a gamble, but it paid off handsomely.

Damn, who knew the ‘Villain’ trait would be this useful?



⚙ System Notification ⚙





[General Traits]



▶ [Contract with Ariel] [Lv.1]
 (0/200)

›You have formed a contract with Ariel, the King of Wind Spirits, allowing you to use Wind Archery.

›You receive a substantial boost to specific stats due to Ariel’s blessing.



▶[Supporting Character] [Lv. N/A]

›You are a third-rate villain.

›Actions with significant impact may disrupt the world’s stability.

›You gain ‘Supporting Character points’ for performing actions befitting a supporting character, which contribute to further growth.

›You can complete ‘Supporting Character quests’ during main events.

›This trait cannot be deleted or replaced.



▶ [Appeal] [Lv.3]


›Your appearance is considered among the top ten most attractive in the academy.

›You may find it easier to charm others.





As soon as I formed the contract with Ariel, I swapped the newly acquired ‘Contract with Ariel’ trait with the ‘Villain’ trait.

The before-and-after contrast in my aura was so stark that they must have assumed it was caused by the demonic curse.

And it seemed Naiad had intended to inflict significant damage on my body, but

‘Like that would work.’

No way.

To me, a gamer, the Water Dragon’s blessing was just another skill.

Giving it up was no big deal.

‘Stats.’



⚙ Status Window ⚙





[Strength]: 2.6

[Stamina]: 2.9

[Agility]: 2.2 (2.86)

[Magic Power]: 1.45 (1.59)

[Mana]: 1.7

[Mental Strength]: 1.9

[Perception]: 1.45

[Luck]: 3.0

[Specialization]

Circle Magic (1)

Crossbow – Proficiency (6)





These were my final stats.

I had turned a crisis into an opportunity for growth.

The stat boost from the Wind Spirit King’s contract was only

30% to Agility and 10% to Magic Power,

but since the maximum displayed stat was 10, this would become an enormous advantage in the later stages of the game.

“Damn… I’m exhausted from lack of sleep.”

The duel was in a few hours.

I needed to test out ‘Wind Archery’, but getting some rest to manage my condition would be wise.

As I turned to head back to the dormitory, a status window popped up.

-Cha-ching!



⚙ System Notification ⚙





 [The wind-attribute monster, Cynatis ,has begun to follow you.]





Huh…? What…?

I wasn’t seeing things from sleep deprivation.

Cynatis was…

the monster professor at the Evolution Chamber…?

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Early morning,

at the Clarice Academy Evolution Chamber.

Cynatis, the monster girl, finally awakened from her long slumber and was assisting students entering the trials.

“Good morning, Professor!”

“Good morning! I’m here to challenge the trial again!”

-Welcome, everyone.

The chamber was always bustling in the morning.

Since it was physically demanding to train and then attempt the trials,

students preferred to challenge them when their condition was at its peak.

If they failed, they would spend the day training in the gym, focusing on their weaknesses.

-This, is, right.

Indeed.

This was the ‘right’ way to utilize the Evolution Chamber, as Cynatis envisioned.

Last week, that unknown man,

Lev Denec, had given her quite a headache.

-Will he, dare, come again, this week?

If he returned, she was determined to prevent him from exploiting any loopholes this time.

At that moment, a conversation between students leaving the trials caught her ear.

-Failed the trial again?

-Yeah, got stuck on the second stage.

-When will I ever reach the third stage… I’m about to run out of scholarship funds.

-Forget about that, let’s go watch the duel later. The second-year archery department runner-up is dueling a freshman.

-A duel? Right before the ranking matches?

-Who knows. I heard that freshman is a real troublemaker, with 49 penalty points.

-He’s going to get his ass handed to him. Gailon has quite the temper.

49 penalty points.

Since that day, Cynatis had also heard the rumors surrounding him.

He was a certified troublemaker in the academy.

Last week had been a simple misstep; from now on, she would just avoid him.

Wasn’t there a human saying?

‘It’s not that I fear poop, but I avoid it because it’s dirty’.

-Whoosh…

As Cynatis was being brushed by her personal maid, Flora, a wind spirit gently floated towards her.

-?

The spirit hovered near her ear before transforming into a soft breeze that carried a voice.

-Cynatis. I command you.

-!!

It was a message from Ariel, the King of Wind Spirits.

And what he said next shocked Cynatis.

-Keep an eye on Lev Denec.

-……………………

The Spirit King’s words were absolute.

Cynatis couldn’t disobey, even if she wanted to.

However, the only human Cynatis, the wind-attribute monster, had acknowledged was Krun.

Krun Dalenhill.

He was supposed to be her first and last target of observation.

.

.

.

-Are you a monster?

-Monster.

-Why are you so cute, for a monster?

-…

-Come closer. I’ll pet you.

.

.

.

Though their relationship had begun on a bad note, they had become soulmates.

Even after his death, Cynatis still lived, cherishing the memories of Krun.

But now… Lev Denec was her second target of observation…?

Her hands trembled involuntarily.

-… No… I won’t…

That face that made her uncomfortable just to look at…

That man was physiologically unbearable.

“What’s wrong, Lady Cynatis…? Could it be… you don’t like your hair…?”

Flora, who had just finished braiding her hair and was about to tie it with a ribbon, asked cautiously.

‘I thought she was always satisfied, even though she never explicitly said so…!’

To her, Cynatis was both her savior and a precious being whom she enjoyed dressing up.

Flora took pride in carefully choosing ribbons and meticulously styling Cynatis’s hair.

-No, no, no!

Although Cynatis’s outburst was directed elsewhere, it was Flora, the maid, who ended up hurt…

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Raphae Blue Dormitory,

the dormitory at Clarice Academy housing those who wielded magic.

On one of its floors, a luxurious lounge was reserved for select students.

Chandeliers adorned the ceiling,

elegant decor that instilled a sense of formality,

and delicious desserts prepared by renowned chefs from across the empire.

This was part of the academy’s system for fostering a studious atmosphere, a privilege granted only to S-rank students who served as role models for others.

Crimson Flame – Melissa de Prominence, recognized for her innate talent and earning the top spot among the freshmen, had invited Aria to this lounge for tea.

“Aria, doesn’t it suit your taste?”

“No, it’s too extravagant for me.”

“Hmm…”

Perhaps it was because they were in different classes, but Melissa felt it had become difficult to meet Aria lately.

Even when Melissa sought her out, Aria was often absent. She had heard rumors that Aria was frequently seen at the gym.

Her feminine intuition told her that a man was involved.

“Don’t tell me you’re secretly dating someone?”

“What?”

“I heard some second-year students talking about a pretty girl who’s been frequenting the gym lately.”

“…That’s not me.”

“Always so modest. Someone like you could have her pick of suitors.”

“That’s not true.”

“Hmm… really?”

Despite Melissa’s suspicions, Aria firmly denied them.

Having her pick of suitors.

Aria, mature for her age, had never given much thought to romance.

At the moment, her mind was occupied solely by Lev Denec.

Today was the day of his duel with Gailon.

Of course, the exquisite snacks were enjoyable, but her true concern was the outcome of the duel.

If Lev lost and was forced to leave the academy, she wouldn’t have the chance to confirm her suspicions about the Great Demon Andras.

Though she still found it hard to warm up to him… Aria found herself rooting for Lev’s victory.

‘He hasn’t caused any major trouble recently, and he hasn’t harmed anyone…’ she reasoned.

There was no hypocrisy in his actions, and she had, in fact, been the recipient of his help.

Lev Denec had become someone Aria Bluebell couldn’t help but worry about,

always and everywhere.

“Aria?”

“…”

“Aria?!”

“…Yes?”

“I invited you because I didn’t want to enjoy these treats alone. You’re making me feel a little hurt.”

“I’m sorry. I’m enjoying them very much. Please, eat.”

“Alright…”

The duel was scheduled for noon.

It was currently 11 a.m…

She felt bad for Melissa, but Aria couldn’t help but wish for this tea time to end quickly.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

At Yegudi Green Dormitory, where students in utility roles, not knights or mages, resided,

an arena was attached, allowing students from each year to engage in duels on separate floors.

According to ‘Reincarnation Hero’ lore, Krun, the most valiant hero of past generations, was a gladiator.

In his honor, the arena was designed in the shape of a circular coliseum.

There was nothing more entertaining than watching water, fire, and a good fight.

This early duel, before the ranking matches had even begun, was a hot topic regardless of year, drawing a sizable crowd.

Even before the duel began, students were placing bets on the outcome.

-If you want to make some easy money, bet on Gailon.

-What idiot would bet on the freshman?

-I heard the freshman was the one who instigated the duel. Maybe he’s confident?

-Then you bet on the freshman.

A fan club dedicated to Gailon had also gathered.

-What if Gailon gets hurt because of that disgusting guy…?

-Don’t you trust our master? That kid will surrender quickly anyway.

-I can’t wait to see how amazing he’ll be…! I have to capture it all… with my eyes!

‘Idiots.’

It was no different from an idol fan club.

Well, it was understandable; elves were naturally beautiful.

I left the spectator stands and headed down to the arena floor.

.

.

.

“Both participants, take your positions!”

Assistant Instructor Bella, whom I had seen during the entrance exam, stood at the center of the arena.

“I, Assistant Instructor Bella, will be presiding over the duel between second-year S-rank student Gailon Shaftie and first-year B-rank student Lev Denec.”

She explained the proceedings with practiced ease, as if she had overseen countless duels.

“The specific rules of the duel and the subsequent measures based on the outcome will be strictly adhered to according to the regulations of Clarice Academy.”

“If both parties agree, raise your arm at a right angle and swear.”

Gailon and I raised our arms as instructed by Bella, taking an oath.

[First…]

As Bella began announcing the rules of the duel in a loud voice, Gailon, as expected, couldn’t resist a provocation.

“So you didn’t run away? I thought you were a coward.”

“……”

I was about to ignore him,

but for the sake of the strategy I had in mind, I retorted,

“Is your neck alright?”

“What?”

“I’m asking if you’re sure your neck can handle getting stomped on again today.”

“You little… If this wasn’t a mock battle, I’d kill you with my bare hands… you know that?”

“I don’t.”

My childish response caused Gailon to growl.

“You human trash. How dare you try to cozy up to Selena?”

His voice grew louder.

“Do you enjoy getting a sliver of attention from her out of pity? You disgust me.”

He seemed to know that Selena had been helping me with my training.

Come to think of it, it was thanks to her that I was able to train so effectively.

I had indeed become much stronger.

I should thank her.

I smiled faintly and replied,

“Your Selena is awesome.”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

The audience watching this duel wasn’t limited to students.

Instructor Sylvester and Professor Maclon, who was nearing retirement, were also present.

Professors usually paid closer attention to the ranked matches, where students trained rigorously and prepared with fierce determination.

But this duel was different.

It involved Lev Denec, the boy who had secretly defeated the monster during the entrance exam.

“Is that the student?”

Professor Maclon’s gaze was fixed on the young man with gray hair and black eyes.

He was an impeccably groomed young man, with nothing outwardly remarkable about him.

“Yes, that seems to be him. His demeanor has changed a bit though.”

Sylvester was also observing him closely.

Something was different.

His impression, the aura he emanated…

‘Is that level of growth even possible in such a short period?’

Professor Maclon’s influence had played a significant role in assigning him to B-rank.

Originally, he deserved to be placed in the lowest C-rank, but

they couldn’t disregard his contribution in eliminating the monster that had suddenly appeared.

Of course, they intended to adjust his ranking based on his future behavior, considering his high penalty points, but

to think he would stir up trouble to the point of dueling an upperclassman…

“Sylvester, who do you think will win?”

“In my humble opinion, Gailon.”

“And your reasoning?”

“The freshman hasn’t taken any combat practice classes yet… and a year at Clarice is no walk in the park.”

“I suppose that’s true.”

Maclon silently thought to himself, ‘That would be the case, for an ordinary student.’
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Gailon, struck to the core by my taunt, started having a fit.

“You son of a bitch!”

His eyes nearly popped out of their sockets,

-Stagger.

“…?”

He lost his balance as he tried to throw a punch,

“Any impulsive actions will result in disqualification.”

and was forced to back down at Bella’s warning.

It was quite comical, but the spectators seemed to have a different interpretation.

-Woah!

-Oh my god! It’s started!

-What did that freshman say?!

The crowd roared with excitement, thoroughly entertained.

“Gailon, you’re a senior. Show some composure.”

Like an elder calming down passionate youths, Bella continued her explanation in a steady voice.

“In an archer’s duel, arrows with rubber tips will be used. The weight is the same, so you’ll adjust quickly. And both of you will use the designated duel weapons provided here.”

Minimal protective gear and weapons that seemed sturdy enough but lacked lethal force.



📜 Item Information 📜





 [Clarice Academy Duel Crossbow]

› Rarity: E

› A crossbow designed for practice. It doesn’t seem capable of inflicting significant damage.

› Equippable





Since skills and magic could amplify their power, these weapons would be sufficient as long as they hit their mark.

“Finally, I’ll reiterate the most important rule.”

“The match ends when one side surrenders or when the presiding instructor deems one side incapable of continuing the duel. The victor will be determined at that point.”

“If you’re ready, both of you, take your positions.”

As Gailon and I stood on separate circular platforms, about 30 meters apart,

“The match will begin in thirty seconds.”

Bella began the countdown.

.

.

.

Gailon Shaftie and me.

Judging solely by stats, I was at a disadvantage.

He was an upperclassman, and as the second-best archer in his year, his average stat was a whopping 3.1. Despite all my training, I was only at about 2.1.

He also had a 1-level advantage in bow proficiency, 7 to 6.

And his Wind Archery was at level 3, while mine was at level 1.

Most importantly, he wasn’t a demon, so I couldn’t utilize my ‘Hermit’ trait.

“Twenty.”

With 20 seconds left until the start of the duel,

-Mumble… mumble…

Gailon closed his eyes and began chanting softly.

He was probably gathering wind energy in advance to activate ‘Wind Archery’.

He planned to humiliate me, slowly pressuring and prolonging my suffering.

‘Stay calm.’

But that’s why I could win.

Gailon’s stance, from beginning to end, remained the same.

He looked down on humans,

was arrogant about his archery skills,

and consistently belittled and dismissed me.

He was still caught up in my third-rate villain provocation.

He wouldn’t believe, even in his wildest dreams, that I could use ‘Wind Archery’.

Therefore, my opening attack would be the key to victory.

Engaging in a prolonged fight would risk losing due to the stat difference.

Currently, with my level 1 Wind Archery, there was only one skill I could use.



⚙️ System Notification ⚙️





 [Wind Arrow, First Style] (Active) (General Skill)

› Quick Shot 
 Fires rapidly like a gust of wind


› Multi-Shot 
 Fires continuously like a whisper of wind

› Curved Shot
 Fires unpredictably like a swirling wind


[*Due to the contract with Ariel, wind energy consumption is reduced, and damage is significantly increased.]


[Current Wind Energy: 100/100]





‘Wind Arrow.’

The three basic techniques of Wind Archery: Quick Shot, Multi-Shot, and Curved Shot…

There was no need to choose.

I registered all three.

-Ding!

-Ding!

-Ding!



 Currently Registered Skills





› [Passive] Hermit

› [General Skill 1] – Wind Arrow, First Style – Quick Shot


› [General Skill 2] – Wind Arrow, First Style – Curved Shot


›[General Skill 3] – Wind Arrow, First Style – Multi-Shot


›[Ultimate Skill] – Demonization





Magic required incantations.

This was a fundamental principle of fantasy, an absolute rule that must be followed.

But games were different.

Whether I played as a mage, a knight, or an archer…

the act of using skills was as simple as pressing a button on a keyboard.

The countdown reached 3 seconds.

-Three.

First, the wind began to swirl around me.

Thanks to the contract with the Spirit King, gathering wind energy was effortless.

-Two.

This spiritual energy coiled around my hand like a whirlwind.

-Whoosh…

-One.

A crossbow was, by definition, a weapon that fired bolts one at a time by loading them onto a fixed frame and pulling the trigger.

But here, in this arena, it seemed my hands could defy this immutable law. I was simply using the ‘cancel’ technique known as Quick Shot, compressing and condensing it further.

-Begin!



That was all it took.

-Pshhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhewwwwww!!!

As the signal to begin the duel rang out,

dozens of wind arrows erupted from the tip of the crossbow, or perhaps, from my very hand,

in a single, explosive burst.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Gailon Shaftie was convinced of his victory. There was no need to test the waters; he was the third son of the prestigious Shaftie family, renowned among elf lineages.

In contrast, Lev Denec was a mere human. Not from a lineage of archers,

nor a hunter’s son.



He was nothing more than a talentless good-for-nothing who put on airs.

How he had passed the ranger selection test remained a mystery, but

he had made a grave mistake, touching something he shouldn’t have:

Selena, whom Gailon considered his ‘possession’.

Gailon found it even more incomprehensible that Selena was helping Lev Denec with his training.

“Selena? What are you doing with him? You’re going to train that guy, my opponent?”

“You don’t need to concern yourself with my actions.”

“Haha… I know you’re kind, but there’s no need for such misplaced sympathy. After you graduate from this academy, you’ll…”

“If you’ll excuse me.”

Selena’s tone and gaze were ice-cold. Back at their family estate,

she would silently obey when Gailon ordered her to smile.

But ever since arriving at the academy, she had started acting according to her own will.

‘She’s mine! Mine!’

His obsession stemmed from a specific reason.

Selena’s aptitude as an archer was on par with that of a pure-blooded elf.

No, she was even more talented, one could argue.

That’s why the Shaftie family had taken her in and raised her despite her half-elf heritage.

‘Ungrateful bitch…’

If she had simply become his concubine and fulfilled her role as a child-bearing machine, he would have showered her with affection.

But here she was, helping another man.

‘Is she trying to make me jealous?’

She had never smiled at him, not once, when they were together.

Yet, during her training sessions with that guy, he had seen glimpses of her smile, felt her enjoyment.

To vent his frustration, Gailon had only one option:

to thoroughly beat Lev Denec, to break Selena’s spirit.

But…

as the duel began,

Pshhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhewwwwww!!!

‘Wh-what the…?!’

Even Gailon, who considered himself well-versed in Wind Archery,

had never witnessed such a technique.

The first arrow and the last arrow fired defied order. The laws of nature seemed to twist and turn as each arrow, claiming to be the first, flew towards Gailon in a whirlwind of unpredictable curves.

All he saw in the end was a blue blur enveloping him.

.

 .

 .

When Gailon opened his eyes again,

the outcome was already decided.

“The winner is first-year B-rank student, Lev Denec..”

“Wh-what… Ugh!”

He wanted to contest the result, but he couldn’t speak. Arrows had pierced his body from all directions.

‘I lost… in a quick draw…?’

He had expected the first shot from the crossbow to be fast,

but nothing compared to Wind Archery.

The audience was equally bewildered.

-Is it over?

-Senior Gailon lost?

-To a freshman??

-What was that just now? Magic?

-Damn it! I should have bet against the odds…

-This is rigged! Rigged!!!

.

 .

 .

Instructor Sylvester, who had been watching alongside Professor Maclon, also found it hard to believe that the duel had ended in a single exchange.

“Wind Archery…?”

For a human, not an elf, to wield Wind Archery was unheard of, except in legends.

Professor Maclon asked in a grave tone,

“What do you make of this?”

“In my… opinion, it’s definitely Wind Archery. If it’s not…”

“If it’s not?”

“He must have… received an unknown Inheritance ability… from someone.”

Sylvester concluded that if this fell under the category of inherent talent, it had to be a demonic ability.

Though the bewildered audience remained oblivious, these two men had noticed something:

Lev Denec’s Wind Archery wasn’t particularly powerful.

Of course, it was partly due to the practice crossbow bolts and protective gear, but

the main reason was that he hadn’t infused even a minuscule amount of magic power into any of his arrows.

“If he had harbored any intent to kill, the result could have been horrific.”

Even Professor Maclon, known for his unwavering concern for his students, felt a chill down his spine.

With his potential as a mage, he could have easily imbued the arrows with magic power,

but he had restrained himself, or to put it less favorably, he had held back against his opponent.

“Moreover, what he used was clearly a basic Wind Archery technique…”

It wasn’t a particularly powerful or enhanced skill, just a fundamental technique,

yet it had rendered an upperclassman incapacitated in a single blow.

“How much time is left until the ranking matches?”

“It’s scheduled after the dungeon exploration practice, so about a month.”

Countless guilds, knight orders, magical societies, and most importantly, the imperial family attended the ranking matches to observe the students compete.

It was an opportunity for them to scout out promising individuals and recruit them after graduation.

“It would be best to assign him a dedicated professor until then.”

“Understood.”

“You were right, Sylvester. He’s not ordinary. We need to observe him further… Perhaps… we might witness something truly remarkable before I retire.”

Professor Maclon, a veteran respected for his skill even within the academy, had given such a high appraisal.

Sylvester’s curiosity about Lev Denec intensified.

His actions, skills, words… everything about him was unusual.

It was as if he had become a completely different person.

What was even more intriguing was that many, both inside and outside the academy, knew very little about him.

‘Interesting… isn’t it…?’

To exaggerate slightly, he might even be someone worthy of the imperial family’s attention, not just that of a large guild.
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The duel with Gailon… ended rather anticlimactically.

Of course, Gailon’s arrogance played a significant role, but

even I felt like I had cheated.

I had simply mashed the Q, W, and E keys randomly,

but the three basic archery techniques, Quick Shot, Multi-Shot, and Curved Shot, synergized unexpectedly, creating a chain attack.

It was impossible for Gailon, caught off guard, to defend against it.

-I-I was careless! I’m perfectly fine… ugh… so let’s resume the duel…!

He pleaded desperately to continue, convinced he could still fight, but

-The decision is final. You were clearly knocked down, and it was deemed impossible for you to continue.

Bella ruthlessly ended the match.

-As agreed upon, all penalties for this duel will be imposed on Gailon Shaftie.

Gailon Shaftie, the third-rate villain, was left kneeling on the ground, his defeat a spectacle for all to see.

He probably wouldn’t be able to hold his head high for a while out of shame.

-Cha-ching!

The reward window for the duel appeared.



 [Achievement Unlocked]





[Supporting Character Achievement: Duel]

 [Reward: 50 Supporting Character points]


 [Supporting Character points acquired]
 




“Cheap, so cheap. Okay, Wind Archery.”

I opened the Wind Archery skill window to allocate my Supporting Character points.

-Cha-ching!



📜 Skill Information 📜





›  [Wind Archery] [Lv.1] (N/A)

 A skill accessible through a contract with Ariel, the King of Wind Spirits.

 New techniques can be learned as the level increases.


›   Currently Learned Skill

 Wind Arrow, First Style


›  Exp: (Requires 2 Awakening Essences)





If the First Style was this powerful, I could only imagine the might of the Second and Third Styles.

‘I need to level up Wind Archery quickly…’

But something was strange about the experience bar.

“2 Awakening Essences…”

Damn that closed beta version.

During the closed beta, leveling up signature skills of key characters required ‘Awakening Essences’, obtained through trials, or rather, by defeating monsters.

In other words, I couldn’t level it up using Supporting Character points.





[The wind-attribute monster, Cynatis, has begun to follow you.]





So that’s why this status window had appeared yesterday.

Wait, wasn’t this actually a good thing?

Supporting Character points were scarce and had various uses; it was better to focus on leveling up through combat.

“Alright. My next goal is the Trial.”

Trial 2 of the Evolution Chamber,

a challenge no Clarice Academy freshman had ever conquered.

That’s where I would obtain the 2 Awakening Essences I needed.

Trial 2, divided into two parts, wouldn’t be easy.

Therefore, I needed to become stronger…

“That’s right, I should start focusing on increasing my Magic Power.”

Since Lev Denec was capable of using Circle Magic, I had to make use of it.

Increasing my Magic Power would allow me to enchant weapons and significantly enhance the power of Wind Archery.

‘So much to do…’

And this wasn’t all. Chapter 2 was packed with events.

The dungeon exploration practice, the ranking matches… characters succumbing to darkness, demon ambushes…

And most importantly, my arch-nemesis, Kaelan, would make his appearance…

I shook my head, trying to clear my thoughts.

“First, let’s celebrate with a nice meal outside.”

Yeriel’s cooking was great, but now that I was in a fantasy world, I couldn’t miss out on experiencing its unique cuisine.

The street food I saw at the black market last time looked delicious.

As I was organizing my thoughts, I spotted a familiar figure in the distance.

Lavender-tinged silver hair, azure eyes, and an impassive expression.

It was Aria, seemingly searching for someone desperately.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Aria, after finishing her tea with Melissa, rushed to the Yegudi Dormitory.

It was already past noon.

She still had so many questions about him.

She needed to investigate Andras’s whereabouts.

If he got expelled, all her efforts would be wasted.

Truth be told, beneath all these concerns, she was mostly worried about his well-being.

Knowing Gailon’s personality, there was no way he would let that annoying Lev Denec off easy.

‘What was he thinking, accepting that duel…!’

Since the incident in Ebenbahu, Aria couldn’t bring herself to ignore him.

Even though she knew he had a family, a lineage,

she couldn’t help but feel…

the same emptiness and loneliness… the feeling of being abandoned in this world, that she herself experienced.

‘I’m here…!’

Many people had already left the Yegudi Green Dormitory arena.

-It ended so quickly.

-I know, right? Kind of a letdown.

-But the guy who won, isn’t he kind of handsome?

The conversations among the students who had witnessed the duel were all similar.

It ended quickly.

The winner was handsome…

It felt empty.

Pointless.

“…”

Judging from this, it seemed Gailon had won easily.

‘How badly is he hurt?’

Most of the spectators must have been cheering for Gailon.

It left a bitter taste in her mouth.

Perhaps her concern reached him.

“?!”

She spotted Lev Denec without difficulty.

“Lev.”

“What brings you here?”

He seemed nonchalant, and surprisingly unharmed. He must have surrendered right at the beginning.

“It’s about the duel, obviously. I see you’re not injured.”

“Of course not.”

“So you… surrendered?”

“…?”

“Why accept the duel if you were going to give up immediately…! Even if you surrender, the loser’s penalty still ap…”

“I won.”

“…What?”

“I won.”

“……”

Aria, who had been checking him for injuries, looked up at his face in disbelief.

“…You won…?”

“Have you eaten?”

He won? Against an upperclassman, Gailon, the second-best archer?

And had he always been this… charming?

His jawline and nose, which she had never noticed before, seemed sharp and defined.

If she had to categorize this ‘bad boy’ style, it wasn’t exactly the type that would appeal to her and open her heart.

But while she had previously found him unpleasant and difficult to approach,

he no longer seemed repulsive, unlike before.

“Food.”

“…What?”

“Have you eaten?”

“Not yet…?”

“Since you helped me out, let’s grab a meal.”

“…Are you asking me? Why would I…”

Aria, usually composed,

was still struggling to process his victory.

How did he do it?

What kind of trickery had he employed?

Regardless, it was a good thing, right? He had avoided expulsion.

‘I need to ask him about Andras too.’

Her mind was in turmoil.

And Lev continued, as if it were the most natural thing in the world,

“You were going to follow me around anyway, to keep an eye on me.”

“Follow…?”

Aria, mumbling the word to herself, quickly snapped back to reality.

“Follow…! No, I wasn’t.”

“Well, you can do a proper job of it this time.”

“……”

And so, Aria ‘reluctantly’ followed behind Lev as he walked ahead.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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A dark alley in the black market.

A man concealed by a robe swiftly navigated the intricate paths.

The old town, a product of haphazard city planning, was a labyrinth where newcomers easily lost their way.

But this red-haired young man moved with purpose, as if he had a bird’s-eye view of the entire area, his destination already set.

He was searching for the black market, run by a cat beastman.

“Welcome, Your…”

“It’s a trade,” the man cut him off.

His lowered hood only revealed glimpses of his sharp jawline and fiery red hair.

Even with only his lower face visible, one could easily imagine his handsome features.

“Mermaid’s Scream. I’ll take it all.”

“Uhmm… I don’t have any…”

“Double the price.”

“I really don’t have any…”

“Triple. One more refusal and you’re out of business.”

“Sold out! Someone already bought it…”

At that, the man threw back his hood, revealing his face.

A chilling blue inscription was tattooed beneath his eye,

and his red hair seemed to devour the sun.

It was Kaelan Heath, the runner-up of Clarice Academy.

“No lies, I hope?”

“Y-yes, that’s right…”

He roughly grabbed the beastman’s wrist.

“You almost got caught cheating last time.”

“Really, really! I swear!!”

‘Unexpected.’

The beastman’s reaction seemed genuine.

Kaelan’s plan hit a snag.

He desperately needed Mermaid’s Scream for the upcoming mana sensitivity test, which involved underwater breathing.

Just who could it be? Someone else had gotten their hands on information about the test beforehand.
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In the hallway leading to the [Dungeon Exploration Practice] classroom,

I bumped into Melissa, her pink hair neatly tied back.

“Le… Lev Denec!”

“?”

“You, really…”

She faltered, losing her words as our eyes met, and quickly averted her gaze.

“Do you have something to say?”

When I asked first, she lowered her voice and asked,

“Te… tell me honestly, where did you take Aria the other day?”

“We went out, why?”

“Wh… what did you two do?”

“Just had dinner.”

“Wh-why would you have dinner with Aria…! You know how shocked I was when she said she wanted to move dormitories to be closer to you….”

Melissa began to wail.

Apparently, she had made a fancy dinner reservation for after their tea time.

Of course, Aria had been unaware of this arrangement.

‘Seriously.’

Melissa’s interest in Aria wouldn’t last long anyway.

After the mana sensitivity class and her encounter with Kaelan at Lake Demen,

she would neglect Aria…

Still, she was a princess after all.

Pampered and spoiled, she was a master of throwing tantrums.

“A-anyway, stop trying to seduce innocent Aria…! This is a warning, a serious warning…”

• Flinch!

I took a step towards her, and Melissa recoiled even further.

“S-rank Lady, class is about to start. You should head back.”

“… I-I’m not a Lady?”

“Yes, yes. Princess.”

“Damn… you, with your… annoyingly handsome face…”

In appearance-obsessed South Korea, that would be considered a compliment.

I wanted to point that out, but they wouldn’t understand in this world.

“I-I’ll be watching… watching you. So… you better be prepared for the next test.”

Melissa sputtered out her warning like a malfunctioning robot before stiffly walking past me.

What was with her today…?

Anyway, it seemed the reactions to my duel victory were divided into two camps.

-He’s really fast with that crossbow.

-Yeah, I heard he’s a mage.

-But his attacks weren’t that powerful. Gailon just got careless.

-Didn’t it look similar to Wind Archery, though?

-The color was completely different.

-The fact that I lost 1000 gems betting on Gailon is what hurts the most…

-Ha! Gailon, I was going to crush him myself, but he got beaten to it!

These were the general responses.

I could cheat against monsters with critical hit multipliers, but it was impossible against humans.

And thankfully,

‘A human using Wind Archery, an elven privilege?’

There was no such reaction.

Perhaps because I hadn’t used any signature Wind Archery techniques,

my attacks lacked power,

and unlike the typical green color of Wind Archery, mine was blue.

Even when I racked my brain, I couldn’t recall ever seeing blue Wind Archery in the game.

‘At least no one will mess with me now.’

The wary gazes I had received from other students had softened considerably.

In contrast, Gailon’s status seemed to have plummeted.

The fact that he had lost to a nobody like me had caused quite a stir,

and with his sordid history with women and his disgraceful past coming to light,

public opinion had turned against him.

-Thanks. Senior Gailon kept hitting on me too.

-He would summon me every break time, trying to assert his authority… There were a lot of rumors about him.

-You’re pretty brave for a freshman…

-I didn’t notice on the first day, but you’re actually quite good-looking…

There were even some who approached me with compliments.

The students in temporary Class C had witnessed Lev Denec’s third-rate antics firsthand, but

other students only knew him through rumors,

and it seemed I had gained some positive recognition by taking down a senior who enjoyed harassing his juniors.

Finally, the rewards of the duel were substantial.

The winner’s prize was 3000 gems, and I could impose one condition on the loser.

-You are prohibited from approaching within 2 meters of Selena until graduation.

That guy kept bothering Selena and disrupting her training time…

Selena was a core character neglected by the damn author, so I had to look out for her.

‘But why isn’t she here?’

The [Dungeon Exploration Practice] lecture was a combined class, but she was nowhere to be seen.

I was planning to treat her to a meal as a thank you for helping me train.

Though, knowing Selena, she would have refused a personal invitation anyway.

‘Did she come to watch the duel…?’

Anyway, that matter was settled…

“Everyone, attention.”

Assistant Instructor Bella, who had overseen my duel, appeared for the mandatory [Dungeon Exploration Practice] lecture.

“I’ll announce the schedule for next week.”

“It’s Friday. We’ll be conducting a real sanctuary purification mission to test your practical combat skills.”

Real.

That single word caused a stir among the students.

Until now, training had involved safety measures,

but now they would face actual monsters with malicious intent.

They had prepared themselves mentally when entering the academy, but for freshmen, it was a mix of excitement and apprehension.

“Your seniors, the second-year students, will lead each party as Elders. And the Elders will select one freshman each from S, A, B, and C ranks to form their teams.”

Fortunately, this was going according to the novel.

“The dungeon assigned to each team will be different, and you’ll be notified later. So, your first priority should be getting selected by a senior, an Elder, that is.”

In other words, suck up to your seniors.

“The Elders will be wearing blue ribbons on their left chest. I heard they’re mostly hanging out at the gym.”

The word “gym” sent shivers down everyone’s spine.

-Do we have to train… even more?

“That’s your choice. Additionally, those not selected by an Elder will receive 10 penalty points and be randomly assigned to a team.”

Penalty points seemed to be the easiest way to manage teenagers.

“And one more announcement… um, Lev Denec, are you here?”

“Yes.”

After my brief reply, Bella looked at me and said,

“Professor Diena has summoned you. Head to her office.”

Wait, Diena?

Diena Ashkar.

She was a professor at Clarice Academy and a war hero.

Her primary weapon was a bow.

She only taught upperclassmen, A-rank or above, as far as I knew.

Why would she summon me?

Something smelled fishy… in a good way.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Clarice Academy was known for its ruthless meritocracy, but for those who followed the rules and excelled in their studies, it was a paradise where every convenience was provided.

Selena, who had never received a single penalty point, had submitted her absence excuse in advance, taking advantage of the upcoming weekend.

And she headed for the Florentine Forest.

Lush forests, streams, endless waterfalls.

It was once the largest settlement of the ancient elves, who lived in harmony with nature,

but sadly, it had been ravaged by the demon invasion.

The reason the elves, who had lived in isolation and remained indifferent to human affairs, joined the war was because the demons had defiled their vast home, the Florentine Forest.

The vibrant forests were stained crimson,

streams dried up, and waterfalls lost their power.

Now designated as a restricted area under imperial control and classified as a level 3 monster habitat, ordinary people were prohibited from entering.

But Selena, an elf, would occasionally visit this place to reminisce.

Despite their longer lifespan compared to humans,

she still cherished her memories here.

Why was it that

even though the wind spirits had abandoned this land,

a small patch of green remained amidst the crimson blight?

It was the place where Selena’s biological parents were buried.

She felt a sense of solace whenever she visited this spot.

-Rustle.

Suddenly, a wolf emerged from the bushes.

It was one of the wolves left behind by the elves who used to keep them as companions.

-Whimper…

It was clear at a glance that the wolf was in poor condition.

It was small for its age, having passed adulthood.

It must have been exposed to the demons’ corrupting magic from a young age.

-Pet. Pet.

-Whimper…

“…”

Selena silently stroked the wolf.

It nestled into her embrace, its breathing gradually slowing down.

-Sigh…

Humans had a tendency to categorize and discard anything that might pose a threat.

She couldn’t take this wolf with her.

There were human rules prohibiting the removal of anything from a monster habitat.

Of course, she understood, considering how long they had been tormented by the demons.

As she closed her eyes, the sound of the wind intensified.

-…

Lev Denec.

Ironically, thanks to that human, Selena, a half-elf, had awakened her Wind Archery.

She didn’t know why,

she truly didn’t.

Wind Archery was an innate ability.

And what was even more surprising was that he, too, could wield Wind Archery.

Blue Wind Archery.

A beautiful, mesmerizing… blue.

A strong gust of wind blew once again.

And as if conveying a message to Selena, a memory of her mother surfaced.

-Long ago, there was a half-elf like you.

-He, too, yearned for Wind Archery.

-One day, he finally gained the ability to use it.

-At first, it was a magnificent blue.

-Everyone envied him, captivated by his power.

-But in the end, it turned red.

-By then, he had become a Dark Elf…

-Selena, my dear daughter, never make such a hasty decision.

It was the story of the Dark Elf who, according to legend, had delivered the final blow to the hero Krun.

Because of his betrayal, most of the Florentine Forest, except for the small area where Selena stood, had fallen into the hands of the demons.

‘Blue Wind Archery…’



And…

‘Lev Denec…’

The faint tremor in the wolf nestled in Selena’s arms faded away.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Professor’s Quarters, Clarice Academy,

Diena Ashkar’s office.

Her auburn hair, smooth skin, and toned physique defied her age, giving her a youthful aura.

Her voice, too, was unexpectedly soft.

“So you are Cadet Lev Denec?”

Her use of honorifics was strange, but I didn’t mind.

The whole ‘war hero’ thing was just a non-canonical 설정 made up by the author.

All I cared about was her stats.



📜 Character Information 📜






[Diena Ashkar]

› Status Average: 6.8

› Specialization

Bow Proficiency (8)

Dagger Proficiency (6)

Alchemy (5)

› Unique Traits

Hero (Lv. N/A) (Details unavailable)

Master Archer (Lv. 5) (Details unavailable)





Indeed, stats befitting an academy professor.

Her summoning me here was a predictable scenario.

She must have been intrigued after witnessing my Wind Archery.

“First of all, congratulations on your victory in the duel.”

“Thank you.”

“I was watching, actually. A battle between archers is quite rare.”

That was a lie.



Diena Ashkar only cared about the students she directly taught, she wasn’t the type to pay attention to others.

She must have heard about it from Bella or Sylvester…

“It’s admirable that you held your ground despite dueling an upperclassman. I wouldn’t have been able to do that at your age.”

“Thank you for your kind words.”

She was buttering me up; she definitely wanted something from me.

Thanks to that damn author, my trust in humanity was dwindling.

“Professor, if you’ll excuse me, I have personal training to attend to.”

“Ah, I see. Then, I’ll get straight to the point. Could you demonstrate the archery you used in the duel for me?”

I didn’t expect her to be so direct.

As I stared at her with a “How could I possibly do that?” expression, she smiled faintly and said,

“Follow me.”

She led me to an archery range.

A private range inside her office, no less.

The perks of being a hero were certainly real.

She casually handed me a crossbow from the weapon rack.



📜 Item Information 📜






[Arbalest]

› Rarity: C

› The bow is made of steel. It’s powerful, but difficult to reload.

› Equippable





Despite its low rank, it had a unique name, suggesting it was a valuable weapon.

“Make yourself comfortable.”

“……”

In the game, this kind of script usually signaled an opportunity to gain significant proficiency.

It was a bit awkward, but I couldn’t hide my Wind Archery forever.

I took the Arbalest, which was much heavier than my own crossbow, and took a deep breath.

In the prolonged silence, I fired a single [Wind Arrow – Quick Shot].

Whoosh!

Thud!

The steel bolt sliced through the awkward air between Professor Diena and me, piercing the bullseye.





[Crossbow Proficiency increased!]

[Additional increase due to Luck trait!]





It was a clean, effortless shot.

At a distance of about 20 meters, my proficiency was more than enough to hit the target.

“Amazing… it really is true.”

“…”

“How… how did you learn Wind Archery?”

“Well…”

Professor Diena stared at the target in a daze for a while before muttering,

“Blue…”

I wasn’t a mind reader, but I could read her expression. Even in the novel, she was known for being less than composed for an archer.

She wasn’t simply surprised.

Her expression showed she had realized something serious.

Several deductions flashed through my mind.

First, she had summoned me to her private office instead of the archery range.

Second, she had a crossbow ready, even though she wasn’t a crossbow user,

and the Arbalest, a weapon difficult to handle without Wind Archery, was brand new, suggesting she had prepared it specifically for me.

And I hadn’t even used any extraordinary techniques, just a single, weakened Quick Shot.

Her reaction implied that

she wasn’t just concerned about the fact that I could use Wind Archery,

but rather, she saw something fundamentally wrong with my Wind Archery itself.

As I reached this realization, a status window appeared.

-Cha-ching.

________________________________________

[Anonymous Feedback: Why are there no evil elves?]

[Due to feedback that a world with only one type of elf is boring, elves corrupted by demons are now classified as Dark Elves, and the color of Wind Archery is used to distinguish between allies and enemies.]

‘That was close…’

In the original ‘Reincarnation Hero’, Wind Archery was green.

But mine was blue.

With this new setting added, it was understandable that I looked suspicious.

At that moment, Diena cautiously asked,

“Cadet Lev, would you be interested in becoming my teaching assistant?”

Teaching assistant.

At Clarice Academy, a teaching assistant was practically a professor’s chosen disciple.

Since Diena was a recent war hero and directly affiliated with the imperial family, many students in the archery department would be vying for the position, hoping for a guaranteed future.

As someone bound by the game system, I could level up faster as her assistant than alone.

However, Diena’s intention wasn’t to nurture me as a disciple, but to keep me under surveillance.

She suspected I might be connected to the Dark Elves.

I had to look at the bigger picture…

Who held the upper hand here?

My thoughts settled, and I replied firmly,

“I refuse.”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

Master Archer – Diena Ashkar.

Renowned for her marksmanship, she had spent years traversing battlefields during the demon war, earning a reputation as a legendary sniper. Human archers were a rarity, with talents like hers emerging only once every 30 years, earning her a position directly under the imperial family.

Even she had never encountered anything like this.

A human, not a half-elf, wielding Wind Archery.

Moreover, it was an ethereal blue, unlike any wind magic she had seen before.

The problem was that it might be the legendary Dark Elf Wind Archery.

According to the legend, when the color turned red, it signified complete corruption.

Of course, it was an unsubstantiated claim, with no firsthand accounts to confirm its validity, but

what if, what if the legend was true?

[B-rank – Lev Denec]

[Total Penalty Points: 49]

‘A real troublemaker…’

If this boy, enrolled in Clarice Academy, the institution dedicated to the empire’s survival, and belonging to the archery department, were to succumb to corruption and cause problems, it would undoubtedly escalate into a major issue.

It would be a disgrace to Diena Ashkar, a war hero.

There was no other choice.

Though reluctant, she had to accept him as her assistant, observe his abilities until graduation, and then decide his fate.

However, contrary to his reputation as a troublemaker, he was surprisingly cautious.

She had assumed he would readily accept, considering the benefits that came with the position.

But his answer was…

-I refuse.

“Wh… why? If you become my student, you’ll be entitled to numerous benefits within the academy…!”

“Ah, yes.”

His expression was indifferent,

as if he saw through her intentions.

The tables had turned.

Now it was Lev who proposed a counter-offer.

“I heard you enjoy making wagers, Professor. How about we settle this with a bet?”

“A bet…?”

He was indeed a troublemaker.

A student, a freshman no less, proposing a bet to a professor. It was unheard of.

But it was true that Diena had a penchant for gambling.

“A bet on whether I can clear Trial 2 or not.”

“Trial 2…?”

Evolution Chamber, Trial 2.

While the number of students clearing Trial 1 was gradually increasing,

no freshman had yet conquered Trial 2.

In short, it was deemed ‘impossible’.

Trial 2 wasn’t divided into two sectors for nothing. Even with Wind Archery, it would be impossible for him with his current stamina and mana levels.

“The deadline is before the ranking matches. If I can’t clear it by then, I’ll become your student.”

Unbelievable. Students would kill for the opportunity to become Diena’s disciple, and he was treating it as a punishment.

But Diena had no other viable options.

If a guild noticed the anomaly in his Wind Archery during the upcoming ranking matches and decided to scout him,

she would lose all leverage over him.

Moreover, Instructor Sylvester and Professor Maclon were quite perceptive, so she had to yield for their sake as well.

“One more condition if you lose. The contract will remain in effect even after graduation.”

Diena wouldn’t let herself be taken advantage of.

And Lev smiled in response.

“Alright. But if I win, can I have the Scatter Shot?”

“Th-that’s!”

The Ash Grey Scatter Shot.

It was the crossbow Diena had obtained after defeating [the Great Demon – Leraje].

She didn’t use crossbows, and because it was a demonic weapon, she had left it untouched, collecting dust.

It was unusable anyway, missing its string.

He wanted that useless artifact…?

Diena hesitated for a moment but quickly realized there was no need for further thought.

It was highly unlikely that he could clear Trial 2.

Cynatis, the monster who had been one of Krun’s allies,

wouldn’t be easy to overcome.

In short, she saw this bet as his bluff.

“Very well. But the deadline is before the Dungeon Exploration Practice.”

Diena replied curtly, her voice laced with an air of elegance and authority.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

Aria Bluebell’s room, Yegudi Green Dormitory.

Tagging along, trailing behind, following…

“Was… that how I appeared…?” she muttered to herself.

She had tried her best to keep up with him…

Yet that was the impression he had of her actions.

One would think he’d find it annoying to have someone constantly following him, but he didn’t seem bothered, treating her comfortably.

It made her feel strangely embarrassed.

Aria acted according to her convictions.

He might be dangerous.

But the other day, she had found herself enjoying his company.

She had been led by the very subject of her surveillance, someone who could be a demon or even a devil…

-You said you haven’t eaten, right? Come on.

-Huh? Me?

-I saw you back in Ebenbahu. You couldn’t take your eyes off those chicken skewers.

-M-me?

Lev Denec was surprisingly considerate.

More importantly, he knew her tastes all too well.

Or perhaps, it was more accurate to say that Aria, who rarely ventured outside, was simply vulnerable to such kindness.

To think such a vibrant festival was taking place right next to the academy…

-Wait here. I won’t run away.

-Here you go.

Even though his words were blunt, they were laced with care.

In Aria’s room sat a box of high-quality chocolates, a gift from him.

‘Why does it have to be so delicious…?’

It was frustrating that she found his gift more to her liking than the desserts Melissa had given her.

Hug.

Aria hugged her pillow tightly.

Starved of selfless affection for so long, she couldn’t help but feel uneasy.

Unrequited kindness was frightening.

There had to be something more to it.

Perhaps she was falling for the whispers of a demon named Rev!

“What if… he’s truly… a villain?”

What should she do?



At that moment, a subtle, unfamiliar emotion surfaced within her.

“… ”

She had been asleep during the incident in Ebenbahu, so she didn’t know what had transpired…

But there was definitely something different about him.

She couldn’t let her guard down.

Aria reminded herself not to forget her duty.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Leaving Professor Diena’s office, I headed for the Evolution Chamber to investigate Trial 2.



The outcome of my wager with her was beneficial either way.

If I lost, I would become her disciple and grow under her guidance.

If I won, I would obtain the Ash Grey Scatter Shot, a hidden piece of equipment only obtainable in the mid to late game.

Crossbows were an uncommon weapon type, with very few legendary-grade options, making them difficult to farm.

This unexpected opportunity to acquire one was a sweet deal.

And then there was the item I had obtained after thwarting the Nagas’ plan:



📜 Item Information 📜





[Posedaros the Water Dragon’s Tendon]

› Rarity: S

›  A tendon said to have belonged to Posedaros when he existed in physical form. It possesses the properties of water – elusive yet unbreakable.

› Crafting Material





Given the demanding structural requirements of a crossbow, finding a body strong enough to withstand this bowstring wouldn’t be easy.

In other words, only something like the Ash Grey Scatter Shot, dropped by a Great Demon, would be compatible.

Of course, the combined product of these two hidden pieces would likely have incredibly stringent equip conditions, but those were nothing the ‘Gamer’ trait couldn’t handle.

Arriving at the Evolution Chamber lounge, I encountered a familiar face.

The unfortunate protagonist of ‘Reincarnation Academy’,

Edwin, was catching his breath, utterly exhausted.

-Cha-ching!



📜 Character Information 📜





Edwin Gwendeth

›  Status Average: 1.9

›  Specialization

 Sword Proficiency (4)

 Holy (2)

›  Unique Traits

 Tenacity (Lv.3) (Details unavailable)

 Execution (Lv.1) (Details unavailable)





“Seriously.”

He was even weaker than me.

I had helped him awaken as the Executor, yet his average stat was still stuck in the 1s.

How could someone this weak ever seduce Lilith and defeat the Great Demon…?

-!!

He seemed to have noticed me and asked cautiously,

“Lev, Deneb… are you here to challenge the Trial as well?”

He still hadn’t memorized my name, a testament to how little attention he paid to me.

Slightly hurtful.

Anyway, he seemed to be struggling with Trial 1.

Out of frustration, I blurted,

“Hey, let’s get serious, shall we?”

“…Huh?”

“No time to rest. Go back and try again.”

“…”

He had the ‘Tenacity’ passive.

When activated, it provided a hidden bonus of additional experience points.

So he should be pushing himself relentlessly for faster growth.

He was truly a frustratingly slow learner.

At my encouragement, he let out a chuckle.

“Sorry, but even Trial 1 is no easy feat for us less gifted individuals. You’ll probably face some setbacks as well.”

Then, as if he were my senior, he added grandly,

“I’ve definitely hit a wall. But I won’t give up. I’ve made up my mind… I’ll clear it this week, no matter what. It’s a promise I made to Melissa…”

I half-listened to Edwin’s words, my mind replaying the events of the novel.

He probably cleared it around this time.

Just as Edwin felt defeated by the Evolution Chamber and was about to give up,

Melissa, the top student, would appear, provoking him with words like ‘Nothing comes easy’ and ‘I misjudged you’, urging him not to give up.

That’s when he would solidify his resolve.

Edwin’s current rank was C; clearing the Trial would make him the first to do so in his rank.

This would be an exceptional feat in Clarice, and it was the catalyst for him to be noticed and entangled with the main characters.

Edwin said to me in a calm tone,

“So, you shouldn’t give up either.”

“Yeah, good luck with that.”

“Don’t look at me with that pitying gaze. I’ll clear it… before you.”

“Sure, sure. I really hope so.”

I patted the shoulder of this textbook shonen manga protagonist and headed for the entrance to Trial 2.

“Uh… Lev Deneb? Only those who have cleared Trial 1 can enter there…”

“I know,” I replied, leaving Edwin’s muttering behind me.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-……

Cynatis’s eyes locked onto the boy with ash-grey hair and black eyes.

Lev Denec.

He had arrived.

The very subject that had annoyed her, yet whom Ariel, the King of Wind Spirits, had personally ordered her to observe.

Just moments ago, she had received a call from Professor Diena.

-Honorary Professor Cynatis, a student named Lev Denec will soon attempt Trial 2.

-By the way, how did that student even clear Trial 1?

Cynatis had struggled to evade Professor Diena’s probing questions.

-This time, will be, different, different.

But Trial 2 was unlike Trial 1.

This time, it was about endurance, surviving until the time limit.

Any attempt to cheat with the time limit had been blocked beforehand.

-A strong heart, sustains, myself!

Suddenly, one of Krun’s famous quotes, number 324, popped into her mind.

She clenched her tiny fist.

This time, she wouldn’t lose!

Lev stood before her.

-Welcome.

Cynatis, hiding her inner turmoil, spoke in a calm tone,

“It’s been a while.”

-Yes.

Was he always like this?

Or had he changed, now that the curse was lifted, as Ariel had mentioned?

He wasn’t as repulsive as she had thought.

He was just a young man with sharp features.

But Cynatis found him unsettling.

Most freshmen would be shocked to learn she was a monster, but this boy didn’t seem fazed.

“I’d like to enter Trial 2.”

He spoke with unwavering confidence.

No freshman from this year had even attempted Trial 2 yet. What was he thinking?

-‘Clear, these, thoughts.’

Cynatis brushed aside her doubts and replied impassively,

-2-A, your, spot, is, there. The, middle, room.

He was a ranger, after all.

So, Room A, which tested physical strength and agility, was the appropriate choice.

“Yes.”

Lev strode confidently into the chamber.

-‘No, hesitation?’

His lack of hesitation made Cynatis uneasy.

She couldn’t predict how he planned to clear it this time.

But she had set up the trial meticulously.

He had to endure 20 minutes in that room; it wouldn’t be easy.

A few seconds passed…

-Professor.

-!!

His voice echoed from within the chamber.

And what he said next was…

-I forfeit.

-Huh…?

He had forfeited in under 10 seconds, maybe even 5.

And forfeiting meant he couldn’t attempt the same trial for a week.

The same rule applied even if he had cleared it.

Lev Denec had set the deadline for his wager with Professor Diena before the Dungeon Exploration Practice.

This meant the bet was practically over.

‘I… won…? Huh?’

Cynatis, who had somehow been handed a victory, was left dumbfounded.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Unlike Trial 1, which simply assessed peak strength or magic power,

Trial 2 evaluated four attributes, divided into two separate rooms.

The first room tested stamina and agility,

while the second room tested mana and mental strength.

Physical students who relied on stamina faced the 2-A chamber,

while magic students who utilized mana faced the 2-B chamber.

As I entered the 2-A chamber, thankfully, nothing had changed from the novel.

Countless holes, evenly spaced, lined the walls…

Trial 2 tested concentration and perseverance.

In 2-A, all I had to do was dodge the barrage of arrows that rained down from those holes.

Similarly, 2-B involved enduring a magic fog using mental strength.



⚙ System Notification ⚙
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›  Stamina: 2.9
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› Mental Strength: 1.9

› Perception: 1.45
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› Specialization

 Circle Magic (1)

 Crossbow – Proficiency (6)





But with my current agility and stamina, it was clearly impossible.

I needed at least 4 in both stats to have a chance.

And there was no way I could achieve that in a week, even with constant training.

‘There’s only one option.’

But I had entered knowing I wouldn’t be able to clear it.

Since no status window regarding changes to the setting had appeared, it meant it was possible.

So I readily gave up.

“I forfeit.”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

“The foundation of mana sensitivity lies in the six-stage process of detecting mana within an object.”

Aria Bluebell listened attentively to Professor Harfan’s [Basic Mana Sensitivity Theory] lecture.

“First, it’s crucial to organize your surroundings and calm your mind. Then, you determine the area within your mana’s reach, focusing on where you’ll attempt to sense.”

This class was notoriously difficult, with mostly A and S-rank students enrolling.

“Next, you infuse mana to investigate the information within the object and re-examine the corresponding inscription. Through this process, the caster gains new knowledge…”

For Aria, who diligently reviewed and previewed her studies, it was a manageable lecture,

but she couldn’t help but let her thoughts drift.

‘The upcoming Dungeon Exploration Practice…’

She needed to be on the same team as Lev Denec.

Aria had a hunch.

It was about Yeriel, the head resident of Seraphi Black Dormitory.

Considering her relationship with Lev,

it seemed likely that Yeriel, as an Elder, would invite Lev to her party.

This meant that if Aria requested it, she could be on the same team with him again.

‘Monsters are different…’

Aria had heard that he was incredibly fast during the duel but lacked power.

Just enough to briefly knock out his opponent.

However, when he had defeated the Patchwork, the sheer force of his crossbow was undeniable.

And when he had returned from Ebenbahu after dealing with an unknown demon,

there had been no trace of a struggle.

In other words,

‘He must have taken it down in one shot again.’

Lev Denec was strong.

Perhaps even stronger than she imagined.

But he was hiding his power within the academy.

Why? Was it related to the demons?

‘That’s why this time…’

She had to observe closely.

Just how much power was he concealing? And did the black magic manifest when he unleashed his full strength?

“That’s all for today’s lecture. Mana sensitivity requires a high level of concentration, so practice meditation regularly.”

As the lecture ended,

Aria was about to head to her next class when

Selena, the platinum-blonde elf, appeared before her.

“Aria Bluebell, I need to speak with you.”

.

 .

 .

-One quick-acting potion, please!

The two sat facing each other in a small lounge area within the potion shop, frequented by students suffering from chronic mana deficiency.

Two of the most beautiful girls in Clarice Academy.

The only difference was that Selena was about a head taller than Aria.

-…

They were both A-rank students, but aside from Lev Denec, they had nothing in common.

During the duel with Gailon,

Aria had treated Lev and Selena’s fatigue before swiftly excusing herself,

while Selena had simply been teaching archery to Lev.

They only acknowledged each other with a nod.

Selena was the first to break the silence.

“Are you close with Lev Denec?”

It was a difficult question for Aria to answer.

But if she had to choose between yes or no, the answer would be,

“It’s hard to say we’re close.”

As if expecting that answer, Selena got straight to the point.

“Good. I’ll be blunt. Stay away from Lev Denec.”

“…May I ask why?”

“He’s dangerous.”

“That’s true.”

“… ”

Selena was taken aback by Aria’s quick agreement.

But she couldn’t back down now. She had to say what needed to be said.

She continued,

“I’d like to ask for your cooperation.”

“Go ahead.”

“For the upcoming Dungeon Exploration Practice, I plan to be on the same team as Lev Denec. So…”

“With all due respect, Selena, I plan to be on his team as well.”

Seeing Aria standing her ground, Selena sighed softly.

“Aria Bluebell, there’s something important I need to confirm…”

“It’s the same for me. I apologize.”

“… ”

For some reason, a subtle war of nerves ensued,

where neither party’s opinion was taken into consideration…

-Hey! I came to buy a potion…

-Oh, sorry…

A male student who had been about to enter the lounge quickly shut the door and retreated.

Selena, amused by the situation, asked,

“Don’t tell me… you have… ”

“…?”

“Romantic feelings for Lev Denec?”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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When I forfeited in the Evolution Chamber, Cynatis’s expression was easy to read.

Granted, her default was a blank stare, but her gaze definitely held an unspoken plea:

“Krun, I won, praise me.”

If Krun were still alive, he’d probably ruffle her hair affectionately.

Anyway, as she had predicted, I failed Trial 2.

‘But I have a plan.’

I had only failed Trial 2-A.

I still had a chance with Trial 2-B.

And I had to clear Trial 2, no matter what, to level up Wind Archery.

As a constant reminder, Chamber B was designed for magic users.

The moment you stepped inside Chamber B, a magic fog filled the room.

In gaming terms,

this fog was a curse-type debuff.

As it stacked on the player, it inflicted suffocating pain, eventually forcing them to forfeit.

It was essentially an enhanced version of a gas chamber.

There were several strategies for clearing it.

The curse debuff level of Trial 2 was probably 4.

Therefore, you could either increase your status ailment resistance to become immune,

or endure it by spamming mana with purification magic.

Alternatively, you could create a physical magic barrier to prevent inhaling the fog.

Lastly, you could push your mental strength to its absolute limit and endure it through sheer willpower.

Frankly, all these methods were out of reach for me.

I hadn’t started farming resistance, my mana pool was abysmal, and my magic power was equally pitiful.

Attempting to endure through sheer mental fortitude would be foolish.

‘Reincarnation Academy’ explicitly stated that no student had ever cleared it using the fourth method.

“There’s only one way…”

I had to exploit the system.

I boarded the express train and headed to the Magic Department student council room, Lilith’s domain.

Lilith La Rochelle, the main antagonist of the early chapters.

For this exploit, I needed her, or rather, her black magic.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-You don’t have any personal feelings for him, do you?

Selena’s question wasn’t intended to be malicious.

Regardless of Aria’s feelings, it was clear that Lev Denec had shown interest in Selena.

Although she wasn’t interested in him,

‘Humans like holding hands, do they not?’

He had certainly tried to prolong their handshake.

It didn’t take long for Aria to understand the meaning behind Selena’s question.

‘Personal feelings’ implied a romantic connection.

In other words, was she romantically interested in him?

“…That’s absurd.”

Aria answered without hesitation.

Her relationship with Lev Denec was purely that of an observer and the observed.

That explanation was sufficient.

Though thoughts of him stirred confusing emotions within her, she attributed it to his sudden personality change, his unusual behavior, and the suspicious circumstances surrounding him.

“If you don’t have any feelings for him, why do you keep getting involved?”

“What about you, Selena?”

“Well… that’s… not something I can discuss right now.”

“It’s the same for me. I can’t tell you at the moment.”

Aria couldn’t reveal her suspicion that he might be connected to the Great Demon Andras.

Sharing unconfirmed information was against her nature.

Sensing the seriousness in Aria’s gaze, Selena’s tone softened as she warned,

“Aria, I’m truly concerned about you. Be careful around him.”

“Thank you for your concern.”

“…And Lev Denec, he… towards me…”

“Yes?”

“It’s nothing.”

Selena stopped mid-sentence, nodded curtly, and left.

‘What happened between them?’

Aria was left with another unanswered question.

Just a few days ago, they had been training partners without any issues.

For Selena’s attitude to change so drastically, something must have happened.

‘Was it during the duel?’

Perhaps he had acted inappropriately, violating her during the fight.

‘But I haven’t heard anything like that…’

Aria, who had planned to return to her dormitory and study after class, changed her mind.

“…”

Come to think of it, she had never asked him about his preferences for party members.

She felt a pang of embarrassment for rejecting Selena’s request so abruptly and for jumping to conclusions, especially since, as Selena had pointed out, she harbored no romantic feelings for him.

“First, I need to…”

A sense of urgency washed over Aria.

She had to talk to Lev Denec.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Student Council Room, Clarice Academy.

-Slap.

-Get a grip, girl.

Lilith La Rochelle caressed her cheek where his hand had struck her.

The memory of that day, the stinging sensation as if ice water had been splashed on her face, was still vivid.

But Lev Denec had rejected her.

She had offered him everything.

Had anyone ever treated her with such disdain?

Lilith was a powerful mage, a contender for the top spot in her year, and as student council president, she enjoyed a position of influence and prestige within the academy.

Yet, it had been a week since that incident.

-You’re barking up the wrong tree. Let’s just stay out of each other’s way. And let me know if you need compensation.

Those had been his parting words, and since then, she had been completely ignored…

But she hadn’t been sitting idly by!

“Junior…” she whispered, a sinister glint in her eyes.

She hadn’t given up.

Initially, she had considered reporting his assault and having him expelled for violating academy rules, but

she couldn’t do that.

She was convinced that Lev Denec had ties to the demons.

The way he had effortlessly crushed her enhanced Patchwork monster,

and his swift victory in the duel against an upperclassman, was no coincidence.

Her obsession might have been bordering on madness, but she had a plan.

First, she was a second-year student and would be participating in the upcoming Dungeon Exploration Practice as an Elder, leading a team of freshmen.

Given his abrasive personality and his blatant disrespect for even upperclassmen, as witnessed in the duel and fueled by rumors, it was unlikely any Elder would choose Lev Denec for their team.

“…This is my chance to be his savior.”

Offering him a helping hand at a time like this…

Wouldn’t that make for a compelling narrative?

She, of all people, would become his trusted ally.

Her plan didn’t end there.

The Dungeon Exploration Practice, unlike the ranking matches, took place outside the academy grounds, making it difficult for the professors to monitor every detail.

It was the perfect setting for her to enact her scheme.

“Hehehe… I’m so excited.”

On her desk lay a black magic grimoire.

It was a forbidden text detailing ‘Mind Control’, a magic so dangerous that even mages were prohibited from practicing it.

It was a spell that allowed the caster to manipulate another person’s mind at will,

a specialty of demons, who relished manipulating humans.

True to her reputation as the second-best student in her year,

Lilith had mastered this difficult magic in a short period.

‘Ah… I’m almost there…’

With this black magic, her dream could become a reality.

She yearned for Lev Denec to turn her into a demon.

By controlling his mind and becoming his subordinate, she could finally shed her human skin and embrace her demonic aspirations.

She would be free from her tedious demon worship and her role as a pawn for the demons at this academy.

Her past, her repulsive and filthy human existence, would be erased.

“And… for Junior’s sake… I need to eliminate that pesky girl.”

She had tasked her underlings with investigating, and they reported that a female student was constantly shadowing Lev.

Her name was…

“Aria Bluebell.”

That girl, oblivious to her place, dared to observe Lev Denec, attempting to unravel the secrets of a great demon.

Lilith wanted to see tears streaming down that usually composed face.

She craved the sight of her begging, her submission…

“Ha… just the thought…”

The mere thought sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine, a jolt of electricity through her body.

If the anticipation was this intense,

how exhilarating would the real thing be?

“The problem is…”

This magic had one major drawback. It required a circuit to be implanted in the target beforehand.

This meant either etching a runic inscription on him or having him wear a special artifact ring known as the ‘Ring of Domination’.

It was similar to the prerequisite for the ‘Demon Whisper,’ which tried to bind him to a monster through a mark.

Had he still been that pathetic weakling, he would have eagerly accepted and worn it…

‘But how…’

As Lilith was agonizing over this dilemma,

the door to the student council room burst open.

For a moment, she couldn’t believe her eyes.

‘Is this a dream…?’

He stood before her, the one she had only dared to summon in her fantasies.

“It’s been a while.”

“J-Junior?!”

Lev Denec had come to her.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

“Professor Cynatis! I heard Lev Denec forfeited Trial 2!”

Chief Professor Diena Ashkar hurried to the Evolution Chamber as soon as her lecture ended.

Though she maintained a calm and collected, even ruthless demeanor when teaching, she had been secretly concerned upon hearing that Lev had attempted the Trial.

-Yes, that’s correct.

“As expected of you, Professor. Unyielding and impartial.”

-Of course.

This was the best possible outcome for Diena.

‘To think he’d try it right after our wager… truly…’

She had been foolish to worry, thinking he might possess some hidden potential beneath his reputation as a troublemaker.

Her intuition, honed through years of purifying sanctuaries, was sharp.

His abilities weren’t enough to clear Trial 2, or even Trial 1, for that matter.

That was the objective assessment of Lev Denec.

The Chamber’s rules were absolute; re-attempts were prohibited.

The bet was practically over.

As Diena was inwardly celebrating,



-!!

Lev Denec reappeared.

“Good to see you again, Professor.”

Maintaining her composure, Diena replied with a graceful smile,

“Cadet Lev? The cooldown period for the Trial is seven days…”

“Yes, a week, right?”

“That’s correct. So, it’s a shame. You were rather bold in your attempt, but…”

“I’d like to challenge the Trial.”

“What? As I said, it’s once a week.”

He walked past Diena and stood before Cynatis.

“I’d like to attempt 2-B.”

-…

“What?!”

What audacity.

Accepting defeat gracefully was also a valued virtue at Clarice Academy.

For him, who had switched to archery due to his abysmal magic and mana, to challenge Chamber B…

“Cadet Lev? You’re an aspiring archer, are you not?”

“I was also an aspiring mage.”

In principle, those without inherent magical ability were barred from entering Chamber 2-B,

but technically, he met the requirement.

Barely.

“May I enter?”

Lev Denec smiled at them both.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Having experienced the beta test of ‘Reincarnation Hero’, I recalled a particular bug in the game.

When multiple buffs or debuffs were stacked, the highest-level debuff took priority.

While seemingly insignificant at first glance, this bug could significantly impact gameplay.

For example, if a target afflicted with the Bleeding (Lv. 1) debuff received the equally leveled Stamina Reduction (Lv. 1) debuff,

the Stamina Reduction debuff would always succeed due to a synergy effect triggered only when a target was bleeding.

It was similar to how water magic dealt additional damage to a target afflicted with the Electrocution debuff.

This was the standard effect when debuffs were applied sequentially.

However, if a target with the Bleeding (Lv. 1) debuff received the Stamina Reduction (Lv. 2) debuff,

the higher-level Stamina Reduction (Lv. 2) debuff took precedence, negating the synergy effect triggered by the Bleeding debuff.

‘In short, it’s a shitty bug…’

It was more of a detriment than an advantage, so I thought it was completely useless…

Who knew it would come in handy like this?

I took a deep breath and opened the door to Trial 2 Chamber B.

Step.

As I confidently stepped inside, I was greeted by a thick fog and a barrage of status windows.

-Ding!



⚠ Resistance Failed ⚠





 [Debuff: Curse of Agony]

 [This curse inflicts periodic pain upon you.]

 [This curse inflicts periodic pain upon you.]

 [Current Stacks: 1]

 [Vision narrowed.]





-Ding!



⚠ Resistance Failed ⚠





 [Debuff: Curse of Agony]

 [This curse inflicts periodic pain upon you.]

 [Current Stacks: 2]

 [Vision blocked.]





“So fast…”

The debuffs steadily stacked on my defenseless body.

My vision was already fading to black. As each of my senses shut down, leaving only pain, the agony would begin.

There was no time to waste.



📜 Item Information 📜





› Ring of Domination

› Rarity: B-

› Black Magic: Prerequisite for Mind Control

› Equippable





I immediately equipped the Ring of Domination I had received from Lilith.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Lev Denec wasn’t the only one attempting Trial 2.

Melissa de Prominence, aiming for the top spot in the academy, was also striving to conquer it.

She was engrossed in her training at the magic practice range, focusing her magic on a large straw dummy.

-Crackle…

Small inscriptions, etched with coordinates, appeared around the dummy, guided by Melissa’s concentration.

-Boom!!!

The inscriptions ignited in an instant, blooming into crimson flowers of fire before exploding.

Fire Burst, a 4th Circle spell.

It was a high-level spell, boasting considerable firepower.

The straw dummy, three times her size, was completely incinerated, losing its form.

-Is she really a freshman…?

-Not just the firepower, but the precision of her inscriptions is amazing. I’d believe it if she said she was from the Orthodox faction…

-That’s the girl who defeated the monster during the entrance exam, right?

Despite her seniors’ praise, Melissa paid no mind to them.

‘If only I had done this back then…!’

She was driven by the memory of that day.

The Patchwork monster during the entrance exam.

Truth be told, if she had focused, she could have easily defeated it with her skills.

But she had been complacent, wanting to show off her superiority to Lev Denec, and had wasted too much mana on high-cost spells against the Hobgoblin.

When she encountered the Patchwork monster, she panicked, her nerves getting the better of her, and failed the incantation, wasting even more mana.

‘I messed up the resource management. Unworthy of a mage…’

It was a memory she wanted to erase.

Lev Denec, on the other hand, had done his part, unfazed by her snide remarks.

‘And it was I who ridiculed him first…’

Aria, too, had been calm and collected.

For some reason, she had remained composed in the face of the monster and even rescued Edwin.

Thanks to them, the exam had concluded without any major incidents…

‘But why am I the only one who received an S-rank…’

Had she been treated favorably, unconsciously, because she was a princess?

Melissa felt a sense of alienation.

She was used to being the center of attention, receiving love and praise wherever she went.

‘Lev Denec…!’

Though she still saw him as a thorn in her side for trying to woo Aria.

-Gulp!

After downing a potion to replenish her mana, Melissa headed for the Evolution Chamber.

She was in good condition today and planned to attempt Trial 2.

At the chamber entrance, someone called out to her.

“Fancy seeing you here.”

It was Kaelan Heath, the red-haired boy, a fellow S-rank freshman and the runner-up, just like her.

Perhaps due to his handsome features, he was quite popular among all the years.

He seemed to keep crossing paths with her lately, and she couldn’t help but be aware of him.

Melissa tried to calm her racing heart and asked curtly,

“…You’re attempting the Trial too?”

“No. I have something to discuss with you, Melissa.”

“…”

His smooth baritone voice sent shivers down her spine.

“Can you spare some time for me?”

“As I said before…”

He was probably going to ask her to join his circle, ‘Royal Class’.

The conditions were tempting, but she had rejected his offer because she couldn’t join without Aria.

But she hadn’t expected him to be so persistent.

‘Could he… be interested in me?’

The thought sent a thrill through her, a feeling she had never experienced before.

“Fine. Do what you want…”

She found herself agreeing to accompany him.

“As expected of a princess.”

With a mischievous grin, he fell into step beside her.

Melissa had first met him during the mana sensitivity class.

He was the one who had first made her, confident in her mana sensitivity and inscription deciphering skills, feel a sense of defeat.

She had to admit it.

He was incredibly handsome, with looks that could rival even a prince, and his abilities were equally impressive.

Not only did he excel in practical training focused on mana manipulation and inscriptions,

but he also possessed extensive knowledge in theoretical fields like mana circuits and magical engineering.

In short, he was an unparalleled genius.

“Oh?”

Kaelan stopped abruptly and tapped Melissa’s shoulder.

“It seems someone’s attempting the Trial. Look over there.”

The fear of Trial 2 was widespread among the freshmen.

It was known for its cruel method of shutting down your senses one by one, leaving you with only agonizing pain if you failed to maintain focus.

But someone was actually attempting it…?

“Ash-grey hair… Could it be…”

Melissa caught a glimpse of a familiar figure.

“What? Do you know him?”

Of course she did. But that was Chamber 2-B…?

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Chapter 3 of ‘Reincarnation Academy’.

Lilith, driven to madness by the exposure of the black market’s illegal activities, thanks to Edwin’s actions, would brainwash Aria using her Mind Control magic.

-My precious doll…

There was no need to elaborate, but Lilith would start using Aria’s body for horrific acts, leading to her own downfall…

The chapter would culminate in a gruesome scene where Aria attempts suicide as a form of protest.

-Edwin, I’m so sorry… I’m sorry… Sorry…

-A-Aria!

At this point in the story, Edwin would be participating in the Dungeon Exploration Practice with Yeriel’s party, forming a love triangle with Melissa and Aria.

Edwin would then use his Executor abilities for the first time, breaking Lilith’s mental control and thwarting her plans.

-I won’t… kill you… Even though you were my senior.

He would even show an absurd level of mercy, sparing her life in the end.

‘It was a setup for obtaining the Holy Sword… but I wanted to see her die.’

Anyway, I had already struck first and exposed the black market,

and Lilith had learned Mind Control a chapter earlier than in the original story.

If I wanted to protect others, especially Aria, from harm, I had to take responsibility.

-Throb!





[Debuff: Mind Control]

⚠Resistance Failed⚠





As soon as I equipped the Ring of Domination, my body went numb, as if my mind had been disconnected.

‘It worked!’

Lilith had taken control of my body.



But even under Mind Control, my consciousness didn’t completely disappear.

However, considering my meager Mental Strength stat, I could only communicate with Lilith, the host.

And…

-Junior… can you… hear me?

Lilith’s voice, barely containing her laughter, reached my ears.

When I replied that I could hear her clearly,

-This suits you better, Junior.

Lilith burst into laughter.

-How does it feel to have the tables turned?

Perhaps it was due to everything I had endured so far,

but I allowed her to ramble for a while.

-Want to guess what I’m going to do with your body…?

I didn’t care.

My attention was solely focused on the status window.

-Ding!



⚠ Resistance Failed ⚠





 [Debuff: Curse of Agony]

 [This curse inflicts periodic pain upon you.]

 [Current Stacks: 9]

 [Agony will commence shortly…]





‘9 stacks, perfect.’

-Ding!





[Debuff: Mind Control]

[Debuff: Curse of Agony]





As I had anticipated, ‘Mind Control’ overrode ‘Curse of Agony’.

Now it was my turn to laugh.

Due to the debuff bug, Lilith’s mental fortitude would be the only defense against all the curses and agony.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-I can hear you loud and clear.

“Ah…”

His voice.

Lilith was relieved.

He had actually put on the Ring of Domination!

He was so foolish.

To think he would submit to Mind Control so easily…

All she had to do was give him orders.

“You said you couldn’t accept me as a demon…”

-…

“But I haven’t given up. I’ve been dreaming of this moment… So you can think whatever you want about what I’m about to do.”

Lilith spoke briefly, her voice firm.

“This is an order. Turn me into a demon.”

-Are you… being serious…?

He was under Mind Control.

There would be no refusal.

-Rumble!!!!

“…!”

A wave of unknown pain washed over Lilith.

“Ugh…!”

Excruciating pain, as if her insides were being crushed, threatened to shut down her thoughts.

“Wh-what is this…!”

-I’m sorry, Senior, but did you think becoming a demon was as simple as pinky swearing like children?

“Huh…?”

She tried to see through his eyes, but everything was dark and silent.

As Lilith struggled to understand the situation, Lev’s leisurely voice reached her.

-Controlling a Great Demon’s body like mine inflicts a considerable amount of pain on a human, you see?

“What…?”

-So, I suggest you release the Mind Control now.

“Sh-shut up! I can… endure this much…”

-I doubt it. You look like you’re struggling…

“I have to… I have to become a demon… so this much…!”

-Alright. Let’s see if you’re worthy. Don’t disappoint me.

The one who seemed relaxed and in control… was Lev Denec.

Lilith steeled her resolve.

His appearance when he had visited the student council room, though brief, was unmistakably demonic.

The quality of his mana… it was on par with a Great Demon.

This might be her last chance.

Endure. Persevere. Once the contract was complete, she would order him, this insolent master,

‘My dear Junior…!’

To kill Aria. That bitch.

.

.

.

How much time had passed?

Cynatis, the chamber guardian, observed.

-Why, no, movement?

He hadn’t moved a muscle since entering the chamber.

He wasn’t using magic or mana.

He should be writhing in pain…

But he remained perfectly still, silent.

Right until the time limit was about to expire.

“Professor Cynatis?”

Diena, unaware of the situation, could only try to read her expression.

The curse emanating from the chamber was at a level of 4-5.

In the later stages, it would reach level 5, making it impossible to endure without purification magic.

And calmly dispelling curses in such extreme conditions

was a difficult feat even for third-year students…

It was one of two possibilities.

Either he had fainted,

or he had actually endured it.

-Click!

The chamber door opened.

-!!

Lev Denec simply…

yawned and stretched.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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[Academy Achievement]


[Congratulations! You have cleared the Evolution Chamber!]

› Rewards
 Stat bonus, Supporting Character points

› Luck Activated!
 Strength, Stamina, and Agility slightly increased

› 2 Awakening Essences Acquired

› Wind Archery level increased!





The result… I had passed Trial 2.

Lilith had persevered admirably.

She wasn’t the student council president for nothing.

And a little over 20 minutes later, the Mind Control was lifted.





[Debuff Removed: Mind Control]





Thanks to the bug, the Curse of Agony debuff also disappeared.

She had endured the Curse of Agony while maintaining the Mind Control spell, pushing her to her absolute limit.

I had been prepared to use Demonization or even a high-risk purification potion if things went south, but there was no need.

-Cha-ching!



⚙ System Notification ⚙





› Status Ailment Resistance – Curse level increased!

› You can now resist curses up to level 3





‘Bonus resistance, nice…’

-Clank!

When I emerged from Trial 2, I was greeted by an unexpected crowd.

-…

Cynatis, the chamber guardian.

“…Impossible…”

Professor Diena, with whom I had made the wager.

“Lev Denec…?”

Melissa. What was she doing here?

“……”

And with that fiery red hair… could that be… Kaelan?

“What a coincidence.”

To think I’d run into him already.

I turned my attention away from him and approached Diena.

“It’s convenient that you’re here, Professor. As you can see, I won the bet, right?”

“This is… unbelievable…”

Professor Diena’s eyes were unfocused,

as were Cynatis’s.

-How?

“Your student records didn’t indicate such high aptitude for magic or mana.”

“That needs to be updated, then.”

“How did you manage this?”

“I believe I’m not obligated to reveal my strategy, according to the Chamber rules.”

Revealing your methods for clearing the Chamber was generally discouraged.

Of course, upperclassmen could secretly share tips with their juniors,

but you had the right to remain silent if someone asked.

And the results must be accepted without question.

This was the Evolution Chamber of Clarice Academy, established by the hero, Krun.

“Anyway, Professor, I’ll see you later.”

As I bowed politely and turned to leave, Diena grabbed my arm.

“W-wait a moment.”

She seemed to have regained her senses, her crimson eyes now focused.

“Cadet Lev, I apologize. I momentarily forgot the Chamber rules, and… it would be disrespectful to question the outcome of our wager. It would be belittling your efforts…”

“It’s fine. I don’t mind.”

“N-no, wait! Please reconsider becoming my personal assistant. It wouldn’t be a bad offer for you, Cadet Lev. I’ll have the chief assistant position ready for you!”

Chief assistant…

I wasn’t sure if there was such a thing as a ‘chief’ assistant, but it seemed she was offering me a prominent position.

Having a professor’s guidance wouldn’t hurt.

“Alright.”

Diena’s face lit up at my response.

A professor overjoyed by a freshman’s answer… how precious.

“But allow me to quit whenever I want.”

“Well… that’s…”

“If that’s not possible, then it can’t be helped.”

“Okay! We can do that.”

At my subtle power play,

“This is insane…”

Melissa’s jaw dropped.

“We can discuss the details tomorrow… or the day after, whenever you have time. Come to my office.”

-Chamber, reward, will, be, given, later.

“Yes.”

I replied curtly and ignored Melissa’s gaze, which seemed to waver between wanting to talk to me and not.

.

.

.

Outside the chamber, in the lounge, the students’ eyes were glued to the central magic display board.

-Ding!








 

[Evolution Chamber]

1st Year Rankings

1 – Anonymous: Trial 2 (6 hours 54 minutes 10 seconds)



2 – Abelline Valanthes: Trial 1 (00 minutes 25 seconds)



3 – Melissa de Prominence: Trial 1 (00 minutes 41 seconds)



4 – Kaelan Heath: Trial 1 (00 minutes 58 seconds)



5 – Andre Svenia: Trial 1 (01 minute 21 seconds)



6 – Raymond Toledo: Trial 1 (10 minutes 30 seconds)



7 – Lily Porget: Trial 1 (10 minutes 52 seconds)



.



.



.





The 1st year rankings had been updated.

-Already? Trial 2?

-Who is this ‘Anonymous’?

-Probably one of the S-rank students… Don’t worry about it.

-But 7 hours is too far ahead, isn’t it?

-Maybe they’re just an attention seeker.

The whispers started again.

The rankings, a visual representation of their standing in this meritocratic academy, held a powerful appeal.

I ignored them and casually took a seat in the lounge.

It was time to check out the highly anticipated level 2 Wind Archery.

‘Wind Archery.’

As I focused, the status window greeted me.



📜 Skill Information 📜





▶  [Wind Archery] [Lv.2] (N/A)

 A skill accessible through a contract with Ariel, the King of Wind Spirits.

 New techniques can be learned as the level increases.

▶  Currently Learned Skills:

›Wind Arrow, First Style

›Wind Barrier, Second Style (New)

› Exp: (Requires 3 Awakening Essences)

▶  [Wind Barrier, Second Style] (Active) (General Skill)

› [Active 1] – Creates a barrier, like a wind shield, surrounding the caster.

 The barrier absorbs a certain amount of damage and consumes wind energy.

› [Active 2] – Disperses status ailments, as if a gentle breeze.

 [*Due to the contract with Ariel, wind energy consumption is reduced, and the barrier’s durability and the level of ailments it can dispel are increased.]





“Hmm…”

Unlike the Wind Archery in the original game, this wasn’t an offensive skill.

It was a defensive skill that provided a barrier,

and a skill that removed debuffs.

However, two skills were combined into one, making it very efficient.

‘I was running out of skill slots anyway…’

The difficulty of the academy’s main missions, sanctuary purifications, would increase drastically.

I couldn’t rely solely on stealth tactics forever.

This would come in handy in emergencies.

And it confirmed one thing:



‘So, it’s determined by Cynatis’s Awakening Essence?’

Trial 1 was before I learned Wind Archery, so that made sense,

but the theme of Trial 2 was endurance, perseverance, so it had rewarded me with a corresponding skill.

Then what about Trial 3? It would be an offensive skill.

Of course, it would be incredibly difficult to clear.

I should probably start working on increasing my favorability with Cynatis to prepare for it.

‘Next… stats.’



Status





› Strength: 1.75

› Strength: 2.6 -> 2.7

› Stamina: 2.9 -> 3.0

› Agility: 2.2 (2.86) -> 2.3 (2.99)

› Magic Power: 1.45 (1.59) -> 1.8 (1.98)

› Mana: 1.7 -> 2.0

› Mental Strength: 1.9 -> 2.1

› Perception: 1.45 -> 1.65

› Luck: 3.0

Specialization

› Circle Magic(1)

› Crossbow – Proficiency(6) (new)

› Curse Resistance (3)











[Remaining Supporting Character points: 155]





Thanks to my ‘Luck’ stat, all my stats had increased, not just the ones required for Chamber B.

Since the maximum for Luck was 5,

I should focus on maxing it out for now.

‘Invest all points into Luck.’





[Luck: 3.0 -> 3.3]

[Remaining Supporting Character points: 35]





“Now I’m starting to look like a first-year student.”

But I couldn’t be satisfied with this.

The first main event of Chapter 2, the Dungeon Exploration Practice, was approaching.

Edwin would encounter a raid-level monster there.

After preventing that, the next event would be the ranking matches.

Right after raising expectations for Edwin in the previous event,

Kaelan, the author’s self-insert, would make his grand entrance.

He would establish a circle called ‘Royal Class’ and attempt to gaslight the heroines, exploiting their weaknesses and building his harem.

I had been dumbfounded by the contrived, forced, and utterly non-canonical ways in which Kaelan, essentially a villain in the story, accumulated flags.

Thinking about it made me angry…

I had planned to ignore him, but I couldn’t let this slide.

‘Time to cause some trouble.’

I stood up abruptly and headed back to the chamber.

Someone had cleared Trial 2 among the first-years.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

“Thank you for your time, Professor.”

-Yes. Good work.

Professor Diena seemed to have accepted the situation and left first.

‘What the hell?’

It wasn’t just Melissa who was dumbfounded; Kaelan Heath, the boy who prided himself as the strongest among the freshmen, was equally shocked.

The only one he considered a rival was Melissa.

And even she was only on par with him in terms of mana manipulation.

To Kaelan, who excelled in both swordsmanship and magic, she was simply not a worthy opponent.

He had been stalling, toying with her a bit because he found her princess-like aloofness cute, even though he could have cleared it anytime.

But in that brief period, someone had snatched the top spot in the Trial 2 rankings.

“Ha…”

And what annoyed him even more was Melissa’s reaction.

Her eyes weren’t just filled with surprise.

“Do you know him?”

“Yes, he’s a B-rank… Lev Denec…”

He could sense a hint of admiration, a spark of romantic interest in her gaze.

‘Seriously… for a mere B-rank…?’

As a male who prided himself on his superiority, it was a feeling he had never experienced before.

Cynatis asked Melissa and Kaelan,

-You, want, to, try, the, trial?

“No, thanks.”

He was in a foul mood.

Kaelan waved dismissively at Cynatis.

Usually, he would have maintained a facade of courtesy,

but today, he couldn’t be bothered.

“Hey, you…!”

Melissa, looking apologetic, bowed slightly to Cynatis.

‘Who should I punish?’

As Kaelan pondered who to take his frustration out on, Lev Denec blocked his path as he was about to leave the lounge.

“Hey, is that how you talk to a professor?”

“What?”

“Apologize.”

“Hmm, and who are you?”

“Or we can settle this with a fight.”

‘Ha, unbelievable.’

He was being challenged.

By a B-rank, no less.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Kaelan Heath.

The author’s favored character in this world I’ve been transmigrated into.

And the root of all evil…



📜 Character Information 📜





[Kaelan Heath]

▶ Status Average
: 3.6

▶ Specialization

Sword Proficiency (7)

Circle Magic (4)

▶ Unique Trait

Resilience (Lv.4) (Details unavailable)

Aura (Lv.2) (Details unavailable)

Carnage (Lv.1) (Details unavailable)

Immunity (Lv.1) (Details unavailable)

Fortuitous Encounter (Lv. N/A) (Details unavailable)

Copy (Lv. N/A) (Details unavailable)

Battle Recovery (Lv.1) (Details unavailable)

Absolute Growth (Lv.1) (Details unavailable)





Resilience, which boosted accuracy and reduced critical hit damage received,

Aura, which inflicted additional damage to weaker opponents,

Carnage, which stacked combo points upon defeating enemies, leading to increased stats,

Immunity, which granted resistance to all status ailments,

Battle Recovery, which continuously restored health during combat,

Fortuitous Encounter, which led to beneficial encounters wherever he went,

and Absolute Growth, accelerating the growth of all his abilities.

And finally, the culprit behind power creep, the ridiculously overpowered skill, ‘Copy’.

While the author tried to justify it with some nonsense about Kaelan’s dynamic vision,

it was basically a cheat skill designed for self-indulgent wish fulfillment.

It allowed him to copy and use an opponent’s skills during battle.

I couldn’t see the details of his other skills, but this was what was visible at a glance.


[Life Achievement]



[Third-Rate Provocation!: 10 Supporting Character points acquired]





Kaelan couldn’t believe I had cleared the Chamber.

His usual smug demeanor was nowhere to be found.

After a brief silence, as he approached me with a disbelieving look,

“Hold it, both of you.”

As expected, Melissa intervened.

“Lev Denec! You just had a duel. Don’t you know you’re not allowed to duel for two weeks after one?”

“Ah~, too bad.”

Feigning ignorance and disappointment, I watched as Kaelan’s expression contorted in disbelief.

As if wondering, ‘What the hell is wrong with this guy?’

I knew the rule, of course.

If I fought Kaelan now, I would lose.

That’s why I had provoked him.

-No, fighting, in, chamber.

First, Cynatis.

By pointing out Kaelan’s disrespectful behavior towards the professor, a monster,

I would gain a bit of favor with her.

“I knew it,”

Kaelan said smugly, as if expecting my reaction, and asked,

“You’re B-rank, Lev Denec, was it?”

“So what?”

“I’m going to challenge you during the ranking matches. Don’t you dare run away.”

“Whatever you say.”

Secondly, this.

According to the original story, his first opponent in the ranking matches would be Edwin.

And with his current abilities, Edwin’s defeat was inevitable.

But losing wasn’t the only problem.

Kaelan would use his unique trait, ‘Copy’, to steal Edwin’s protagonist-exclusive skill, [Executor’s Sword].

That would create a massive power gap, making Edwin nothing more than Kaelan’s inferior copy for the rest of the story.

Meanwhile, Kaelan would challenge and defeat each heroine and those connected to them, accumulating flags and hogging the spotlight.

‘I can’t let that happen.’

If Edwin was going to be robbed of his OP skill and forced into the Kaelan ending,

I had to stop him myself.

.

.

.

After accepting Kaelan’s challenge,

I dragged my weary body to the Black Dormitory.

As I opened the door,

“…?”

A woman with black hair, dressed in a black robe, stood there, meticulously groomed.

Lilith.

Yeriel stood behind her, looking nervous.

“Junior!”

Lilith rushed towards me and then hesitated, fidgeting.

Like a puppy… no, a cat welcoming its owner?

I asked coldly,

“What brings you here?”

“W-well… Junior…”

“Sigh.”

-Brush.

“!”

I casually tucked Lilith’s hair behind her ear and whispered, only for her to hear,

“You failed.”

“No! I can do better! Give me another chance…”

“I don’t need someone who doesn’t listen to me.”

“S-sorry, Junior! I’ll do whatever you say…!”

“Didn’t I tell you not to come here unless I summoned you?”

“Sorry, I’m sorry…”

Was it because she endured the Curse of Agony solely through willpower, without using a purification spell?

She had become corrupted, in a different sense.

“Don’t come here until I call for you.”

“Yes…”

“…”

Was that… a heart in her eyes…?

“I’ll be waiting… Junior…”

It must be my imagination.

-Clank.

Lilith left the Black Dormitory.

It was a better outcome for her than causing a catastrophic incident at the academy and spiraling towards destruction, as she had in the original story.

And…

“…Dinner… not yet, right?”

Yeriel forced a smile, trying to lighten the mood.

.

.

.

-Clatter.

The only sound between Yeriel and me was the clinking of silverware.

Our relationship had become somewhat strained after the duel.

It was understandable; after all, I had told her not to bother with me until she successfully communicated with a spirit.

But I couldn’t actively try to raise her favorability either.

She had a curse, the Fallen Angel’s Curse, which caused her to turn evil when she realized her true feelings.

Of course, the chances of her falling for a third-rate character like me were slim…

But just in case, I was keeping my distance.

Moreover, both she and Edwin were supposed to be paired up with each other in the original story, so as a supporting character, I couldn’t interfere in their relationship.

Yeriel spoke first,

“Lev…! Congratulations on winning the duel.”

“Thanks.”

“I’m glad you’re not hurt.”

“Indeed.”

I replied flatly.

Even now, she was the one reaching out first. She was way too kind.

“Do you know a freshman named Edwin?”

“Yeah, I know him.”

Of course I did. Lev Denec was the one who bullied him…

“I heard he never misses a day at the gym…! Isn’t that amazing?”

“That’s amazing.”

It seemed their first encounter went smoothly, as in the original novel.

Yeriel, impressed by Edwin’s hard work, would invite him to her party for the Dungeon Exploration Practice.

“And… you know… I successfully communicated with a high-ranking spirit.”

Already? That was a bit early…

I wanted to congratulate her sincerely, but I maintained my flat tone,

“…That’s great.”

“Yeah!”

Silence fell again.

Yeriel put down her silverware and called my name.

“…Lev.”

“…?”

“You said I could come to watch… once I successfully communicated with a spirit, right?”

Was that promise… still valid…?

And in this way?

-Slide.

She held out a piece of paper.








 [Dungeon Exploration Practice – Party Application]





“Will you… be on the same team with me… so I can watch you closely…?”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

A few days passed peacefully after the chamber incident and Yeriel’s party invitation.

‘Her eyes looked like they were about to burst into tears.’

There was no reason for me to refuse Yeriel’s persistent request.

Besides, a raid-level monster would appear during the main event, the Dungeon Exploration Practice.

If I managed to defeat it, I would be handsomely rewarded.

In preparation, I spent most of my time at the gym, except for classes.

‘Did Edwin do this every day?’

But the rewards for my intense training were quickly apparent.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





[Agility increased due to contract with the Spirit King!]

[Luck Activated! Agility further increased!]

[You grow accustomed to the sensation of cutting through the air with murderous intent]

[Wind energy recovery speed increased due to contract with the Spirit King!]

[Maximum wind energy capacity increased due to contract with the Spirit King!]

[Crossbow Proficiency increased due to Diena’s teachings!]

[Luck Activated! The increase is amplified!]





As my growth accelerated, the crossbow began to feel like an extension of my body.

-Cha-ching!





[Crossbow Proficiency: 7]





‘Yes…’

Finally reached 7.

Technically, it was thanks to the ‘Gamer’ trait’s bonus to crossbow proficiency.

If it had been a bow, which was more difficult to handle, I wouldn’t have been able to increase my proficiency this quickly.

Anyway, Professor Diena told me to come see her about the Scatter Shot today, so the timing was perfect.

-Whisper… whisper…

I heard female students whispering behind me.

What was different from before was that

now there were a few students who would sneak glances at me while I was training.

Of course, they’d quickly disappear when they heard whispers of, ‘Is that Lev Denec?’

Was I getting used to this world?

I felt nothing.

I would occasionally run into Selena at the archery range,

but like when we first met, she would observe my training briefly and then leave without a word.

‘It must be because of my Wind Archery.’

She must be confused.

About her own Wind Archery and, as Professor Diena had suggested, suspicious of the color of mine.

But there was no need to address it now.

Actions speak louder than words.

There would be plenty of events later that could clear up the misunderstanding, as long as I maintained this distance.

“You were practicing.”

A familiar voice reached my ears.

Aria.

She must have had a theology class; her hair was neatly combed, and she was dressed in her priestess robes.

“Thanks.”

For the past few days, she would visit me during my training sessions and infuse me with holy power to relieve my fatigue.

Was it her duty as a healer, like a borderless doctor?

“You’ve been coming here often.”

“Repayment…”

“Hmm?”

“For the chocolates… you gave me. It’s a repayment.”

“Ah, those.”

On the day of my duel with Gailon, I had taken her out to eat outside the academy.

And I had bought her two boxes of Ludis Mountain Chocolate, her favorite.

The gift hadn’t held any special meaning.

I had only seen them mentioned in the setting materials and was curious about the taste, and it felt awkward to eat them all by myself.

But this level of holy power… two boxes of chocolate weren’t enough to repay her, were they?

I found it a bit odd, but after recovering, I picked up my crossbow again.

“I’m glad you liked them.”

“Yes, they were deli…”

“?”

“…delicious.”

Though Aria’s tone was as curt as ever, I could sense her sincerity in her hesitant voice and averted gaze.

Feeling a pang of sympathy, I murmured,

“Yeah, that’s right. I was too harsh on a girl who loves chocolate this much.”

“…What?”

“Ah.”

I had spoken carelessly.

She had lost her parents and been raised by another noble family; she had a painful past associated with chocolate.

I quickly changed the subject.

“Ah, never mind. So, you’re here to say that again, right?”

“…Say what?”



“That you’re going to keep an eye on me, and that you want to be on the same team.”

“…”

I had just said it randomly, but Aria didn’t deny it.

“Here.”

I handed her the party application I had received from Yeriel.

“…What’s this?”

This main event would be more dangerous than the Patchwork incident.

I might as well form a party with the main characters and support Edwin.

And for that, I needed Aria.

“Write your name.”

“…”

Aria took the pen and hesitated for a long moment.

Did she not want to?

I added,

“I’m not forcing you.”

“Are you… a good person, Lev?”

“?”

Aria looked up, her azure eyes locking onto mine.

And she whispered softly,

“Are you a good person?”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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I pondered.

Were there any truly ‘good’ people in ‘Reincarnation Academy’?

Towards the end of the story, the main heroines, including Edwin, were considered good,

while the author’s characters, including Kaelan, were villains…

At least, that was how it appeared to me, a stickler for canon.

Then where did Lev Denec fit in?

And why had Aria asked me if I was a good person?

“Well, I just do what I want.”

An ambiguous answer slipped out.

In a way, I was an outsider in this story, someone who intervened to change the course of events.

I might be a good person to Edwin and his side, but a villain to Kaelan and his.

Aria lowered her gaze slightly and responded,

“…I see…”

Then, the familiar silence returned.

In this awkward atmosphere,

-Whoosh.

Only the sound of my crossbow echoed.

For some reason, Aria lingered.

It wasn’t long before she spoke again.

“I’m looking for the Great Demon, Andras.”

“…Is that so?”

I almost blurted out, ‘I killed him’,

but I swallowed the words.

It was too early to reveal that.

I couldn’t prove it, nor could I explain the circumstances.

Still, I was surprised. Aria wasn’t supposed to talk about her past until much later in the story.

“Can you help me find him?”

“…”

I was speechless.

It was because of the status window that popped up along with her request.

-Cha-ching!


 [Supporting Character Quest]


[Main Event 3]

[Mission Objective: You, as a supporting character, know the answer. Tell the Healer, ‘Aria Bluebell’, the whereabouts of Andras.]

[Reward: 300 Supporting Character points]

[Remaining Time: Unlimited]





In fanfiction, each character had their own designated chapter and main event for their awakening.

Aria’s awakening was triggered by her confrontation with Andras.

So, to tell her his whereabouts… I couldn’t simply say he was gone; I had to reveal that I had inherited his power.

And in this world, inheriting demonic power had a clear implication.

It wasn’t a necessary evil, like in the original game; it was considered ‘absolute evil’.

Aria’s eyes trembled slightly.

She was testing me.

She wasn’t the type to ask for favors easily.

Her words weren’t simply a request to help her find Andras.

It was a plea, asking me to tell her if I knew anything, if I was connected to him in any way.

‘300 points right in front of me, or Aria’s favorability…’

I had to face reality once again.

This wasn’t a game.

She and I were living, breathing individuals.

And my purpose was to prevent the Kaelan ending.

That was all that mattered.

I made my decision. I looked at Aria and said,

“I’ll help you.”

Aria smiled faintly, as if expecting this answer.

“…I misspoke. Please forget what I said.”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

After my conversation with Aria at the archery range,

I examined the Scatter Shot, my reward for winning the bet, in my dormitory room.



📜 Item Information 📜





[Ash Grey Scatter Shot]

› Rarity: S

 A crossbow imbued with the essence of the Great Demon – Leraje. Legend has it that only those chosen by a demon can wield it.

› Unusable: Missing string

› Details unavailable





A crossbow with a tinge of dark red.

Perhaps because its abilities were locked, it didn’t show any special characteristics.

It actually looked rather ordinary, except for its dark hue.

Diena had been worried, mentioning the missing string and the difficulty of using a demonic weapon…



📜 Item Information 📜





Posedaros the Water Dragon’s Tendon

› Rarity: S

 A tendon said to have belonged to Posedaros when he existed in physical form. It possesses the properties of water – elusive yet unbreakable.

› 

Crafting Material





As someone with the ‘Gamer’ trait, I wasn’t concerned.

‘Craft.’



⚙ System Notification ⚙





[Crafting]

› Proficiency Lv. 1

› Craftable Items

[Recipe – Ash Grey Scatter]

› Ash Grey Scatter Shot 1/1

› String (Bowstring) of S-rank or higher 1/1

[Reward: Ash Grey Scatter]

› Would you like to craft?

[Success Rate: 1%]





To facilitate testing and progression during the closed beta of ‘Reincarnation Hero’, the crafting system didn’t require a specific crafting location.

So I could simply craft it myself, which would also level up my proficiency,

but the problem was the success rate.

For an S-rank item, with my level 1 proficiency, the success rate was a measly 1%.

‘But this too…’



⚙ System Notification ⚙





Stats

›  Strength: 2.9

›  Stamina: 3.25

› Agility: 2.6 (3.38)

› Magic Power: 1.9 (2.09)

›  Mana: 2.5

› Mental Strength: 2.45

› Perception: 1.7

› Luck: 3.4

Specialization

› Circle Magic (1)

› Crossbow – Proficiency (7)

› Curse Resistance (3)

 [Remaining Supporting Character points: 5]





I could make up for it with my diligently accumulated Luck stat, the first-craft bonus on the test server,

and the crafting potion I had splurged 3000 gems on at the black market…

-Ding!



⚙ System Notification ⚙





 [Base Crafting Success Rate: 1%]

[Blacksmith Dwarf Elixir: +8%]

[Mystical Luck increases success rate!: +34%]

[Test Server First Craft Bonus!: +50% success rate]



[Crafting Success Rate: 93%]





7% short…

Failure would be devastating.

I wasn’t much of a gambler.

But I had one more trick up my sleeve.

Time to go all in.

‘Demonization.’



📜 Skill Information 📜





 [Demonization] [Lv. 1] (Active) (Ultimate Skill)

 Temporarily channels demonic power, shrouding the user in darkness.

›  ((Current Stat + 0.5) x 1.05) stat bonus.

› Current duration based on mana: 26.877 seconds.

› Exp: (0/300)

› Acquisition Difficulty: Extremely Difficult





This would give my Luck stat another boost.

-Are you a good person, Lev?

Aria’s question flashed through my mind.

But I had no choice. Please bear with me just this once…

As I concentrated and activated ‘Demonization’,

-Whoosh!

An ominous energy enveloped my body.

-Ding!





[Luck: 3.4 -> 4.09]





Truly an ultimate skill.

A love-hate skill that always provided that final push when needed.

-Ding!



⚙ System Notification ⚙





 [Base Crafting Success Rate: 1%]

[Blacksmith Dwarf Elixir: +8%]

[Mystical Luck increases success rate!: +40.9%]

[Test Server First Craft Bonus!: +50% success rate]

[Crafting Success Rate: 99.9%]

▶ Craft?





I had successfully created a button with a 1 in 1000 chance of self-destruction.

Without hesitation, I declared,

“Craft.”

.

.

.

.

.

.

-Cha-ching!!!





[Crafting Successful!]

Ash Grey Scatter





“Whew.”

I let out a sigh of relief.

To think I’d be so nervous over this…

As I was calming down, status windows began popping up like a cascading waterfall.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





› Crafting Proficiency increased!

Equipment Crafting: Lv. 1 -> Lv. 6!

›Luck Activated! Random stat increased by 0.3!

Mana 2.5 -> 2.8

›Item Achievement Unlocked!

Legacy of the Great Demon

›Reward: 100 Supporting Character points

›Supporting Character points acquired!





100 points, befitting a main quest achievement.

Crafting such a powerful item at this stage was unheard of.



📜 Item Information 📜





Ash Grey Scatter

› Rarity: S+

› A crossbow imbued with the essence of the Great Demon – Leraje. Legend has it that only those chosen by a demon can wield it.

*Water Dragon Tendon effect: Grants water attribute attacks.

› Equippable

› Unique Effect unavailable





An S+ rank item.

In the game, it was a legendary item that you might be lucky enough to craft one or two of in the very late game.

However, high-rank items had special abilities that were locked unless the wearer’s stats met certain requirements.

It was a necessary balancing mechanism.

If relying solely on gear was possible, I would have spent all my gems on equipment from the start.

So, with my current stats, even if I equipped it, it would only be slightly better than my current weapon.

But there was a specific reason why I had chosen the Ash Grey Scatter, a demonic weapon.

‘Chosen by a demon,’ as mentioned in the tooltip.

This meant that I could unlock its full potential by using ‘Demonization’.

Though I was itching to test it out,

using Demonization twice in a row would drain my mana too quickly and arouse suspicion from not only Aria but also Yeriel.

‘Preparations complete.’

I was ready to face the raid-level monster.

Time passed, and the day of the Dungeon Exploration Practice arrived.

Each party would be assigned a different dungeon, all with similar difficulty levels but located in different areas. The magic tower, responsible for portal transportation, was bustling with students.

“Thank you, Senior Yeriel. I couldn’t find any party members…”

“No more ‘Senior’! I prefer it if we speak casually!”

Edwin was expressing his gratitude to Yeriel for inviting him to her party.

“Oh, okay… I understand. Yeriel.”

“Looking forward to working with you, Edwin!”

“Uh… yeah…”

As Yeriel extended her hand with a smile, Edwin stared blankly, as if he had just encountered an angel.

‘He’s already smitten…’

It was fine. It was going according to the original story.

This was where their relationship began.

At that moment, Assistant Instructor Bella approached our group, leading a student.

“Team 16, you’re all here.”

To ensure each class was represented,

our final party composition was…

Party Leader: Yeriel

Frontline: Edwin, Lily

Midline: Aria, Yeriel

Backline: Me

Assistant Instructor Bella began explaining the situation.

“Ideally, an S-rank frontline would be suitable for your party, but due to an uneven distribution of students, this is your team.”

“Ahem!”

Brown twintails…

A wide-brimmed mage’s hat.

It was Lily Porget, the A-rank Dragon Tamer whom I had confessed to…

She was our frontline.

It wasn’t entirely illogical.

Lily was originally a summoner. She could summon golems, so she could act as a tank.

Since she would awaken as a Dragon Tamer later on, this made sense at this point in the story.

Moreover, she was a reserve member on track to reach S-rank, so her skills were undoubtedly exceptional.

“Ahem, ahem! Be grateful I’m here! It was Kael… I mean, Senior Yeriel’s request!”

So it was because of Kaelan…

In ‘Reincarnation Academy’, Melissa, Abelline, and Lily would all fall under Kaelan’s charm.

I had already witnessed him making his moves; they were fighting over him during the general seminar, each wanting to be on his team.

“I’ve already briefed the Elder on the dungeon information. Just follow Yeriel’s lead. The evaluation is also up to the Elder, so don’t think you can slack off just because the professors aren’t here.”

“One more thing. The dungeon you’re going to is not particularly dangerous, but it’s a real-life combat situation. Don’t get careless. That’s all.”

Bella quickly moved on to brief the next team.

This was truly a practical, no-nonsense academy.



Now that it was just our team, Lily glared at me.

“Ugh, why are you even here?”

It had been a while since Gailon, but here it was again, the classic ‘being ignored as a third-rate character’ trope!

She put her hands on her hips and began scolding me, despite her small stature.

“With Lily as the frontline, and a backline like you… you’re going to be a burden on the others. Don’t you have any self-awareness?!”

She was cute.

Even the way she referred to herself in the third person somehow suited her.

“Lily. We’re about to start the evaluation. Can you please refrain from causing internal conflicts?”

“Sure~. But it’s the duty of the midline and backline to follow the frontline, right?”

Despite Yeriel’s warning, Lily was relentless.

“I’ll give you a special order, you loser. Do your job as a backline and shoot arrows. You know what they say, ‘Silence is golden’, right? Stop talking nonsense. Got it?!”

“……”

“Answer me!!!”

The raid-level monster that would appear in this Dungeon Exploration Practice.

And the awakening of Edwin and Yeriel.

This was the beginning of a crucial event, so I had planned to keep things amicable…

But it seemed unavoidable now.

This rude, bossy little girl…

‘She needs a good cry to straighten her out.’

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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The test began, and our party was transported to the Hellen Mine via the magic tower.

Hellen Mine.

As the name suggested, it was a mine.

It was once a Kobold mine, its numerous caves serving as a temporary dwelling for monsters.

Of course, with the purification of major sacred objects in the vicinity, the remaining monsters had lost most of their power.

Our mission was to investigate one of the unexplored sections of the mine, assessing the progress of purification.

Thin out the weakened monsters and collect samples of black magic density at the heart of the dungeon.

That was the ‘Dungeon Exploration Practice’ as described by the academy.

But what awaited the main characters?

Major incidents, major chaos.

In other words, this was no place for a freshman picnic.

.

.

.

-Rumble!!!

A heavy thud, followed by

-Crash!!!!

-Crackle…

The ground cracked.

A two-meter wide fissure opened up.

Two greenish-brown golems emerged, slaughtering spiders.

“See? That’s how you break through a spider web! Senior Yeriel! Burn it with fire magic!”

The spider monsters’ tactic was simple.

Spin webs and wait for prey.

Lily’s strategy was equally simple: send in the golems to clear the webs and draw the spiders’ attention.

-Whoosh!

And then, Yeriel would eliminate the tangled webs with her elemental magic.

Golems were resistant to fire, and with Yeriel’s precise control, we sustained no damage.

It was a… decent strategy.

“Unlike some useless… attackers, who would take forever to clear this?”

“Lily, please refrain from making such remarks…”

“Huh? Lily… wasn’t talking about anyone specific.”

‘…’

She was definitely talking about me…

Edwin, even lower in rank than me and contributing nothing, seemed to feel the sting, keeping his head down in silence.

We reached the first fork in the path.

“Huh…?”

It was a three-way split, just like Lily’s hairstyle: left, right, and center.

As everyone hesitated, I, already knowing the answer, spoke up,

“We need to go left. The stalagmites on the right path show signs of Earth Spiders. Their speed makes them difficult to handle with golems.”

Pretending to examine the cave walls with a 1st Circle Light spell, I laid out the bait, and Lily took it.

“Hold on, why are you giving orders?”

Normally, the tank led the party, but

having the archer or rogue scout ahead was a common tactic.

Ignoring this, Lily declared,

“Lily will go right.”

“Maybe we should listen to Lev this time…”

“Are you saying you don’t trust Lily? That guy insulted my golems!”

[Anonymous Feedback: Please add a ‘dislike’ button for Lily Porget.]

[We can’t do that, but instead, we’ll give you a cute Lily. To appease everyone, we’ve added a backstory where she lied about her age, entering the academy four years younger than she actually is.]

“She really was a little kid…”

Thanks to Lily’s tantrum, we headed right.

.

.

.

Screech!!!!

Hiss!!!!

“Eek!!! Th-they’re creepy! What are those?!”

-Thump!

-Thump!

Earth Spiders, with black and yellow striped fur, the size of two palms.

The setting materials clearly stated that Lily hated spiders, and now I knew why.

“Go away! Go away!”



📜 Character Information 📜






[Earth Spider]

› Common C-Rank Monster

› Arthropod

› Threat Level: Moderately High


› Characteristics
 While a single individual isn’t particularly dangerous, their speed on land and tendency to swarm can pose a significant threat. A hive mind controlling them exists deep within the dungeon.





Their speed was greater than I had anticipated.

These guys, despite their seemingly harmless appearance, were monsters.

Even weakened by purification,

they were driven by an even greater desire to survive and multiply.

If even one latched onto you, obstructing your vision, it would drain your life force, leading to a dangerous situation.

“Die! Die!”

-Thump!

-Thump!

The golems, with their slow movements, couldn’t block all the Earth Spiders.

“Aaaaagh!”

-Slash!

Even Edwin’s swordsmanship wasn’t enough.

Hiss!

-!!

They broke through the frontline, Edwin and the golems, and charged towards Yeriel and Aria in the midline.

“Everyone, fall back!”

Yeriel, being an upperclassman, swiftly reacted.

-Whoosh!

She summoned a blazing wall of fire.

Fire Wall, a 5th Circle spell.



As the spiders’ advance was momentarily halted, I shouldered my crossbow.

I needed to secure a good grade.

Taking a deep breath, I activated Wind Archery.

What I needed now was…





[Wind Arrow – Multi-Shot]





As if reflecting my thoughts, the wind swirled in a spiral pattern, gathering at the firing point of the Ash Grey Scatter.

“Hey, I told you to stay back! What are you doing?!”

“Hide behind the golem. You too, Edwin.”

“Huh?”

Pshhhhewwww!

The moment I pulled the trigger, a torrent of blue wind arrows erupted.

-Whoosh…

The wind swept through Yeriel’s Fire Wall, transforming it into a wave of fire that engulfed the Earth Spiders.

It was over in an instant.

The cave lit up, a blast of hot air washed over us, and then

-Whoosh!!!!

-Screech!!!!





[Luck Activated! Random stat increased by 0.05]

[Luck Activated! Random stat increased by 0.05]

[Luck Activated! Random stat increased by 0.05]





-Sizzle…

Only the smell of burning spiders lingered.

“Ugh… Cough!”

As Yeriel cast a ventilation spell, Lily, who had taken shelter behind the golem, cautiously peeked out.

Then, she stomped over to me, fuming.

“You could have gotten hurt!”

“We wouldn’t be in this mess if you had just listened to me and gone left…”

“What? Are you saying it was Lily’s fault?”

“Almost.”

“…Ugh.”

Lily, unable to retort, flushed red and turned away.

It was only fair to respond to childish behavior with childishness.

.

.

.

Dungeons were notoriously labyrinthine.

That was a given.

And so, once again…

we encountered another fork in the path.

“…Ugh!”

Observing Lily’s frustrated back,

I spoke up,

“Left again. The wall on the right seems to have a resonating section, suggesting a trap.”

“…Didn’t I tell you to shut up…”

Lily’s voice was quieter than before.

Of course, the resonating wall was just a plausible-sounding deduction I had fabricated.

This time, Edwin stepped forward.

“Lev, are you sure about that…?”

“Probably.”

I deliberately gave a vague answer.

Public opinion was on my side, and as Edwin started heading left…

“Then, let’s go left…”

“No!”

Lily stopped him.

“You’re just guessing! This time, it’s definitely right…”

“Lily, accepting your party members’ opinions and working together are also part of the evaluation.”

Even Yeriel started siding with me.

I approached Lily with an impassive expression and asked,

“You’ll take responsibility if we go right?”

“What…?”

“Can you handle the consequences, even if things get messy?”

“O-of course!”

With that, Lily marched forward.

Yeriel looked at me with worry, but I simply nodded in reassurance.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

The hellish difficulty of ‘Reincarnation Hero’ was no joke.

Every moment was a potential death trap, filled with not only monsters but also betrayal and conspiracies.

Like any roguelike game, it forced the player to make constant choices.

The survival of the characters depended on these choices,

and in dungeons designed to tempt players with loot, these decisions became even more crucial.

And this world I was transmigrated into was even more challenging than the hellish difficulty setting.

According to the novel, Selena would have been here instead of me, ensuring we always took the correct path,

and another A-rank frontline would have been here instead of Lily, making the dungeon relatively easy to clear.

The only real challenge was the raid-level monster, the ‘Flame Fiend’, that would appear later.

.

.

.

As a consequence of Lily’s choice, the next monsters we encountered were Zombie Kobolds.

‘Experience points, experience points.’



📜 Character Information 📜





[Kobold Zombie]

› Common C+ Rank Monster

› Humanoid

› Threat Level: Average

› Characteristics
 Kobolds mummified after being sealed in spider webs for a long time, resurrected by demonic power.





They had goblin-like features, but with a mix of canine characteristics.

Thankfully, their numbers were large, but they weren’t a party; they were mostly melee attackers.

-Keack?

They spotted us and charged.

Even ordinary Kobolds were known for their greed and obsession with adventurers’ belongings,

but corrupted by black magic and driven by a primal hunger, their viciousness was on a different level.

As expected, they swarmed Lily, who seemed like the easiest target, drawn to her large, cone-shaped hat.

-Kyarrrr!

“Eek!”

Lily screamed as a golem punched a Kobold, sending it flying.

-Boom!!!

-Keeek!!!

Edwin seized the opportunity, thrusting his sword vertically into the Kobold, finishing it off.

“Raaaagh!”

-Stab!

-Kegek…!

But it was just one.

-Clank! Screech!

A chilling sound, like metal scraping against stone, echoed from the front.

The Kobolds had surrounded Edwin and were hacking away with their makeshift blades.

One Kobold slipped past the golem’s guard and pounced on Lily.

“…!”

Ignoring her panicked expression,

-Whoosh!

-Thud!

A clean shot, accompanied by the sound of compressed air.

My [Wind Arrow – Quick Shot]

sent the Kobold flying, its body pinning it to the cave wall like a morbid decoration.

-Whoosh…!

The force of the wind disrupted the balance of the Kobolds surrounding the golem.

-Keher?

Aria seized the opportunity and whispered,

“Now’s your chance.”

As she began chanting a holy spell, the surroundings brightened.

-Kerruk?

-Krrr!!!

Blinded by the sudden light and having lost their balance, the Kobolds, accustomed to the darkness of the cave, stumbled and collided with each other.

-Pshhhhewwww!!!

Once again, a barrage of wind arrows erupted from my Ash Grey Scatter.

.

.

.
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‘And we haven’t even encountered the named monster yet.’

We managed to fend off the Kobold Zombies with a combination of my and Yeriel’s area-of-effect attacks and the sacrifice of one golem.

Though the experience points were meager compared to a hidden dungeon, we gained a decent amount of stats.

But everyone seemed exhausted from the continuous battles, and conversation ceased.

-Hesitation.

“Another one…?”

We reached the final fork in the path.

As expected, I spoke up,

“Left…”

“I know! I was going to go left anyway…”

Lily, cutting me off, marched forward.

She didn’t even bother asking for our opinions now.

And… as soon as she stepped forward,

-Whoosh!!!

-Crack!

-Groan…

Her last golem crumbled into pieces.

“Huh…?”

It must have been caught in a trap, weakened from accumulated damage.

-Tremble…

Like a child who had just watched a horror movie,

Lily’s shoulders trembled.

And then, she turned to me accusingly.

“…Y-you said… left… Why did this happen again…?”

“You should listen to people until they finish speaking. I was about to say, left is a trap, right is the correct path.”

“…!”

My playful response seemed to shock Lily. Her eyes widened, and then she lowered her head.

“And didn’t you say you wouldn’t listen to me?”

“…”

“And that you’d take responsibility?”

“…”

She was completely dejected,

her tiny hands clutching the folds of her skirt.

She looked vulnerable.

“Lead the way. Thanks to you, we’re even farther from the dungeon’s heart.”

At my urging, Lily looked around.

Summoning golems, especially two at once, consumed a lot of mana.

Aria had also used a considerable amount of holy power to support her, Edwin was exhausted, sitting down to catch his breath,

and Yeriel, though relatively unscathed, seemed tired from constantly watching Lily’s back.

Lily, facing the consequences of her actions, muttered tearfully,

“I’ll just… summon them… again…”

She was right.

She could just summon more golems.

But that was precisely why she would give up being a Summoner and become a Dragon Tamer.

Lily, the Summoner, was portrayed as a pampered, spoiled rich girl who had only experienced good things in life.

And even though she acted tough, she was soft-hearted and would be deeply affected by the loss of her summons.

That’s why she sought a powerful summon, a dragon, that would never leave her side, leading her to become a Dragon Tamer.

Of course, this too was part of Kaelan’s manipulations and gaslighting.

But the point was, this was the narrative that would break Lily’s spirit.

“Well, I guess we’ll need to sacrifice about 10 more golems to reach the dungeon’s heart…”

“Sob… sob…”

“…?”

Lily’s large, cone-shaped hat bobbed up and down.

“Waaaaaaaah!”

My flat tone was the final straw; Lily burst into tears.

“I-I don’t like you! Sob… I don’t like you! Hic… Why are you doing this to me?!”

-Do you like me?

…Was that… the reason…?

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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There’s a saying: Tears are a woman’s best weapon. Especially when the opponent is a younger girl.

And on top of that…

“I-I don’t like you! Waaaah… I don’t like youuu! Sob… Why did you do that to meee?!”

Lily’s words were rife with potential misunderstandings.

“Don’t tell me… Lev, you…”

Yeriel stared at me, her expression grave.

“…”

Even Aria, usually indifferent to personal matters, shot me a cold glare.

Lily’s outburst implied that I had mistreated her…

I shut it down immediately.

“Sorry, but that’s not what happened.”

.

.

.

Clearing up the misunderstanding wasn’t difficult.

We took a break to regroup.

Even in the game, there was a certain charm in taking a breather by a campfire.

-Sniffle.

Yeriel crouched down, gently wiping Lily’s tears with a handkerchief.

“Lily, you were in the wrong this time.”

“…Yeah.”

“A party is meant for cooperation, and each member has their role to fulfill.”

“…I know…”

Yeriel smiled and whispered something in Lily’s ear.

“…”

Judging from Lily’s darting gaze, I could guess what she said.

Something along the lines of “Why don’t you apologize to Lev first?”

Lily hesitated, fidgeting with her feet.

But her expression showed she understood her mistake.

‘I never expected anything from her anyway.’

She was just a kid; there was no point in wasting energy on a power struggle.

If anything, Kaelan was the true villain for sending a child to spy on me.

I stood up, rummaged through the debris of the fallen golem, and stood before Lily.

“Hand.”

“Huh…?”



“Give me your hand.”

Lily hesitantly extended her small hand.

-Thump.

I placed two orbs in her palm.

The golem’s core, its heart.

“Use these to resummon them.”

“Huh? My golems… can come back…?”

She was speechless.

“You seriously didn’t know that…?”

“I’m a genius; I can just create new ones…”

Truly a self-proclaimed genius summoner.

Crafting golem cores required alchemy proficiency and a significant amount of mana.

No wonder she entered the academy at such a young age.

I explained some of the game mechanics I could recall.

“You don’t need to get attached to every single summon. Especially spirit-based summons; they don’t die, they just return to the spirit world.”

“Really…?”

“Yeah. And the moment you form a contract with a summon, they understand that and offer their assistance willingly.”

“…”

Lily averted her gaze, embarrassed, then whispered,

“…Th… thank you.”

-…

“And… I’m sorry, everyone. I was being stubborn… I’m sorry…”

It was entirely Kaelan’s fault that Lily would eventually specialize in dragon taming.

As revealed in the later parts of ‘Reincarnation Academy’,

Kaelan only used Lily because there was a location containing a hidden piece of equipment accessible only by riding a dragon.

And in the end, he would kill the dragon, extracting its scales, tendons, and essence.

Then, he’d tell Lily, now devoid of her summons, to prove her worth, turning her into his personal healing slave.

In short, to him, Lily was just…

‘A tool.’

Nothing more.

Lily clutched the golem cores I had given her, beaming with delight.

“Hehe… I’m so glad… so glad…”

She was such a child.

‘Well, I guess I’m raising her as a summoner now.’

I wouldn’t let Kaelan manipulate her.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Lily, the vanguard, tugged at Lev’s sleeve and asked,

“Where should we go…?”

“Left.”

“Okay!”

Yeriel, the party leader, observed this heartwarming? scene, questioning her own leadership skills.

‘Am I… doing a good job as the party leader?’

Actions that hampered party morale or teamwork were definitely penalized in the evaluation,

but Lev had managed to unite the party by using Lily’s impulsiveness to his advantage.

As proof, Lily, who had been stubborn and dismissive of Lev, was now following his instructions like an obedient child.

‘Did he know this would happen…?’

It had been a while since Lily’s first golem fell.

And Lev had picked up its core back then.

His actions suggested he had anticipated this.

Yeriel, who had been sighing, wondering how she should even evaluate their teamwork,

now had nothing to critique.

But she couldn’t help but feel a twinge of… something.

‘It’s the first time… I’ve seen him…’

It was the first time she had seen Lev Denec interact with other students.

She had assumed he would keep everyone at arm’s length, just like he did with her.

But she was wrong.

“Hey, hey. Watch out for that trap ahead.”

“Uh… oh! I almost tripped… thanks.”

He gave Edwin a casual tip, which Edwin accepted readily.

“Aria, how are you holding up?”

“I’m fine. Let’s go.”

“Let me know if you have any problems.”

“Okay.”

He consistently checked on Aria, their sole healer, adjusting their pace accordingly.

To be honest, they didn’t seem particularly close or harmonious.

Their tone was casual, and their interactions felt somewhat detached.

Yet, everyone followed him.

It was here that she could sense it, faintly but clearly.

He was genuinely… acting for the good of the team.

And the others seemed to recognize this implicitly.

A question popped into Yeriel’s mind.

“But why… isn’t he this warm towards me…?”

At Clarice Academy, no one disliked Yeriel, not the professors, the students, or even the staff.

-Yeriel, you seem happy today!

-I am!

-Thank you again today!

-Come back again, dear! You’re such a pleasant young lady.

Yeriel believed that if she treated others sincerely, they would reciprocate, and it had always been true.

In fact, she had invited Lev to her party because she wanted to get to know him better.

That’s why she had made up a ridiculous excuse,

and when he accepted, she thought it was a chance to become closer.

-Please decide on a break time.

-Let me know beforehand when you need to measure the purification levels.

He only spoke to her regarding matters related to their practice.

‘It’s… a bit lonely…’

The fact that he occasionally addressed her as ‘senior’ and even used formal language added to her confusion.

‘Did I… do something wrong to Lev?’

As Yeriel reflected on her past actions, the party reached the heart of the dungeon.

“Wow… it’s huge.”

As Lily exclaimed, it was a vast chamber with a high ceiling, unusual for a cave.

This was the boss room.

A giant white crystal, tainted with black magic, was embedded in the center,

and the chamber branched off into three separate rooms.

The objective of the Dungeon Exploration Practice wasn’t to defeat the boss, but to measure the purification levels in these three rooms.

Yeriel calmly issued instructions.

“Let’s split into teams for perimeter security and purification level measurements.”

Although they had cleared all the monsters encountered so far, this was a practice run with real-world scenarios in mind.

Therefore, the proper protocol, as recommended by the academy, was for three members to measure the purification levels in each room,

while the remaining two guarded the entrance.

At that moment, Lev spoke up.

“Here’s how I think we should split up…”

“I want to be on perimeter duty!”

“Wait…!”

Just as Lily’s interjection threatened to disrupt the team formation,

“Can I… be on perimeter duty with Lev?”

Yeriel blurted out, her true intentions slipping through.

Perhaps she could glean his true feelings if they were alone.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

There was a change in plans.

Only Yeriel and I remained at the entrance.

The monster that would ambush the Dungeon Exploration Practice was a B-rank named monster, the [Blaze Fiend].

According to the original story, the [Blaze Fiend] would appear while they were measuring the purification levels in the three rooms,

and Edwin and Yeriel, the perimeter guards, would defeat it after a joint awakening.

However, this was a super-hell+++ difficulty setting, riddled with the author’s malicious schemes.

Therefore, my original plan was for Aria and me to be on perimeter duty.

We’d use her surveillance magic to track the [Blaze Fiend]’s location,

I’d head there in advance and exploit its weaknesses to weaken it,

and finally, Edwin, empowered by Yeriel’s enchantments, would finish it off with his [Execution Sword].

That was the plan.

‘Does it even matter anymore…?’

It was a shame that I couldn’t pinpoint the location in advance, but since I was still on perimeter duty, it would probably work out.

Yeriel, blissfully unaware of the imminent danger, spoke to me in a friendly tone,

though there was a slight tremor in her voice.

“Thank you, Lev. For granting my request.”

“No problem. It’s the party leader’s order.”

“…”

It pained me to maintain this distance.

But it couldn’t be helped.

This was a turning point where Yeriel was meant to connect with Edwin and experience further growth.

She persisted,

“Ever since Lev joined Black Dormitory… good things have been happening… I managed to communicate with a spirit, and we’ve been getting inquiries about the dormitory.”

“That’s great.”

“You know what? When those inquiries come in, the students often ask about you, Lev.”

“About me?”

“Yes! They ask if this is the dormitory with the handsome student.”

So that’s why people have been whispering behind my back…

“Lev, can I ask you something?”

“Go ahead.”

“Is there something… that I did to make you uncomfortable…?”

“Not at all.”

“Then… could you be… a little…”

-Cha-ching!

A status window popped up before my eyes.





[Anonymous Feedback: Seriously, how dumb is the Blaze Fiend?]

[Considering its title, ‘Demon’s Jester’, and its B-rank status, the Blaze Fiend’s AI, which mindlessly aggroes on the tank first, is flawed. Changing its mechanics to prioritize targeting the healer. All areas within the dungeon are now connected!]





‘…?’

… What the… This damn author!

The situation had taken an unexpected turn.

Originally, Edwin was supposed to be the target, but now it was the opposite.

Aria was our only healer,

and she was alone, taking measurements.

‘I have to go now.’

No, even running might be too late.

There was only one option.

“A little warmer to me…”

I stared into Yeriel’s innocent eyes and said,

“Yeriel, close your eyes for a moment.”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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“Yeriel, close your eyes for a moment.”

“…”

His voice was soothing, yet firm, with a hint of lightness, as if it might float away on the wind.

In relationships, whether between individuals or humans, there existed an unspoken understanding,

a certain atmosphere.

And just as the saying went, ‘Women are susceptible to mood’,

Yeriel was, after all, a woman.

‘I’m not oblivious…’

Considering her relationship with Lev Denec,

this was too soon.

Far too soon!

Logically, she should have questioned him,

‘Uh… why?’

But her body was already prepared to obey his command.

Perhaps, she already harbored feelings for him.

Yeriel, who had always prioritized considering and caring for others,

found herself drawn to his decisive actions and his ability to take responsibility for his choices.

He had won the duel, quietly persevering in his training despite her doubts.

“… ”

If she followed his instructions now, she might be crossing a line she couldn’t return from…

Yet, she gazed into his black eyes, surrendering to their pull as she slowly closed her eyelids.

.

.

.

-…

.

.

.

A few seconds passed.

Yeriel, who always carried a sweet and warm fragrance,

wondered if something was amiss with her scent and

slightly opened one eye.

“…?”

Lev Denec was gone.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Locating Aria wasn’t difficult.

Perhaps it was because she had spent the most time around me.

Aria’s holy power had a strangely… alluring… quality.

And…



📜 Item Information 📜





[Ash Grey Scatter]

› Rarity: S+

› A crossbow imbued with the essence of the Great Demon – Leraje. Legend has it that only those chosen by a demon can wield it.

*Water Dragon Tendon effect: Grants water attribute attacks.

› Equipped

› Unique Effect – Scatter
 Momentarily disperses magical energy, concealing the user’s presence. Allows for rapid movement to a desired location.

› (Cooldown: 24 hours)

› Synced with user (Corruption: 5/100)





This was another reason I had chosen the Ash Grey Scatter.

Its first unique effect.

It could absorb and suppress the black magic energy emanating from Demonization.

I had to activate Demonization to wield the Ash Grey Scatter.

And the Ash Grey Scatter could conceal the presence of Demonization.

They complemented each other perfectly.

Of course, this synergy was only possible because it was a demonic weapon and because I was considered a demon when using ‘Demonization’.

As I approached the third crystal chamber where Aria was,

Screech!!!!

An ominous, grating sound, like nails on a chalkboard, echoed through the cave.

Cackle!!!!

A sinister cackle that sounded almost like children’s laughter…

The Flame Fiend was already there, its laughter echoing ominously through the cave.

-Cha-ching!


 [Supporting Character Quest]


[Main Event 4]

› Mission Objective 

You, as a supporting character, cannot defeat the ‘Flame Fiend’. Assist ‘Edwin Gwendeth’ in slaying the ‘Flame Fiend’.

› Reward
 200 Supporting Character points

⚠Remaining Time: 11 hours 58 minutes⚠





-Whoosh…

-Crackle… Crackle…!!!

With every flap of its wings, scorching flames erupted around it.

Crimson flames, spewing a noxious, black smoke, enveloped the Flame Fiend’s entire body.

Screech!!!!

Through the smoke, I could glimpse its form – a crimson demon, as if splattered with paint.

It had membranous wings and stood well over three meters tall.

-Kuahahahaha!!!!

Like a boss’s entrance scene in a game,

the Flame Fiend let out a deafening, guttural laugh.



📜 Character Information 📜





 [Flame Fiend]

› B+ Rank Monster

› Humanoid, Boss

› Threat Level
 Extremely High

› Characteristics
 Evolves to A-rank upon entering a berserk state.

 Boss Encounter! You can preview its attack patterns!

› Details available





Though not a Great Demon-level monster, it was classified as a fiend… the main boss of Chapter 2, the Flame Fiend.

‘So it has a berserk mode…’

I quickly opened the details window.



📜 Skill Information 📜





 [Flame Fiend]

[Skills]

› Aura of the Flame Emperor (Passive)
 Reduces fire resistance of enemies within a 5-meter radius by 2 levels.

› Rapid Fireballs (Active)
 Raises its left hand and launches a series of fireballs.

› Inferno (Active)
 Activates whenever its health drops by 33.3%.

Fires 5 fireballs that track targets in 8 directions, each inflicting the ‘Unquenchable Flame’ debuff upon impact.

5 stacks trigger a powerful explosion.

› Rain of Fire (Active)
 Used only in its berserk state.

After a lengthy incantation, rains down fire in random locations.



[Special States]

› Berserk (Ultimate)
 Activates when its health falls below 44%.

Upon entering berserk mode, the power of all its skills increases exponentially, and it evolves to A-rank. 
Can only be defeated using the [Demon Slayer] trait.

› Groggied
 When hit by water-attribute attacks, the Flame Fiend is susceptible to status ailments specific to humanoid types. 
If the conditions are met, it enters a groggy state for 10 seconds, receiving 25% increased damage.





To summarize the Flame Fiend’s characteristics described in the novel,

Dodge all the fireballs,

purify the ‘Unquenchable Flame’ debuff before it stacks,

and exploit its weakness to defeat it easily.

Its skills were indeed designed according to these guidelines.

However, befitting the hellish difficulty, it had an additional ‘Berserk’ mode.

If it entered a berserk state, the Flame Fiend would evolve into an A-rank monster,

and A-rank monsters could only be killed by a finishing blow using [Execution], a skill exclusive to chosen heroes.

-Whoosh!!

The heat radiating from its every movement was intense.

Barely able to keep my eyes open, I noticed Aria staring at me, her eyes wide with surprise.



‘Talk about a scene straight out of a movie…’

-Cackle!!!!

And as if orchestrated by the author, the Flame Fiend, fixated on the healer, let out a disgusting, guttural laugh.





[Hermit – Gamer trait activated]

[Hermit] [Threat: 0]

*Enemies (monsters) will only detect you when your Threat level reaches 100





Thanks to the ‘Hermit’ trait, which rendered me invisible to enemies, I preemptively deployed the newly learned [Wind Barrier, Second Style] around the Flame Fiend.

This was my only chance to set things up.

-Whoosh!



⚙ System Notification ⚙





[Wind Barrier, Second Style] (Active) (General Skill)

›  Active 1 – Creates a barrier, like a wind shield, surrounding the caster.



The barrier absorbs a certain amount of damage and consumes wind energy.

(*Controllable only within archery range)

› 40 Wind Energy Consumed! 70/110





Eight transparent blue barriers attached themselves around the Flame Fiend.

But the monster, completely fixated on Aria, didn’t notice.

Monsters only gained sentience at A-rank and above, which is why they were classified as demons. Lower-ranked monsters lacked true intelligence.

-Kuaha… cackle!!!!

-Whoosh!

The Flame Fiend raised its left hand,

preparing to cast [Rapid Fireballs] at Aria.

But my Ash Grey Scatter was one step ahead, already summoning a whirlwind.

-Cha-ching!





[New skill acquired!]





◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-May I… join you on guard duty, Lev?

‘Why would Lady Yeriel say something like that…?’

Inside the cave, where one of the central crystals emitted a beautiful light,

Aria diligently measured its purification level.

Assessing purification levels was a time-consuming task.

Alone in the darkness, Aria’s mind, like before sleep, began to wander.

Lev Denec and Yeriel.

She knew they lived together in Seraphi Black Dormitory.

But for some reason, they seemed like strangers,

their relationship neither close nor distant, difficult to define.

Seeing Yeriel constantly trying to gauge Lev’s mood, it felt like he was the one pushing her away.

“Could it be… they had a fight?”

Since entering Clarice Academy, Aria had witnessed countless instances of students fighting, becoming estranged, and then reconciling.

But for Lev Denec to deliberately avoid interacting with someone?

It was unimaginable.

He had confessed to her, yet he casually talked to her and even involved her in his plans.

He seemed to be someone who… didn’t dwell on trivial matters.

‘Could it be! He likes Lady Yeriel…’

She had read about this in books about relationships.

Men often struggled to speak in front of the women they liked.

“… ”

Aria’s heart sank.

‘Then am I… just… insignificant to him…?’

Her inner voice turned cold and detached.

She felt a pang of sadness.

A strange, unpleasant ache…

And then it happened.

-Whoosh!!!!

-Screech!!!

-Cackle!!!!

“!!”

A monstrous demon appeared before her, accompanied by ominous sounds.

.

.

.

Aria had encountered Andras, a Great Demon of S-rank or higher, in the past.

She remembered him toying with her parents,

his expression revealing his amusement.

Thankfully, Andras hadn’t targeted her,

and she was able to escape the chaos, carried away by a hunter.

But it was different now.

-Screech!!!!

This grotesque, crimson demon, with its gaping maw, was radiating an intense killing intent directed solely at her.

‘It’s targeting… me…’

She couldn’t ignore the fear that surged through her.

Her hands trembled.

Her legs trembled.

Her whole body shuddered as terror consumed her. The demon’s overwhelming presence threatened to engulf her.

‘I need to stay calm…’

But why,

in every crisis, did her thoughts inevitably turn to

that ash-grey haired man?

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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The Flame Fiend was a B-rank named monster, making it roughly equivalent to an S-rank regular monster.

It was a formidable foe, even for a party of third or fourth-year students.

However, whether due to the ‘Reincarnation Academy’ fanfiction author’s lack of imagination or deliberate intent, the Flame Fiend’s skillset was a mere watered-down copy of the [Flame Emperor] from ‘Reincarnation Hero’.

The Flame Emperor was notoriously difficult in the game; it took over a week for clear strategies to appear on the forums.

In comparison, the Flame Fiend, despite its lower rank, was less intelligent than its counterpart.

In short, I could confidently say that I knew exactly how to defeat it.

The only issue was that if it entered its berserk state, I wouldn’t be able to finish it off without the [Execution] skill.

But that didn’t matter. I had a plan for that as well.

However…

-Whirr!

I had simply spammed the Flame Fiend with Multi-Shot, Quick Shot, and Curved Shot, mashing the Q, W, and E keys in a panic…

But a single, azure streak of wind, or perhaps a laser, pierced through its arm.





[Critical Hit!]

[Additional damage proportional to Agility]

[Additional water damage from Posedaros the Water Dragon’s Tendon effect]

[Damage Multiplier: 650%]

[Threat +99]

[Threat: 99]

[‘Rapid Fireballs’ interrupted successfully!]





-Keeeeeek!!!!

The Flame Fiend, finally noticing its injury, clutched its arm and writhed in pain.

Strangely, the path of the arrow, its trajectory, left behind a lingering afterimage, a single streak of light.

As I was pondering this anomaly, a status window appeared.

-Cha-ching.


New skill acquired!


Skills rearranged!

› Afterimage Arrow (Active) (General Skill)

Afterimage (殘影) – The wind no longer blows

 A combination skill utilizing Quick Shot, Multi-Shot, and Curved Shot from Wind Arrow, First Style

*Cannot be registered in the skill window alongside other First Style skills

*Due to the contract with Ariel, wind energy consumption is reduced, and damage is significantly increased.





‘I… didn’t expect this…’

A combination skill that had existed only on the test server of ‘Reincarnation Hero’.

It had been completely removed with a hotfix even on the test server, due to concerns about potential workload overload from the sheer number of possible skill combinations if implemented on the live servers.

‘This is OP!’

And a 3-in-1 skill, saving precious skill slots… What a sweet deal.

But there was no time to marvel.

Unlike my original plan, I was now in front of Aria, and I had to defeat the monster without using ‘Demonization’.

-Kyaaaaargh!!!

Did demons recognize their own kind?

The Flame Fiend’s health bar appeared.





[Flame Fiend: HP 88%]





I had used a considerable amount of wind energy, but a single shot wasn’t enough to finish it off.

It would activate its ‘Inferno’ pattern at 66.6% HP

and enter berserk mode at 44.4%.

The standard strategy would be to control my damage output from now on,

but I wasn’t with the full party.

There was no frontline, just Aria and me.

In other words, if I allowed another attack or witnessed a single pattern activation, it would be game over.





[Threat: 99]





My Threat level was at 99, leaving me with only one more chance for a critical hit.

‘So, I’m supposed to exploit another bug, right?’

I had no choice.

The author’s intentions were clear.

He wanted to force the Flame Fiend into berserk mode if I couldn’t defeat it in one shot.

But there was one thing he didn’t anticipate.

-Cha-ching!



📜 Skill Information 📜





 Currently Registered Skills

› Passive 
 Hermit

› General Skill 1 
 Afterimage Arrow

› General Skill 2 
 Wind Arrow, First Style – Curved Shot

› General Skill 3 
 Wind Arrow, First Style – Multi-Shot

› Ultimate Skill 
 Demonization





Normally, combination skills couldn’t be registered alongside their component skills,

but during the closed beta, skills that were already registered weren’t removed, a bug that worked in my favor.

In other words, I could use the combo skill, ‘Afterimage Arrow’, as both Curved Shot and Multi-Shot.





[Remaining Wind Energy: 56]





I reloaded the Afterimage Arrow, imbuing it with half my remaining wind energy.

-Whirrrrrr!!!

The Ash Grey Scatter vibrated as if about to shatter,

-Whoosh!

and its crimson, sleek body began to draw in all the surrounding air, forming a spiral pattern.

-Click.

Then, it suddenly fell silent.

-…

The calm before the storm.

And the moment I pulled the trigger,

-Boom!!!

A hurricane of compressed air slammed into the Flame Fiend.

A deafening roar,

multiple, overlapping afterimages, painting a trail of destruction,

as Afterimage Arrows were launched in a frenzy.

-Wheeeeeeeeee!!!

-Wheeeeeeeeee!!!

The wind arrows, resonating in my hand for as long as their afterimages lingered,

transformed into blue lasers, piercing the Flame Fiend’s body.

-Kyaaaaaaa!!!





[Critical Hit!] [Critical Hit!]

[Critical Hit!] [Critical Hit!]

[Additional damage proportional to Agility]

[Additional water damage from Posedaros the Water Dragon’s Tendon effect]

[Damage Multiplier: 800%]

[Threat +99]

[Threat: 100]

[Hermit passive deactivated]





-Kyaaaaaaa!!!

\





[Flame Fiend: HP: 37%]

[Flame Fiend will enter berserk mode shortly]





‘Health threshold met.’

Its Rapid Fireballs interrupted and its HP plummeting, the monster finally noticed me.

-Thump!

-Thump!!!

-Thump!!!

It stomped its feet,

preparing to activate ‘Inferno’ before entering its berserk state.

[Inferno (Active)]: Activates whenever its health drops by 33.3%.

Fires 5 homing fireballs in 8 directions, inflicting the ‘Unquenchable Flame’ debuff upon hit.

5 stacks trigger a powerful explosion.

‘Screw your pattern.’

The Flame Fiend launched homing fireballs from eight points on its body. It didn’t matter.

The ‘Wind Barriers’ I had placed around it earlier came into play.

-Whoosh! Whoosh!

Something tried to erupt from the monster’s body with every stomp,

but

-Bang!!!

-Kyiik?

-Boom!

-Keeeeeeek!!!

The ‘Wind Barriers’ absorbed the homing fireballs.

And when the debuff reached 5 stacks, it would trigger an explosion.

The fireballs, trapped within the barriers, detonated.

-Boom!

-Kaboom!

-Kaboom!!!

The deafening roar intensified with every stomp.

It had long since drowned out the Flame Fiend’s screams.

-Gurgle… Gurgle…!!!

Its body swelled up like a balloon, contorting and spasming,





[‘Flame Fiend’ entering berserk mode!]





-Kyaaaaaaaaaaa!!!

and with a final roar, it activated its berserk mode.

‘Now!’

-Whoosh.

At that moment, I fired a single, light shot from my crossbow, enchanted with the 1st Circle spell, Ice.

-Clink!

The seemingly harmless bolt

-Kyaaaaaaa!!!

-Thud!

forced the monster to its knees, its legs buckling.





[Groggy successful!]

[Error: Berserk]





The berserk mode was canceled due to the successful groggy.

Groggy cancel… a tactic I frequently used for speedruns in ‘Reincarnation Hero’.

The conditions for triggering groggy were elemental advantage and status ailments.

A water-attribute attack exploited the Flame Fiend’s weakness,

and since it was classified as humanoid, it was susceptible to the Stun status ailment, though not easily.

In ‘Reincarnation Hero’, being hit by explosive attacks with loud noises could trigger stun.

So, it had been self-stunned and groggied by its own ‘Inferno’ pattern.

-Kyiik…! Kyaaa!!!

The fiend, kneeling on the ground, desperately trying to cover its weak points with its thin, membranous wings, was a pitiful sight.





⚠ Time remaining until groggy ends: 8.282 seconds ⚠





“Stay put.”





[Remaining Wind Energy: 28]





-Whoosh!

I channeled all my remaining wind energy, preparing for the final shot.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

At Clarice Academy, the students’ choice of weapons was generally predetermined.

Lineage came first, and no one questioned their inherent talents or the paths laid out for them.

The crossbow.

The weapon wielded by the hunter who had saved Aria.

And the weapon that Lev Denec, and only he, now used as his primary weapon.

That’s why everyone had underestimated him, believing he would fail the selection test.

‘That’s why I thought he looked… lonely.’

Aria had felt a sense of loneliness emanating from Lev.

She even imagined him battling an invisible foe, a hidden burden he carried.

Should she continue to doubt him…?

What if all his actions, every single one,

was simply a desperate struggle to survive?

‘…’

His back, as he rushed to save her…

It overlapped with the scene of his duel with Edwin.

Andras, the Great Demon.

That ominous, repulsive magic… It surged forth again, threatening to engulf her in a dizzying wave of terror.

-Whoosh!

“…!”

But it was paradoxical.

What erupted from his crossbow was a beautiful, azure wind, leaving a trail of shimmering afterimages.

As if illuminating the path he walked alone,

or a gentle breeze guiding him forward.

It spoke to her heart.

-Beeeeeeep!



-!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

Pierced through the heart by the sound-splitting Afterimage Arrow…

the Flame Fiend turned to ash.

.

.

.


Achievement Unlocked!


›Boss: Flame Fiend defeated

›Remaining Bosses: 98

›Demon Slayer rewards available!

›Check Demon Slayer rewards





◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Closed Beta.

CBT.

From the developers’ perspective, it’s a testing period, with frequent interventions and changes from the management team.

But for players, it’s a chance to exploit bugs and discover new possibilities amidst the chaos.

In short, if the author played dirty, I could just retaliate in kind.

That was the fundamental truth I had learned since transmigrating into this world.

After all, it didn’t seem like that author guy had even played through the original ‘Reincarnation Hero’ properly.

A rather appealing status window materialized before my eyes.





[You can claim rewards for defeating the demon.]





-Ding!

-Ding!

There were too many pop-ups; I’d check the rewards later.

I minimized the reward window and focused on the next system message.


Achievement Unlocked!


Supporting Character Achievement: Blaze Fiend

Reward: 200 Supporting Character Points

Supporting Character Points acquired





“They actually give it to me.”

I hadn’t technically defeated the Blaze Fiend while “assisting Edwin,” as the achievement originally stated,

but it seemed like simply obliterating it was enough.

“Whew.”

If I hadn’t canceled the Berserk mode, purifying it would have been impossible.

To hunt stronger demons, I needed the ‘Execution’ trait.

And that meant I couldn’t continue acting like a mere supporting character.

In ‘Reincarnation Hero,’ ‘Execution’ was a trait exclusive to the hero’s party,

and Edwin, who possessed it as his unique trait, could use the superior ‘Execution Sword’ skill.

It was frustrating that Kaelan would steal this signature skill, but

I’d worry about that later.

Right now, I had to check on Aria.

I turned around, and there she was, the azure-eyed girl, forever watching me.

Perhaps she was no longer surprised by these situations.

Her expression was tense.

As I approached her,

-Buzz!

‘!’

A surge of impulsive emotions welled up within me.

‘I want to inhale her scent.’

‘I want to hold her tightly.’

‘I want to…’

Unthinkable desires… flooding my mind like a broken dam.

“Damn it, what’s happening to me…”

As my head swam with those intrusive whispers, Aria started approaching me.

I raised my arms defensively and stumbled backward.

I was afraid of what I might do to her.

“Wait, don’t come any…”

-Embrace…

“!!”

Aria hugged me.

Or was I hugging her?

A fresh fragrance, like freshly picked flowers, tickled my nose.

-…

She felt so fragile, like a bouquet of delicate flowers… as if she might shatter if I held her too tightly.

But the warmth of her curves against my body was strangely comforting, calming my racing heart.

-Stroke.

I found myself stroking her soft hair, uttering strange words,

“Aria smells so good… I think you’re a good person…”

“…”

Like someone under sedation during an endoscopy,

Aria remained unfazed and replied firmly,

“Stay quiet and still.”

“…!”

-Shine.

A soft light emanated from Aria’s body.

-Ding!



⚙ System Notification ⚙





Corruption Level: 9/100

Corruption Level: 7/100

Corruption Level: 5/100

Corruption Level: 0/100

Purified!

Corrupted Black Magic will be converted into random stats.

Perception increased by 0.1!

Strength increased by 0.2!





A refreshing light enveloped me, making my body feel languid.

I wanted to stay in her embrace forever…

.

.

.

My runaway sanity slowly returned.

“……”

The intrusive urges were gone.

Aria, her expression still impassive,

and I, feeling embarrassed after briefly indulging in a rare moment of comfort…

we stood there, facing each other.

“Sorry.”

“It’s fine.”

As my mind cleared, I realized this must have been caused by…

the [Corruption] system.

It was simple.

In ‘Reincarnation Hero’, any character, even without a catalyst, would transform into a demon when their Corruption Level reached 100.

I recalled the system message that appeared after I had defeated Andras on the day I was transmigrated:

[‘Lev Denec’ can now become demonized.]

‘Did I push the Ash Grey Scatter Shot too hard…?’

I had used it without properly reading the description…

Anyway, thanks to Aria’s divine power, I had gained a stat boost.

But her purifying my Corruption Level…?

That would only increase her suspicion about my demonic nature…

“… ”

An awkward silence hung in the air. I was the first to speak.

“Aria.”

“Don’t.”

“Huh?”

“…Just stay still.”

Aria stared into my eyes and said quietly,

“Right now, you saved me, and I saved you. That’s all that matters.”

With those words, she took a step back.

“Y-you two!! Wh-what’s going on?!”

Edwin’s voice echoed from afar.

.

.

.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

.

.

.

The Blaze Fiend incident concluded.

Our party underwent several investigations upon returning to the academy.

The events that followed unfolded similarly to the ‘Reincarnation Academy’ storyline.

First, the hidden treasure within the Blaze Fiend’s dungeon was a massive hoard of mana stones, enough to be distributed among entire guilds.

Typically, according to academy regulations, any spoils obtained during practice sessions were exchanged for gems based on a set value.

But this time was different.

This hidden boss, a surprise even to the academy,

had caught the attention of the imperial family.

To commend us for our efforts, we were invited to the imperial capital.

And we were to receive the full value of our reward, not in gems, but in the form of scholarships.

It was said to be worth hundreds of gold… enough to live comfortably even after leaving the academy.

Of course, it was meaningless for me, as leaving the academy meant game over.

I dragged my exhausted body back to my room in Seraphi Black Dormitory and collapsed onto my bed.

‘Finally, some peace and quiet.’

The first thing that greeted me was…

the status window I had shoved into a corner.





[You can claim rewards for defeating the demon.]





“Let’s savor these rewards slowly…”

Unlike the previous pop-up, this time, an additional window with a silver border appeared.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





▶ Guaranteed Rewards

▶ Choice Rewards





‘Oh?’



The Blaze Fiend wasn’t just a named monster, it was a boss.

And bosses, by default, offered additional rewards.

“Guaranteed rewards first.”

-Ding!



📜 Skill Information 📜





  Fire Resistance Lv. 3

› Permanently increases Fire Resistance to level 3. 
However, the effect will be diminished if the current level is 3 or higher





.

Simultaneously, a new line appeared in my status window.



📜 Skill Information 📜





  Specialization

› Circle Magic (1)

› Crossbow – Proficiency (7)

› Curse Resistance (3)

› Fire Resistance (3) (New))





“This is a welcome addition.”

Resistance was a stat where more was always better.

There were plenty of fire-type demons.

This would be quite useful.

-Ding!





[Guaranteed Reward 2]





“!”

There was another one.

.

.

.



📜 Skill Information 📜





  [Fireball (Mastery)] [Lv. Max] (Active) (Basic Skill)

› 1st Circle Magic – Enhanced version of Fireball.

 

High mana consumption, but allows complete control over Fireball.

 

(*Transformed into blue flames!*)

› Exp: (Max)

› Acquisition Difficulty: Normal





Blue…? Ahem.

Perhaps because the Blaze Fiend primarily used Fireball, such as in its ‘Multiple Fireball’ attack,

the skill wasn’t particularly appealing.

Fireball was a 1st Circle magic.

There were advantages to mastering a 1st Circle spell.

Being such a basic technique, it could be cast without incantations or linked with other skills.

However, being a 1st Circle spell, its power was inherently limited.

There was no benefit to registering it in my skill slots, making it a rather useless skill for me.

I wasn’t sure how often I’d use it…

but having more options was never a bad thing.

I’d find a use for it someday.

“Next!”

This was the main event: the choice reward.


Choose a demon hunt reward


▶ Blessing of the Blaze Fiend Lv. 1 (Active) (Basic Skill)

› Passive 
 Permanently increases Fire Resistance by an additional 3 levels.
 However, the increase is halved if the current resistance level is 5 or higher.

›Active 
 One of the four elemental traits of the demon.
 Consumes mana when attacking to inflict additional fire damage proportional to magic power. Toggleable.

›Exp: (0/200)

›Acquisition Difficulty: Difficult

▶ Hierarchy Struggle Lv. N/A (Passive)

› Allows the user to inherit the abilities of a defeated Great Demon ranked within the 72.

*Grants Demon Slayer while activated.

*Usable once

‘Great Demon… if you desire that position… unleash a bloodbath with your power.’

› The Demon King, to the Blaze Fiend under his command.

›Acquisition Difficulty: Very Difficult

▶ B-rank Boss Defeat Reward

›Grants 200 Supporting Character Points.

›Randomly increases one stat by 0.3.





“Hmm…”

Boss-level rewards were certainly different.

The ‘Difficult’ and ‘Very Difficult’ acquisition difficulties piqued my interest.

Let’s see…

The first skill, [Blessing of the Blaze Fiend], was a solid and reliable skill, especially since I had given the Water Dragon’s blessing to the Spirit King.

But it couldn’t compare to the second skill, [Hierarchy Struggle].

‘Inheriting the abilities of a defeated Great Demon…’

Was this reflecting the Blaze Fiend’s evolution into a Great Demon-level being when it went berserk?

It was a skill befitting the Blaze Fiend, who constantly yearned for a higher position among the demons.

The condition for activating this skill was incredibly alluring.

My attempt to inherit Andras’s powers had been thwarted by the whole ‘world stability’ nonsense,

but this time, I could fully absorb the power of a Great Demon.

And even though it was a one-time use skill, the [Demon Slayer] attribute, similar to [Execution], was something I needed right now.

“Hierarchy Struggle it is.”

I chose [Hierarchy Struggle] without hesitation.

-Ding!





[New skill acquired!]





‘Just you wait, Great Demon…’

As the delightful notification echoed in my mind,

-Knock, knock.

A gentle knock on my door.

“Lev, may I come in?”

‘Ah…’

That kind and gentle voice…

It belonged to Yeriel…

but for some reason, it felt…

a little, or perhaps, a lot?

Cold…

“… ”

The sins of a supporting character who dared to treat the main heroine carelessly… it was time to face the consequences.

-Clank!

-Click!

“?!”

-…

I couldn’t believe my ears.

The sound of jingling metal.

Was she… looking for the key to my room…?

“I surrender.”

The words tumbled out of my mouth involuntarily.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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“Yeriel, close your eyes for a moment.”

At that moment, why did he ask her to close her eyes?

Yeriel had returned to the Black Dormitory and prepared dinner, waiting for Lev. When he didn’t come down even after a considerable time, she found herself standing before his door.

She was the upperclassman, the designated party leader.

Yet, a completely unexpected hidden boss had appeared.

Judging by its mana signature, it was a high-ranking demon.

But she hadn’t been able to do a thing.

She had been utterly powerless.

Because of her personal feelings for Lev Denec, she had neglected her responsibilities.

And in the end, it was Lev Denec who had salvaged the situation.

-Just tell them we all worked together.

That’s what they reported to the academy, claiming the five of them had combined their strength to defeat the demon.

‘He’s protecting me again…’

If the truth were to surface,

she, as the leader, would be held accountable.

‘…What kind of… person is he, really?’

The general consensus within the academy was that his victory over Gailon had been a fluke.

Of course, Yeriel disagreed.

‘It wasn’t luck…’

Even with Aria’s assistance,

could the Blaze Fiend truly be defeated by just the two of them?

Absolutely not.

There were countless other things about Lev Denec that perplexed her.

Most freshmen would panic at the mere sight of a low-level monster, let alone a demon, a high-ranking monster, or a monstrous being.

Yet he had emerged from an encounter with a demon completely unscathed.

-…

Suddenly, a scene replayed in her mind.

When they had finally found Lev,

Aria had been holding him.

And…

She had, in a moment of self-delusion, closed her eyes and puckered her lips,

like a… woman yearning for a kiss.

It wasn’t the time or place for such thoughts, and she wanted to crawl into a hole and disappear from sheer embarrassment.

Should she knock? Or not?

Yeriel hesitated outside his door.

-…

Silence.

Her defense mechanisms kicked in, attempting to rationalize her awkward behavior.

‘Could it be…?’

Facing a demon carried the risk of lingering aftereffects, the possibility of being corrupted by black magic.

Was he suffering from those effects now?

“Lev, may I come in?”

Her sense of responsibility as head resident emboldened Yeriel.

-Clink!

Just as she reached for the spare key…

-Click!

Lev Denec opened the door.
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-Click!

I opened the door before she could use the spare key.

Yeriel looked like she was about to give me an earful, but the moment our eyes met, her words seemed to catch in her throat.

“May I come in?”

.

.

.

There wasn’t a proper place to sit in my room, so we settled on the edge of the bed.

“You’ve been quiet, so I was worried something had happened.”

Her tone was strictly professional, like a senior speaking to a junior.

Considering I had stood her up…

the atmosphere was understandably awkward.

“You’re not going to collapse on me now, are you?”

I asked casually, and Yeriel sighed softly.

“Everyone was exhausted, and you… you fought alone, Lev.”

“It’s fine. I’m alright.”

We had reported to the academy that we defeated the demon together as a team.

I didn’t particularly enjoy concealing my strength, but this world wasn’t just filled with benevolent organizations; there were evil factions as well.

Too much attention could be problematic.

“Do you mind if I ask you a few questions?”

She spoke in a cold, indifferent tone, her gaze still fixed on the floor.

“Sure.”

“I’m curious… why you asked me to close my eyes and then acted so… impulsively.”

Well, I couldn’t exactly reveal my demonization in front of everyone.

It was a spur-of-the-moment decision born of desperation.

But I couldn’t tell her that.

“Sorry.”

I apologized, lacking a better excuse.

Yeriel finally met my gaze.

“Lev, I was the party leader. You should have explained the situation to me…”

She offered a weak smile.

Given her responsible nature, she must have felt incredibly guilty for not taking charge.

“Sorry.”

“I was… a burden, wasn’t I? As a senior, as a teammate…”

Her gaze dropped back to the floor.

This was her self-deprecating mode…

A bad sign.

I had to break this cycle of negativity.

“Yeah, you were.”

“?!”

Yeriel stared at me as if I had delivered a crushing blow.

Tears welled up in her eyes.

“As I thought, I…”

“That’s why I’m apologizing for thinking you were a burden.”

“…”

“I don’t think that anymore. I’m sorry.”

“I was really upset… I thought we were becoming friends…”

“…”

“You never ask me anything, you never joke around, you always seem so… distant…”

This was not good.

It seemed I had completely misjudged Yeriel’s character.

She craved this much attention?

At this rate, she might transform into something… unforeseen… before even becoming a fallen angel.

To my own surprise, the words tumbled out,

“Then we can be friends from now on…”

Her beautiful silver hair swayed as she turned to face me.

“Are you… asking… to be friends?”

“…Yeah.”

‘Friends’ seemed like a safe enough label.

As long as it didn’t progress beyond that, there was no risk of her succumbing to darkness.

Yeriel nodded repeatedly, her gaze fixed on the floor, then looked up at me with a warm smile.

“Lev wants to be my friend…”

Was it really something to be this happy about, especially for someone who already had so many friends…?

But I had seemingly averted another crisis.

Then, her smile still in place, she asked,

“But promise me… you won’t push yourself too hard anymore, okay…?”

“I’ll try.”

“I’m saying this as your party leader, your senior, and… as your friend from the same dormitory.”

“Okay.”

“Then, since we’re friends now, can I ask you something…?”

“Huh? Sure.”

Her warmth was soothing. I replied casually.

“Why… were you hugging Aria… back then…?”

“… ”

…It seemed there were still many hurdles ahead.
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The next day,

Clarice Academy’s curriculum proceeded as usual,

while the imperial family, having been granted full authority, launched an investigation into the unprecedented double dungeon incident.

We had managed to pass the Dungeon Exploration Practice evaluation thanks to the Blaze Fiend encounter,

so now I needed to focus on getting good grades in other subjects to reduce Lev Denec’s accumulated penalty points.



Yesterday…

-It wasn’t a hug. I tripped and fell.

-Oh, I see!

-……………

That was my excuse, but I wasn’t sure if they actually bought it…

Anyway, the upcoming schedule consisted of

the ranking matches in a little over a week, followed by the written exams.

There would be a few incidents in between, but that was the gist of the first semester for first-year students.

My top priority was preparing for the ranking matches.

Specifically, countering Kaelan.





[Current Gems: 25788]





I planned to use a sizable portion of my accumulated gems, the academy’s official currency.

I scanned the club recruitment posters on the bulletin board.

Extracurricular activities were a good way to meet people, and crowds provided opportunities to use my knowledge of the future to my advantage.

One poster caught my eye:

-Alchemy Club Recruiting New Members!

The Alchemy Club…

Alchemy already had its own department in Yegudi Green Dormitory.

The fact that they had a separate club reflected the insecure state of alchemy.

Hazel, the alchemist I had helped during the entrance exam, was a prime example. Confined to her workshop, she had been ostracized and robbed of opportunities, leaving her timid and withdrawn.

She had narrowly avoided expulsion during the selection test.

That’s why the alchemy students had decided to band together.

However, assembling a group didn’t always lead to positive outcomes.

Perhaps driven by a sense of inadequacy,

they would attempt to create a monstrous homunculus.

This was the core plot of Chapter 3,

the [Academy Homunculus Incident].

This artificial monster, seemingly immortal, would reappear no matter how many times it was defeated,

giving rise to terrifying rumors throughout the academy.

But the truth was…

What they created wasn’t a homunculus, but a parasitic monster.

This parasite would infect numerous students, draining their magic and rendering them powerless.

It was the end of Chapter 2; they must have begun the cultivation process.

Preventing this disaster from affecting the core characters was crucial, but

knowing this beforehand, I saw an opportunity.

‘If it’s a parasitic monster… its skill must be ‘Parasitism,’ right?’

I wasn’t a fan of bugs, but…

The host would undoubtedly be a named monster, which meant a new skill upon defeating it.

I couldn’t pass up a skill related to parasitism.

With this thought in mind, I returned to the classroom.

.

.

.

-Let’s begin the lecture.

Today’s lecture was on [Qualities of Party Members].

The same class as Aria’s.

“Huh?”

But Aria wasn’t present.

Aria, the epitome of diligence, never missed a class…

‘Absent…?’
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Aria’s room, Raphae Blue Dormitory.

“Ugh…”

Aria groaned, her body burning with fever.

She had been battling a high fever since the previous night.

Although a pure maiden with an aptitude for divine power, she was no saint; at best, she was a novice priestess.

Purifying the black magic of a B-rank demon using her own body had taken its toll.

It was only natural for her to be experiencing such adverse effects.

Aria, who had never missed a class, had no choice this time.

“Ugh… I’m so… weak…”

Her body refused to obey her commands.

The towel on her forehead was bone dry, practically a hand warmer, but she lacked the strength to change it.

But this was her choice.

-Aria.

-Don’t.

-Huh?

-…Just stay still.

She didn’t fully understand why she had made that decision,

-Aria.

but she remembered Lev Denec calling her name, his voice full of resolve.

“… ”

Perhaps she had avoided the truth because she was afraid of what she might find.

But…

‘I couldn’t just leave him like that…’

He had seemed so beautiful, so clear,

yet empty and lonely, like the wind.

In that moment, Lev Denec had seemed utterly desolate.

Loneliness.

It was a feeling Aria knew all too well; she couldn’t turn away from it.

“I’m burning up…”

Aria didn’t bother going to the Restoration Ward.

She didn’t want him to see her in this state.

He might barge in, just as he did during the entrance exam.

He would scold her, question her actions.

It would be like that cherished childhood memory,

-I was so worried about you!

being scolded for coming home late after picking flowers for her mother.

“… ”

Those peaceful days were long gone.

And this distance… it was what brought her a strange sense of comfort.

‘Perhaps Lady Selena was right…’

As Aria gathered all her strength to change the towel,

-Knock. Knock!

“…!”

Someone was at her door.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Hazel Thewonder, a member of the Alchemy Club,

nervously entered the black market alley, glancing around to make sure no one was watching.

-Remember, if we don’t deliver results this time, our club is doomed.

-Professors will be attending this event, so we have to succeed.

‘If they want to exploit us, the least they could do is provide proper support…!’

Hazel sighed heavily.

She had managed to avoid expulsion so far.

She had even barely scraped by during the entrance exam thanks to that guy, Lev Denec.

But alchemy…

It didn’t pay!

She had been working in crunch mode for a week straight with little to show for it.

Alchemy was a field with lofty goals but a notoriously low success rate.

Yet, the Alchemy Club had managed to stay afloat financially, thanks to one method:

The black market.

Selling academy-approved potions was strictly forbidden; confiscation and disposal were the norm.

But selling unauthorized potions on the black market could at least cover material costs.

-It’s your turn this time, Hazel.

-…M-me…? Yes!

The inevitable had arrived.

Today was Hazel’s turn to visit the black market.

It was a terrifying agreement; if caught, she would bear full responsibility.

‘They’re all… so…’

It was the best they could do, these underdogs, to survive in the academy.

Suddenly, a red-haired man with a sly smile appeared before Hazel, who was adjusting her round glasses.

“Hello? Who are you looking for?”

“…Who are you…?”

“We’re both freshmen. You don’t recognize me?”

Hazel might have been timid, but she wasn’t oblivious.

“Kaelan Heath…?”

One of the most handsome freshmen, with exceptional skills, and a mysterious background rumored to be descended from a war hero…

His name was even ranked among the top students at the Evolution Chamber.

He was everything Hazel wasn’t.

“I heard your club is working on something interesting. Perhaps you could enlighten me?”

The Alchemy Club’s projects were top secret.

This time, they were attempting to create a combat-ready homunculus.

If they succeeded and managed to mass-produce them,

they could replace vanguards, which were notoriously difficult to recruit due to the high risks involved in mercenary work, with homunculi.

However, it was a costly project; any doubts regarding their funding

would undoubtedly hinder its progress.

Therefore, Hazel couldn’t simply divulge this information.

“I’m just a low-ranking member; I don’t know much…”

“Come on, you’re talented, aren’t you?”

He wasn’t lying.

Everyone, students and alchemists alike, acknowledged Hazel’s skills.

The recent acceleration in the project’s progress was largely thanks to her efforts.

“If you do me a small favor, I can offer you this as a down payment.”

“Wow…”

He pulled out a bag overflowing with gems.
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At Clarice Academy,

there was an exclusive circle known as the ‘Royal Class’ for the S-rank first-year students.

It included Kaelan, Aveline, the daughter of the empire’s greatest swordsmaster, Lily, the S-rank summoner, Melissa the princess, and other high-ranking students from the Evolution Chamber, regardless of gender.

Since reaching S-rank as a freshman usually implied a prestigious background, the Royal Class served as a social gathering for the elite.

Selena, the half-elf who had previously shown no interest in such gatherings, had recently joined.

“Selena, you’re here?”

“…”

Frowning slightly at the sound of Kaelan’s melodic voice, Selena moved to a seat further away.

Kaelan, finding her reaction amusing, grinned.

She had been promoted to S-rank after awakening her Wind Archery,

but being a half-elf, whispers and gossip were inevitable.

Of course, with Kaelan’s recommendation, no one dared to openly question her promotion.

Melissa had also been spending a lot of time with these people.

-Melissa, finding a suitable partner within the academy is crucial, you know!

Her parents, the king and queen of the duchy, had drilled this into her.

-I’m sorry, Aria!

-It’s okay. You must be busy…

She had apologized to Aria and reluctantly joined this gathering, but

it was more enjoyable than she had anticipated.

Kaelan asked Melissa,

“Melissa?”

“Yes?”

Melissa, who had been reading a book, took a moment to compose herself before responding.

Ever since their encounter at the Chamber, he had been talking to her more frequently.

-If you know anything about Lev Denec, tell me.

Kaelan was a capable person.

Melissa, a stickler for self-discipline, wished she had a servant like him back in her duchy.

He helped her prepare for upcoming exams, procured rare items that were difficult to find within the academy,

uni

-Since you’re a mage, Melissa, stay within my sight.

-Okay…

and most importantly… the green-haired boy from the Dungeon Exploration Practice had long been forgotten.

She had been… impressed… by Kaelan’s dominant performance that day. Perhaps even more than impressed.

‘Did he notice that I’m wearing the hairpin he gave me?’

Unfortunately, Melissa’s hopes were dashed.

“Aria Bluebell, was it? Aren’t you close with her?”

“Well… yeah?”

“You asked me to include her in our gathering before, right? I’ll add her to the list, so could you invite her?”

“Uh… sure.”

“What? Did you change your mind about her?”

“N-no!”

Truthfully, Melissa had been seeing less of Aria since she started spending time with Lev Denec.

-I’m sorry I missed our dinner date. I’ve organized my notes, would you like to take a look?

-Oh…

Aria hadn’t been bothered by Melissa’s change in attitude and still shared her notes and lecture information like she used to…

but Melissa no longer needed them.

The Royal Class provided everything she could possibly need.

‘But why is Kaelan…?’

He had never shown any interest in Aria before.

What had changed his mind?

Melissa felt a pang of unease.

Aria, and Lev Denec.

That annoyingly handsome Lev Denec…

She had heard he had encountered another monster during the Dungeon Exploration Practice.

First during the entrance exam, and now during the practice?

He was definitely suspicious.

.

.

.

After the gathering, Melissa sighed as she stood before Aria’s door in Raphae Blue Dormitory.

“…This is such a bother.”

Then, in a moment of frustration, she uttered words she shouldn’t have.

‘!’

Melissa was surprised by her own thoughts.

But that’s how frustrating she found Aria.

She had so many connections, so many people who could help her, like those in the Royal Class.

Why was she fixated on Lev Denec, who had nothing going for him except his face,

constantly putting herself in danger?

And now he was stealing Kaelan’s attention as well…

Just as Melissa was about to clench her fist,

something caught her eye.

“What’s this?”

A familiar paper bag, commonly used within the academy, hung from the doorknob.

But its contents were far from ordinary.

Expensive items…

Rare potions that were impossible to obtain within the academy.

“Wait, isn’t this a purification potion…?”

Even in her duchy, potions containing holy water were treated as precious commodities…

Who would leave something like this here?

-Knock. Knock.

Driven by curiosity, Melissa knocked on the door.

.

.

.

After a slight delay, the door opened.

Aria, looking pale and fragile, stood in the doorway.

“Lady Melissa…?”

Melissa felt a strange sense of relief, seeing Aria in this state.

Her silver hair, braided to one side, exuded an aura of vulnerability that tugged at a man’s protective instincts.

“This was hanging on your doorknob.”

Melissa handed her the mysterious bag.

“Oh, thank you.”

Aria accepted the bag, seemingly understanding its contents. Melissa stepped inside and closed the door behind her.

Then, she said,

“Sigh, Aria…”

“Yes?”

“Stop… getting involved with Lev Denec. You almost got into serious trouble again.”

“…I’m fine. Thank you for your concern…”

“Sigh.”

‘There she goes again.’

Was Aria always this stubborn?

Exasperated, Melissa said,

“You really… have a thing for those pretty-boy faces, don’t you…?”

“It’s not like…”

“Whatever. Do what you want. I came here to tell you something…”

“Tell me…?”

“Kaelan said he’d include you in the Royal Class.”

“…”

“You won’t regret it. It’s a gathering of elites; it’ll benefit your future, not just your academy life…”

Melissa spoke as if offering a lifeline, as if she had nothing to lose.

Someone of Aria’s status wouldn’t refuse such an offer.

But…

“…?”

“I decline.”

Aria’s words were cold and firm.
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I was sweeping the black market for potions that were effective in purifying divine power when

I witnessed Kaelan trying to bribe Hazel.

-If you do me a small favor, I can offer you this as a down payment.

Fortunately, Hazel, with her cautious nature, had bought herself some time, saying she needed to think about it.

According to the original storyline, Hazel should have been expelled from the academy, like me.

Therefore, their encounter wasn’t supposed to happen.

Stumbling upon this scene was a stroke of luck.

In a side story towards the end of Chapter 2, after the ranking matches and written exams,

Kaelan, already aware of the Alchemy Club’s involvement with the black market,

would bribe and threaten a member to expose their operation and reap the profits.

‘That little…’

Of course, I wasn’t going to let that slide.

This guy, not even a main character, was trying to line his own pockets through any means necessary?

I wouldn’t allow it.

To prevent this, I was waiting for Hazel at the cafeteria on the first floor of Yegudi Green Dormitory.

Female dormitories, whether Green or Blue, were off-limits to males, so I had to rely on a dormitory maid to deliver the package for Aria to her door.

I was worried about her, knowing she was bedridden because of me, but

even if I saw her again,



-It’s nothing serious.

-Don’t worry about it.

Those were the only words she would utter.

-…

As I observed the Clarice students passing by,

I opened my skill window.



📜 Skill Information 📜





 Currently Registered Skills

› Passive 
 Hermit

› General Skill 1 
 Afterimage Arrow

› General Skill 2 
 Wind Arrow, First Style – Curved Shot

› General Skill 3 
 Wind Arrow, First Style – Multi-Shot

› Ultimate Skill 
 Demonization





“…”

I was running out of skill slots.

Obtaining Afterimage Shot was a good thing.

The problem was that switching skills had a one-hour cooldown per slot,

and the Wind Arrows were registered through a bug; once removed, I wouldn’t be able to re-register them.

I could sacrifice Curved Shot, but to keep utilizing this bug, I needed more skill slots.

-Ding!


[Unique Trait]


▶ Gamer [Lv.1] 

(0/1000)





.


[Unique Trait]


▶ [Gamer] [Lv.1]

 Grants you special abilities based on your experience playing classic games in your previous life.

› Gamer (0/500)

 Allows you to utilize the ‘Reincarnation Hero’ game system.

+ Details

› Classic (0/500)

Allows you to apply the ‘Reincarnation Hero’ closed beta patch version.

+ Details





Even in ‘Reincarnation Hero’, you started with 4 skill slots, which increased as your character grew.

Therefore, I assumed investing Supporting Character Points into the ‘Gamer’ trait would unlock additional skill slots.

Investing in ‘Classic’, on the other hand, seemed to affect the patch version, so I was holding off on that for now.





[Remaining Supporting Character Points: 235]





I needed 265 points to level up the ‘Gamer’ trait…

Now that I was considerably stronger,

I needed to find a place to farm Supporting Character Points for skill level-ups.

This meant hunting named monsters. Dungeons were the ideal choice,

but the dungeons in ‘Reincarnation Hero’ were balanced for party play, making solo runs rather tricky.

I could handle boss fights, but clearing the trash mobs along the way was a pain.

‘Was there a dungeon with only a boss…?’

Even if there was, it would be a super-hell difficulty.

‘I guess I need an accomplice…’

But as a student, I couldn’t hire outside help, like mercenaries.

Too much risk of betrayal and other messy situations.

Taking Edwin under my wing and guiding his growth was an option.

As I contemplated my limited options,

a timid voice spoke from beside me.

“I-I’m grateful for your help back then…! B-but why did you call me so suddenly…?”

It was Hazel, her voice unusually shaky.

I cut to the chase.

“What did Kaelan say?”

“H-how did you…? ”

“How much did he offer?”

“Uh… um…”

“I’ll double it. I’ll even help you clean up your black market operations. Just give me the information exclusively.”

“D-double…? ”

I planned to unleash the parasitic monster on Kaelan.

This information was mine alone.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Despite our relatively recent encounter, Kaelan was acting far more cunningly than I had anticipated.

Even considering the author’s blatant favoritism,

‘He crossed the line.’

He was acting as if he were the protagonist with foreknowledge, monopolizing opportunities and manipulating events.

Moreover, as if reflecting the power creep present in this world compared to the original ‘Reincarnation Hero’ game, the story’s pacing and plot progression were accelerating.

This was likely due to…



⚙️ System Notification ⚙️





[Mission Objectives]

1 – Graduate from Claris Academy without being held back or expelled.

2 – Stop Kaelan’s ending.





…the Kaelan Ending being one of my mission objectives.

Therefore, I had to tread carefully.

There might be hidden plot elements I was unaware of.

I needed a foolproof plan to hinder his growth, even if it took time.

As tempting as it was to demonize him and be done with it, using ‘Demonization’ would expose me, due to the skill’s copying mechanism.

And if he couldn’t handle demonization and died on the spot,

I, his duel opponent, wouldn’t be able to continue attending the academy…

The worst-case scenario was that he’d master demonization. Of course, the empire, which abhorred demons, would swiftly apprehend him,

but I didn’t like the idea of things spiraling out of my control.

Therefore, considering all these factors, my best option was to

prevent Kaelan from getting involved with the Alchemy Club, something that didn’t happen in the original story.

I didn’t know how much he knew, but

his approach to Hazel was simply to exploit the connection between the black market and the Alchemy Club for blackmail, just like in the novel.

The emergence of the parasitic monster was a major plot point in Chapter 3. If the author had any decency, Kaelan wouldn’t be aware of it at this point.

So I had to find a way to fund the Alchemy Club without relying on the black market

and eliminate the parasitic monster before it found a host, obtaining the ‘Parasitism’ skill.

But I was short on funds.

-This doesn’t seem… enough…?

-What?

Despite combining the rewards from the demon incident,

the scholarship from clearing the Chamber,

my savings,

and confidently offering double what Kaelan had proposed,

alchemy was a surprisingly expensive endeavor.

The amount Hazel requested was three times what I currently possessed.

I could buy her silence for now with what I had, but…

Once the money ran out, the alchemy students could betray me at any moment.

To solve this financial crisis…

I was visiting Professor Diena’s office.

“I was shocked to hear about another demon sighting…”

“Yes, things just happened that way.”

“Was there… something that concerned you?”

Diena’s expression was filled with confusion as she handed me a cup of tea.

Did she find me… unsettling?

“No, not really… I came here to ask you for a favor, Professor. As your teaching assistant.”

“A favor?”

She sighed discreetly, clearly unable to comprehend my motives.

“Yes. First, I’d like permission to participate in extracurricular activities.”

“Cadet Lev, you’re still a freshman…? It’s a bit early for extracurricular activities… Well, alright.”

Extracurricular activities at Clarice Academy were simple.

Students weren’t allowed to join guilds or become mercenaries,

but they could participate in external activities under certain conditions.

In other words, it allowed me to venture outside and level up.

My reason for requesting this was something else entirely.

“Second… Professor Diena, you’re a war hero, correct?”

“Th… that’s right?”

“I heard that war heroes will be visiting the academy soon, to observe the upcoming ranking matches.”

“That… that information hasn’t been released to the general student body…”

“I admire them greatly. Could you arrange a meeting for me?”

War heroes.

The long and arduous war, which had ended ten years ago with the final defense against the demon horde and the establishment of the empire’s current borders.

Eleven individuals, including Master Archer Diena, had distinguished themselves in the final stages of that war.

Diena, at the time, was a promising but young archer,

who had been hastily chosen to fill the void left by the death of the Divine Archer, Adrin.

When she joined the ranks, the war was nearing its end, culminating in the defeat of Leraje.

Officially, there were eleven surviving war heroes, but the public only recognized ten, excluding Diena,

as they possessed unparalleled skills.

Therefore, these seniors held a special significance for Diena.

They were renowned figures, with valuable experience, their schedules packed with commitments beyond their teaching duties at the academy…

And he was asking to meet these legendary individuals?

‘Well, it’s just a meeting…’

Arranging a meeting wouldn’t be too difficult.

Most of the heroes still saw Diena as a young, almost childlike figure.

But she couldn’t help but be curious about his motives.

“May I ask… your reason?”

“As I said, it would be an honor to speak with these legends.”

“Hmm… Well… that’s certainly understandable.”

Diena hesitated.

Three heroes were scheduled to visit this time:

Dustin, the Paladin, Scarlett, the Mage, and Umberto, the Shaman…

She had planned to inquire about the suspicious aura surrounding Rev,

but as she pondered,

Lev stood up.

“You haven’t summoned me lately, and I was thinking of quitting as your assistant…”

“W-wait a moment!”

Normally, only the student representatives were allowed to meet the war heroes…

But she had agreed to accept him as her chief assistant…

“Alright. For a very brief… moment, it might be possible.”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

In the Royal Class lounge, located within the main academy building,

Melissa whispered,

“Aria refused.”

Kaelan, his red hair gleaming, replied coldly,

“I’m not fond of jealous women.”

“J-jealous? What do you mean?”

“More importantly, you’re wearing the hairpin I gave you.”

“Uh…? Never mind that! Jealous? Are you saying I’m jealous of Aria…?”

Kaelan leaned back in his chair, a knowing smirk on his face.

Since his encounter with Lev Denec at the Chamber,

he had been doing some digging.

He had switched from aspiring mage to aspiring archer,

defeated a monster during the entrance exam,

won a duel against upperclassman Gailon Shaftie,

and even defeated a monster during the Dungeon Exploration Practice…

He resided in Seraphi Black Dormitory due to his penalty points,

and the individual he was closest to was…

A-rank student, Aria Bluebell…

She seemed to be hiding her true abilities but lacked ambition, making no effort to impress the professors.

He had attempted to approach her, hoping to glean information about Lev Denec, but…

‘Their relationship is definitely not ordinary.’

“Kaelan, apologize. Aria and I are not…”

“It’s fine. You can go.”

“What?”

Melissa stared at him, dumbfounded, and Kaelan’s gaze turned icy.

“I want to be alone.”

“Ha, I misjudged you.”

With those parting words, Melissa left.

.

.

.

-Clench.

Left alone, Kaelan gritted his teeth.

‘How troublesome…’

He had her wrapped around his finger, but whenever he thought of Lev Denec, he couldn’t control his emotions.

He needed to get rid of that guy, make him disappear.

But the outcome wouldn’t change.

That was all he had managed to gather from his investigation.

The only thing that guy had going for him was that strange archery technique…

He had summoned Gailon Shaftie, his duel opponent, and learned that he had only acquired that cheap trick after brief training from Selena.

In contrast, Kaelan had received private tutoring from some of the most renowned instructors in the empire.

He and that Lev guy were on completely different levels.

‘This will be too easy.’

A little over five days remained until their duel. What were the chances that guy would experience a sudden power surge in that time…?

“Heh.”

He couldn’t believe he had fallen for such a low-level provocation.

Kaelan brushed aside these thoughts with a derisive chuckle.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

That evening, the academy buzzed with excitement.

News of the war heroes’ visit had spread like wildfire,

for these heroes were akin to celebrities to the students.

There would be a formal ceremony and speeches in the academy’s grand auditorium tomorrow,

but the reason the heroes’ visit wasn’t widely publicized was due to the emperor’s influence.

Apparently, the emperor demanded to be the center of attention, his events the most extravagant…

At the moment, within a special building on academy grounds, a meeting was taking place between the selected students and the war heroes.

I, too, was in line, waiting for my turn to speak with them.

-I-I’m a huge fan! You’re my idol!

-Thank you. And never neglect your training.

-Lady Scarlett! When will the next sanctuary purification be?

-I don’t know.

‘What fan service…’

The students, oblivious to the reality of war, were vying for the heroes’ attention.

They likely hoped to join an expedition during the break or build connections.

But being a war hero required something more; they weren’t concerned with such superficial gestures.

‘They look younger than I expected…’

Even though the war had ended ten years ago,

they both looked to be in their late 30s.

They had fought Great Demons at an age similar to mine…

-Always approach challenges with humility.

Dustin, a charismatic and handsome man with blond hair, clad in a simple leather undershirt.

-Next.

Scarlett, a beautiful mage with dark brown hair, clad in form-fitting attire, replied curtly, her tone laced with boredom.

Shaman Umberto was absent.

Finally, it was my turn.

-Murmurs.

Since all the other students were pre-selected upperclassmen who seemed to know each other, their attention turned to me, the unexpected addition.

“So, Cadet, what’s your name?”

“Lev Denec.”

“Lev Denec… You’re quite the looker.”

I immediately presented my request.

“Take me on your next expedition.”

Scoffs and whispers of “Who does he think he is?” and “What did he just say?” erupted from the other students.

Dustin burst into laughter at my straightforwardness.

“Haha, you’re an honest one, aren’t you? But unfortunately… we already have our team selected.”

“Kid, aren’t you just a freshman? Shouldn’t you be preparing for the ranking matches?”

“Scarlett, show some respect! You’re not exactly…”

“Don’t bring up age!”

Just like in the novel. Their banter, Scarlett’s foul temper…

Of course, she would mellow out a bit after developing an infatuation with Edwin, who was much younger, but…

I spoke quietly, making sure only they could hear me.

“You’ll regret it.”

“Hey, we’ve met countless brats like you who talk big. Go get some more training…”

“I… know where it is. The Armored Wyvern.”

Armored Wyvern.

Those two words silenced them.

Scarlett’s eyes narrowed.

“Hey, kid. Are you…

-Buzz!!

“… prepared to take responsibility for those words?”

“!!”

Her mana surged, filling the room with a suffocating pressure.

War heroes were on a different level.

The density of her mana control was incredible.

At least 7th Circle.



She hated the Armored Wyvern.

It was the creature that had taken the life of her friend, the former war hero and Divine Archer, Adrin.

If she learned that my information was true, she would hunt it down and kill it without hesitation.

“Calm down, Scarlett.”

At Dustin’s intervention, her mana subsided.

Dustin, his large frame imposing, turned serious.

“Junior, there’s a time and place for jokes. We’ve been searching for that creature for years. It’s not something to be taken lightly.”

“I’m not joking.”

Scarlett, incredulous, asked,

“…Ha… kid, are you… serious? What are you going to do if it’s a lie?”

“How about a wager?”

“What?”

I was going to cash in on this information about the ‘Armored Wyvern’.

“I’m confident.”

And to face Kaelan, I needed a significant power boost.

Conventional training methods wouldn’t be enough in the time I had.

Therefore, I had chosen…

‘To hop on the express train.’

To be carried.

Just like in the game.

And by ‘war heroes’, no less.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Not only war heroes, but also members of the royal family, duchy officials, prominent nobles, knight orders, and high-ranking guild executives began to gather at the academy.

That’s how much attention the Clarice Academy ranking matches garnered.

And so, the final weekend before the ranking matches arrived.

-I… I know where it is. The Armored Wyvern.

Take me with you, and I’ll tell you.

The dragon that had taken the life of a war hero’s comrade.

Scarlett’s hatred must have been far greater than I had imagined,

because she and Dustin had secretly summoned me, insisting on investigating my claim immediately, even though it was the weekend.

They both had prior commitments, so we had no choice but to depart early in the morning.

“Alright, we’re here. Tell us.”

“It’s in Domentoum.”

“Domentoum? That’s inland, and it’s already been purified…”

“It’s a deception. Camouflage magic.”

“What?”

Domentoum, a desolate desert far from Clarice Academy, devoid of human presence.

Dustin, who had been listening to our conversation, made a suggestion before we set off.

“Let’s just confirm if the Armored Wyvern is actually there and come back. We have other matters to attend to today, and Umberto is away on urgent business.”

“…”

Scarlett didn’t respond.

.

.

.

‘War heroes do have their perks…’

Thanks to the portal Scarlett had opened beforehand using her connections with the Mage Tower and their dedicated mounts, powered by mana stones, a day trip to this distant location was possible.

We arrived at Domentoum, a field dungeon known as the Desolate Nest.

-Crackle…

“It’s hotter than I expected.”

Dustin unbuttoned a few buttons on his leather armor.

The scenery, with its barren earth and rocks, resembled the Grand Canyon,

and as he had pointed out, the climate was harsh.

Not only was it devoid of human presence, but even for a field dungeon, it was eerily devoid of monsters.

It was a perfect example of hiding in plain sight.

According to the original game, a renowned black mage had secluded himself in this desert, spending a considerable amount of time constructing a barrier.

And the Armored Wyvern, severely wounded during the war, was said to be hiding here, recuperating.

“Brat, you could have just told us the location.”

“Well, even if you’re war heroes, it would be problematic for me if you returned empty-handed and denied its existence.”

“…You’re surprisingly suspicious for someone with such a pretty face.”

“Thank you for the compliment.”

“Tch, annoying little…”

I gave a nonchalant response and began recalling the Armored Wyvern’s attack patterns when…

“Alright!”

Dustin, a true knight with a muscular physique, stretched and asked,

“So, what’s your relationship with that girl?”

He was referring to Aria.

-[‘Aria Bluebell’s’ Surveillance Level towards ‘Lev Denec’ has increased to 3.]

Thanks to the previous Dungeon Exploration Practice, her Surveillance Level had reached 3,

and when I tried to sneak out at dawn,

-Could I… accompany you…?

she appeared before me, her body not yet fully recovered.

-And who is this young lady?

-She knows a bit of healing magic. I apologize if I’m overstepping, but I’d like to request permission to join you.

-I apologize, but I do not bring injured individuals on my journeys.

-…

-I… understand.

Thankfully, Dustin, with his unwavering convictions forged through countless battles alongside his comrades, didn’t allow her to join.

Still, the sight of a frail woman, barefoot at dawn, seeing off a man…

I wasn’t sure what kind of filters were running through Dustin’s mind… but he seemed to find our relationship suspicious.

“She’s quite a charming girl. It’s heartwarming to see someone so dedicated to her comrades.”

“Yes.”

And, as expected, he leaned in and asked,

“Is she… interested in you, by any chance?”

“Haha…”

It was a common trope, even in my previous world, for men of a certain age to be intrigued by young love.

“Hmm, hmm, there’s no doubt she likes you…”

‘This is getting annoying…’

I needed to focus on mentally simulating every single attack pattern of the Armored Wyvern.

This wasn’t the time for childish banter.

“Yes, you’re right. We’re dating.”

“Oh!”

“We’ve been together for two months. I confessed my feelings… Anything further is a matter of personal privacy.”

I readily confirmed his suspicion and shut my mouth. Dustin gulped, disappointed, but didn’t press further.

“Hmm, hmm! I knew it! My eyes haven’t failed me yet. Kids these days move fast…”

It was understandable for war heroes, whose youth had been consumed by demon hunting, to react this way.

As Dustin nodded in admiration, a sharp voice interrupted him.

“Dustin, please. Be quiet.”

“Why? Isn’t young love pure and exciting? You, too, once…”

“Shut your mouth, or else.”

Scarlett placed her hand on her wand.

“…Fine, I’ll be quiet.”

As in the novel, one more word from him, and she’d probably cast a silencing spell.

“Wait a minute.”

Scarlett’s voice faltered.

She gestured with her hand, as if tracing something in the air, and murmured,

“I can’t believe… such a powerful camouflage spell actually exists…”

Then, her voice filled with astonishment, she said,

“You wouldn’t even notice it unless you got close…”

Scarlett still stared at me suspiciously.

“There’s definitely something here, as you said. If you value your life, listen to me from now on.”

-Scribble, scribble.

Scarlett expertly began unraveling the barrier with her magic pen.

She frowned occasionally, encountering obstacles, but it didn’t take long, perhaps because it was only meant for three people.

“Dustin, focus on the front.”

“Got it.”

“And punk, stay back and out of the way.”

“Yes, yes.”

As expected, I was nothing more than dead weight.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Back at the academy, Yeriel, her beautiful silver hair neatly braided to one side and adorned with a butterfly hairpin,

was observing the sparring session between Edwin and Aveline.

Since the Dungeon Exploration Practice, Edwin had become more proactive.

He seemed to have awakened a desire to become stronger, his training sessions becoming longer and more intense.

He was relentlessly challenging Aveline Balantes, the S-rank daughter of the Sword Emperor.

“Haaaah!”

-Thud!

Of course, his battle cry was short-lived as he crashed to the ground.

“I sense nothing in your swordsmanship. Challenging me is like throwing an egg against a rock.”

“One more time, please.”

“Goodness… you’re tireless. This is the last one; I have club activities to attend.”

Aveline sparred with Edwin halfheartedly, using only one hand.

Yeriel watched, her mind preoccupied with other thoughts.

Specifically, Lev Denec.

-Then we can just be friends from now on…

-Are you… asking to be friends?

-…Yeah.

What did it mean to be friends?

A comrade you could rely on and ask for help?

Or someone you could confide in and share your secrets with?

She had helped Edwin train with Aveline today because

-Yeriel, Edwin said he needs your help.

Lev had asked her to do so the other day.

It was only natural for friends to help each other.

-Lev! Good morning…?

But he had… disappeared… early in the morning.

And moments ago, Cynatis had approached her and said,

-Left, academy, early, morning. Aria too.

He had ventured out,

with Aria Bluebell.

-Why… were you hugging Aria… back then…?

-It wasn’t a hug; I tripped and fell.

-Oh, I see!

-……………

That awkward silence…

“Lev, you liar.”

Friends shouldn’t lie to each other.

A pang of sadness struck Yeriel’s heart.

‘I’m not that oblivious…’

.

.

.

The sparring session reached its conclusion.

Aveline was victorious, as always.

“Huff… huff…”

“!!”

But Aveline… she was gripping her training sword with both hands.

Edwin had… improved.

Yeriel murmured softly,

“Friends… are difficult.”

She should be happy for them, for their blossoming friendship. But why…?

A faint smile touched her lips, a ripple of unease disturbing the calmness of her heart.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

After walking for some time within the barrier,

a familiar mana signature registered in her mind.

“It’s… real…”

Scarlett felt a surge of adrenaline, her blood running cold.

Before her stood a jet-black dragon, its entire body covered in thick, impenetrable scales.

The creature that was once known as the [Black Armor].

The Black Armor, seemingly asleep and recuperating, hadn’t noticed the three intruders yet.

“Scarlett, let’s call it a day. We’ve confirmed it, let’s head back.”

Dustin, suppressing his own excitement, placed a hand on Scarlett’s shoulder.

-Tremble…

“Scarlett…?”

But she couldn’t control the rage boiling within her.

-Scarlett! Still studying?

-Have a snack while you work!

-Scarlett? Are you asleep?

-Would you join our party?

Adrin, the Divine Archer, the only one who had reached out to Scarlett, who had always kept everyone at arm’s length with her abrasive personality.

He was her first true comrade.

And he had sacrificed himself to save her.

He had taken on…

-Take care, Scarlett.

…the black magic that had erupted from this creature…

… shielding her with his own body, and…

“I’ll… kill…”

The Armored Wyvern’s left wing hadn’t fully regenerated; a patch of black scales was still missing.

That scar was undoubtedly from Adrin’s final attack.

His last stand to save his comrade…

“I have to… kill… it… Revenge…”

“Scarlett? Calm down!”

-Grooooowl…

Mana erupted from Scarlett’s body, an uncontrollable surge of power.

“W-wait, Scarlett! Calm down! There will be other opportunities! Today, we just need to confirm… Ugh!”

Her murderous mana

-◼◼◼◼…?

…awakened the Black Armor.

-◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼!!!!!!!!!

“Ugh!”

The creature let out a deafening roar as it unfurled its wings.

A black fog engulfed the three intruders.

“Everyone, back away!”

The situation had escalated.

They were supposed to simply confirm its existence.

Although the Armored Wyvern, the Black Armor, was a forcibly demonized dragon, not on par with a centuries-old true dragon,

it was still a formidable opponent.

And even the ten war heroes, renowned for their strength, were only considered powerful among humans.

They were currently a two-person party, not the standard five-person team,

and the addition of a freshman cadet was more of a liability than an asset.

They had to prioritize his safety, which would make things even more…

The Black Armor unleashed its breath attack.

-◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼!!!!!!!!!

“This way!”

Dustin raised his shield, summoning a barrier of holy light.

-Clang! Clang! Clang! Clang!

The dome-shaped barrier of light collided with the black magic.

Thankfully, the Black Armor hadn’t fully recovered; its attack lacked its former power.

-…

Scarlett’s eyes were glazed over, her lips moving in a continuous chant.

“Damn it!”

This was a complete mess.

Dustin was the vanguard, specialized in defense.

If Scarlett didn’t regain her composure, they wouldn’t be able to inflict any significant damage.

.

.

.

“Hmm…”





[Field Dungeon – Domentoum]





I knew Scarlett was prone to emotional outbursts,

but I didn’t expect her to pull such a reckless stunt.

As I observed Dustin’s aura,

a status window appeared, signaling the boss encounter.

-Ding!



📜 Character Information 📜





[Armored Wyvern – Black Armor]

› A+ Rank Wyvern

› Dragon-type, Boss

› Threat Level: Extremely High

› Special Characteristic
Uses black magic breath, not elemental breath.

 [Boss Encountered!: You can preview its attack patterns!]

› View details





The Black Armor was a juvenile dragon, demonized through a pact with the demons.

That’s why it was a dark attribute monster, not an elemental one.

In human terms, it was akin to a demon.

However, it was also two ranks stronger than the Blaze Fiend.

And… as expected…







Hermit – Gamer Trait Activated

[Hermit][Aggro: 0]

*Enemies (monsters) will recognize you when your Aggro reaches 100.





In this desolate desert,

I was, as always, invisible.

‘Invincible as long as I don’t attack first…’

-Clang! Clang! Clang! Clang! Clang!

Meanwhile, Dustin, the paladin, was valiantly blocking the Black Armor’s breath attacks.

Two war heroes vs. a high-ranking dragon.

Didn’t everyone get curious about this while playing games?

-Who would win in a fight between the Commander NPC and the Chapter 2 hidden boss?

-Obviously the hidden boss. Its HP is insane.



-Nope, the Commander would win with kiting.

This was a spectacle worth watching while munching on popcorn.

I pulled out a bag of academy-issued popcorn and stuffed a handful into my mouth.

-Crunch.

Anyway,

“The last hit is mine.”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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The higher the monster’s rank, the more pronounced the difference in strength.

The boss we were facing was the Armored Wyvern – Black Armor, a formidable opponent who didn’t appear until the mid-game in the original.

Standing far behind Dustin, the war hero valiantly blocking the dragon’s breath attacks, I opened the ‘Black Armor Attack Pattern Details’ while observing the fight.



📜 Black Armor Attack Pattern Details 📜





 Black Armor (Weakened State)

▶ Skills

› Destructive Aura (Passive)
 Reduces the stats of all enemies within a 10-meter radius by 0.2.

 (*Effect is amplified fivefold against humans afflicted by the Seven Deadly Sins curse.)

› Black Armor (Passive)
 All status ailment resistance level 7. Reduces physical damage received by 70%.

 (*Effect persists until the Black Armor is damaged or destroyed.)

› Ground Crush (Active)
 Crushes the ground with its super-alloy tail.

› Death Breath (Active)
 Fires a dark attribute breath attack.

› Black Wingbeat (Active)
 Flaps its wings to unleash dark attribute magic spears.

(*Usage frequency significantly reduced in its current weakened state.)

› Black Wyrm’s Trajectory
 Usable only during Berserk mode. Targets the player who last attacked it.

 (*Inflicts unrefined, uncontrolled dark magic on the target, causing instant death.)

▶ Special Conditions

› Berserk – Rampage 
 Activated when HP falls below 33%.

(*During Berserk, the power of all skills is amplified, and Black Wyrm’s Trajectory is used regardless of its current state.)

› Groggy  ‘Black Armor’
 when hit by a light attribute attack, is only affected by status ailments according to its dragon type When the condition is met, it enters a 10-second groggy state, during which damage taken is increased by 30%.





Perhaps because this boss wasn’t involved in the novel’s storyline, unlike the Blaze Fiend, there were no alterations.

Even though I knew this from playing the original game, the most troublesome skill was the ‘Black Wyrm’s Trajectory’.

Once its HP reached 50%, it would instantly kill a random party member.

This must have been the skill that took Adrin’s life.

‘Light attribute attacks trigger groggy… so the timing depends on Dustin.’

My magic was only at 1st Circle level, and Scarlett was a mage who specialized in lightning and water, so we couldn’t fulfill the groggy condition, which required a light attribute attack.

Therefore, Dustin, the paladin, had to conserve his holy power and aim for a groggy state based on the dragon’s HP.

If we could trigger groggy, even in its weakened state, I’d be able to deal some decent damage.

-Flap!!!

-Swooosh! Crackle!

With each flap of its wings,

the Black Armor unleashed tendrils of black mana, like claws, that wrapped around Dustin.

They constricted his movements, trapping him like a spiderweb.

“Get out of the way!”

-Boom! Crash!

-Crackle!

Scarlett’s lightning magic shattered the tendrils.

-Crack! Boom!

Flashes of lightning, like chain lightning, collided with the black and white mana.

The situation wasn’t exactly in our favor.

‘Wait, are we… going to lose?’

Charging headfirst was the standard strategy against an A+ rank boss, but I had assumed these two, being heroes, could handle it…

There were some unexpected variables.

Umberto’s absence and Scarlett’s agitated state.

“Scarlett, focus!”

“I know, shut up!”

-Crackle! Zap!

Ignoring Dustin’s pleas, blinded by rage,

she was recklessly unleashing her magic without control.

This kind of haphazard spellcasting would drain her mana quickly.

The game’s emphasis on party composition and positioning was truly evident.

But we didn’t even have a healer, let alone additional members.

‘What to do…’

(Scarlett): Lev Denec – Stay Alive

It seemed like I’d be spamming the “Stay Alive” ping…

“Lev! Are you okay?!”

Dustin’s voice called out from the front lines.

“Yeah, I’m fine.”

-Clang!

Our conversation was cut short.

He was constantly casting Sanctuary – Barrier to protect Scarlett.

In other words, he was also in danger.

“Hmm.”

The situation was a classic hidden power cliché.

I, the seemingly useless baggage of the party,

was actually a powerhouse, a deus ex machina waiting to save the day.

But could I… someone who barely managed to defeat a Blaze Fiend…

Really pull this off?

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Dustin.

Born into poverty, he had no renowned family name or noble title.

His childhood could be summarized as… slightly more unfortunate than most.

But Dustin had always held onto a belief that kept him on the right path.

Even when a stranger claiming to be a distant cousin abandoned him,

when a childhood friend he had befriended on the streets turned out to be a pickpocket,

when a neighbor who used to share food with him… turned out to be abusing him…

when everyone had forsaken him,

Dustin never doubted, not even for a moment,

that the Goddess existed, even if she wasn’t physically present, and that her Saint would come to save him.

He believed that if he honed his swordsmanship and upheld his chivalrous ideals, he would be worthy of serving her emissary.

Everyone mocked him for not being born into a knight family.

But even in a muddy swamp, a flower could bloom.

As Dustin repeated his vows, pledging his unwavering faith, hundreds of times over,

-Dustin, come here.

He was finally granted ‘Salvation’.

Dustin, the Savior.

-Click!

He raised his longsword, his trusted companion for countless years.

His holy power surged towards the blade.

-Shine…

Aura, the physical manifestation of swordsmanship mastery.

He had unleashed an Aura Blade.

Regardless of his humble origins, Dustin was widely regarded as the one closest to becoming a Swordmaster…

and his character was equally exemplary.

No one would dispute this.

Chivalry was, after all, an unwavering commitment to one’s ideals, even in the face of adversity.

‘Are you testing me once again…?’

Saint Psyche, who had bestowed upon him his Inheritance ability and vanished ten years ago.

Could he defeat this dragon without her?

As the breath attack subsided and the Black Armor took a moment to catch its breath,

-Swish!

Dustin’s sword energy struck.

‘Reveal your weakness…!’

-Clang! Clang! Clang!

The crescent-shaped sword energy slammed into the Black Armor’s neck.

The creature flinched from the impact,

-Flap!!!

…and leaped into the air, as if trying to create distance.

‘…!’

And as its wings spread, its only weak point,

its left shoulder, was exposed.

Just like that day, when they had lost Adrin.

Normal attacks wouldn’t inflict any significant damage.

But unlike before, it now had a weak spot.

While Dustin, the vanguard, bought them time, the other party members could target the Black Armor’s vulnerability.

“Scarlett, snap out of it and focus on its left shoulder, its weak spot! If this keeps up, our revenge, everything will be for nothing!”

“I know…!”

-Crackle! Zap! Sizzle!

Scarlett, regaining her composure, focused her magic on the Black Armor’s left side.

-Clang! Clang! Clang!

As a torrent of lightning, a Lightning Storm, surged across its scales,

-◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼!!!

the Black Armor, the most unconventional of dragons, roared in pain.

It tried to cover its left shoulder with its wing, knowing it was its weak point,

but its limited range of motion in mid-air hampered its efforts.

-Thud!

Finally, it landed, its left side hitting the ground first.

“Everyone, get back!”

Enraged, the Black Armor began to thrash its tail wildly.

-Boom! Crash!!!

-Thud!

As its tail slammed into the ground,

Dustin seized the opportunity, leaping onto its tail and striking its shoulder.

-Crack!

-◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼!!!!

His blade, imbued with Aura, was more than capable of inflicting damage on the Black Armor.

As the creature writhed, Dustin safely landed back on the ground.

He had bought them time.

“We’re good! We just need to hold out until it exposes its weakness again…!”

-Boom!

“Ugh!”

His words were meant to reassure his comrade,

but without a healer, a war of attrition was a losing battle.

Dragons possessed immense stamina, far surpassing that of humans.

And if even one of them faltered, their carefully maintained balance would crumble.

‘If only we had a support class… or another attacker…!’

-Shine!

Runic inscriptions began to glow on Scarlett’s body.

-Whoosh!

“Scarlett! Don’t tell me…!”

A blizzard, an impossible phenomenon in this scorching heat, whipped around the Black Armor.

“Ugh!”

A massive magic inscription unfolded, draining her mana at an alarming rate.

She had cast two 8th Circle spells, ‘Ice Crystal of Storm’ and ‘Frozen Tempest’, using memorized magic, which allowed for pre-casting.

8th Circle magic was a technique reserved for liches and archmages.

Scarlett’s power had already surpassed that of a 7th Circle Archmage, but realistically, using 8th Circle magic was reckless.

But, as the saying went, hell hath no fury like a woman scorned.

-Whoosh!

The blizzard, powerful enough to turn summer into winter, enveloped the Black Armor.

-Crack… Crackle…

-◼◼◼◼◼◼!!!

The Black Armor’s seemingly impenetrable scales began to freeze.

“Breaking down that brute force defense with ice is the only way…!”

She wasn’t entirely wrong.

Against sturdy armor like a plate mail, blunt force was more effective than a sharp blade.

The actual effectiveness remained to be seen, but it had definitely restricted the Black Armor’s movement.

“If we don’t attack now…!”

-Cha-ching!

Scarlett was drained of mana.

Dustin gathered his remaining holy power and struck,

-Clang!

-◼◼◼◼◼!!

…but it wasn’t enough to induce groggy.

-Whoosh!

“?!”

Suddenly, a barrage of arrows, a straight line of projectiles, rained down upon Dustin.

“What…?”

A streak of blue light, tracing a path through the black fog, leaving trails like wispy clouds.

Each arrow arced gracefully, a single beam of light.

A type of archery Dustin had never seen before… different from the Wind Archery Adrin had wielded.

Reinforcements were impossible,

and there was only a single freshman cadet behind them…

His accuracy was impeccable.

He was clearly inflicting pain on the Black Armor.

The creature’s frozen body lacked flexibility.

-Crack… Crack… Crack…

Each arrow, striking the armor-like scales with pinpoint precision, created cracks.

Finally,

-◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

The creature roared, preparing to unleash its berserker rage.

-Rumble…

Storm clouds gathered, the black fog thickening, obscuring their vision.

‘Don’t tell me…’

Dustin knew.

That demonic spell that had taken Adrin’s life…

‘What should I… do?’

Adrin’s image flashed through his mind,

swallowed by that black magic.

Sacrifice.

Yes, the noble sacrifice of a knight.

Dustin, moved by this noble ideal, roared,

“Everyone, cease your attacks!”

He didn’t want to die here, but there was no time for calculations.

He was a fading hero, but behind him stood a young cadet with a bright future

and a woman on the verge of becoming an archmage.

Black magic was lethal to humans.

Dustin, believing his holy power was their only hope, made a decision.

‘Goddess, if you’re watching, grant me the strength to overcome this curse!’

-◼◼◼◼!!!!!

But the Black Armor continued to writhe in pain.

The barrage of arrows hadn’t stopped.

“Lev! Stop! You’ll be caught in it!”



“Kid!!”

Despite their warnings…

the first-year cadet from Clarice

remained unfazed, his fingers moving with an almost supernatural speed.

.

.

.

-Whoosh!





[Critical Hit!] [Weak Point Hit!]

[Critical Hit!] [Weak Point Hit!]

[Critical Hit!] [Weak Point Hit!]





 .





[Additional damage proportional to Agility]

[Additional water damage from Posedaros the Water Dragon’s Tendon effect]

[Damage Multiplier: 1100%]

[Aggro +99]

[Aggro: 100]

[Hermit Passive deactivated]





‘This feels good.’





⚠ ‘Black Armor’ entering Berserk state! ⚠





‘Black Wyrm’s Trajectory’ was a dragon curse automatically cast on the last attacker.

Even Scarlett’s arch magic

couldn’t match the sheer number of hits from this Afterimage Shot barrage, amplified by the bug.

That curse was going to target me.

And that was the key to victory.





 [Black Wyrm’s Trajectory activated. Target – ‘You‘] 





A black fog, emanating from the Armored Wyvern – Black Armor, enveloped me, forming a sphere.

“Dangerous…!!!!”

Scarlett and Dustin’s voices were swallowed by the darkness.





 ⚠ Warning: Time remaining until ‘Black Magic’ injection: 3.378 seconds ⚠ 





“Time to become the Demon King.”

As the world around me faded into darkness,

I chanted a magical incantation in my mind.

‘Demonization.’

-Crackle!

The familiar demonic power, now a comfort, surged through me, filling me like water within the ‘Black Wyrm’s Trajectory’.

-Ding!





 [Ash Grey Scatter Shot reacting to your demonization.]





‘Yes, consume it all.’

-Ding!


⚠ Warning: ‘Black Magic’ injection commencing ⚠


Corruption Level +12

Corruption Level 12/100

Corruption Level +21

Corruption Level 33/100

Corruption Level +14

Corruption Level 47/100





.

.

.

Status windows flashed before my eyes.

-Screech!!!

Like a ravenous demon with its jaws wide open,

the Ash Grey Scatter Shot greedily devoured it all.

‘So this is how you use the Ash Grey Scatter Shot…’

-Whirr!

-Click.





[Corruption Level: 78/100]

[Ash Grey Scatter Shot has devoured the black magic.]

[Critical Hit!] [Weak Point Hit!]





The Ash Grey Scatter Shot, satisfied after its long-awaited feast of black magic, unfolded, its arms extending like wings.

Resembling… a ballista.





› Apply Wind Archery – Afterimage Shot?

Estimated damage multiplier: 2880%





‘Apply.’

All that remained was the will of my index finger, the finger that pulled the trigger.
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After the previous Dungeon Exploration Practice,

I had been pondering the Corruption Level during my solo training sessions and had come up with another way to utilize the Ash Grey Scatter Shot.

The reason I wasn’t consumed by the Black Wyrm’s Trajectory was simple.

Leraje, ranked higher than the Black Armor among the 72 Great Demons,

possessed a power level that the Ash Grey Scatter Shot could fully absorb.

And with my ‘Gamer’ trait and ‘Demonization’ skill, I could switch between demon and human forms.

When demonized, the Ash Grey Scatter Shot’s abilities were fully unlocked,

allowing me to wield the absorbed Corruption Level as my own.

The problem was that once ‘Demonization’ wore off and I reverted to my human form, the Ash Grey Scatter Shot would try to consume me, depending on the Corruption Level.

That was why I had felt those urges towards Aria during the dungeon practice.

So, now, trapped within the Black Wyrm’s Trajectory and demonized,





[Corruption Level: 78/110]





… I would utilize every bit of this Corruption Level.

With this resolve,

I focused my mind and pulled the trigger.

-Piiiiing!!!

A crimson light engulfed everything.

-Ding!!





[‘Demon Slayer‘ activated through the ‘Hierarchy Struggle‘ effect!]
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-Shhhhoooooom!!!

As if warping spacetime itself,

a horrifying crimson light, radiating a multi-layered brilliance, erupted forward.

It wasn’t about hitting the Black Armor, aiming for its weak point.

The light spread out like a forbidden spell, a crimson fan of destruction.

It could no longer be called archery.

But labeling it as magic wouldn’t do it justice either.

-□□□□□□□□□□□□□□!!!

The Black Armor’s final roar, swallowed by the crimson light… was completely silenced.

“This… is… impossible…”

Dustin, the Paladin, had witnessed countless archers during his many journeys.

But crimson archery?

He had never seen or heard of such a thing.

And that wasn’t the only thing that astonished him.

How had this boy survived the Black Wyrm’s Curse, a curse even Adrin couldn’t escape, and retaliated?

How could a mere first-year, a freshman, wield such power?

And what baffled him even more was the boy’s indifferent expression, as if he had orchestrated this entire event and was unfazed by the outcome.

The Black Armor had been in a groggy state, and they had contributed to weakening it,

but the final blow, the decisive strike, belonged solely to Lev Denec, this young cadet.

‘Does he possess the… Execution attribute?’

Was this divine intervention?

Or was this all part of a grand plan?

Dustin saw this as another test in his long and arduous journey.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  


Achievement Unlocked!


Boss: Armored Wyvern – Black Armor defeated.

Remaining Bosses: 97

You can claim rewards for defeating the demon!

[Claim Demon Hunt Rewards]





The storm clouds and black fog had dissipated.

All that remained…

was the Black Armor, Scarlett’s target of vengeance, lying on its back, its defenses shattered, its underbelly exposed.

Its body was… mangled.





[Corruption Level: 0.5/110]





‘Proficiency issue…’

The Corruption Level hadn’t been completely depleted.

Still, my maximum had increased by 10 to 110, and 0.5 was manageable.

I closed the reward window and faced the two approaching figures, their faces etched with disbelief.

“Ugh.”

Scarlett grimaced at the grotesque sight of the Black Armor’s demise and asked,

“Kid, how… how did you do that…?”

“I think it was because of this.”

I casually showed them the Ash Grey Scatter Shot I had received from Diena.

“Wait, isn’t that the loot Diena took?

“Yeah… when she defeated Leraje?”

The Ash Grey Scatter Shot had reverted to its original crossbow form,

its only distinguishing feature now its dark crimson color.

“I became her chief assistant. I did her a favor, and she gave this to me… I think this demonic weapon was the key to overcoming the Black Wyrm’s Trajectory.”

“…Oh…”

They fell silent.

It sounded ridiculous,

but it must be true.

There was no other explanation for what they had just witnessed.

“To think a demonic weapon possessed such an effect… This is a new discovery. We should report it to the imperial authorities.”

As Dustin contemplated this, I turned to Scarlett.

“Considering your… ‘trolling,’ an apology would be in order.”

“What? Tr… trolling?”

“Our wager was to simply confirm the existence of the Armored Wyvern, remember?”

Of course, my original plan was to join their expedition and be carried, but

Scarlett’s insistence on an immediate investigation and Umberto’s absence had forced me to change my strategy.

‘I have the upper hand now.’

The Black Armor’s body was mangled; its scales wouldn’t fetch much, but its essence remained intact.

I could probably monopolize the rewards if I played my cards right.

“Kid, are you calling me… a troll?”

“It wasn’t a personal attack; no need to get so worked up. It’s just a popular slang term used at the academy. It refers to someone who ruins a party.”

“… I… I know what it means!”

Scarlett was speechless.

I knew she was sensitive about her age,

so this was a checkmate.

Of course, the slang term I had just used didn’t exist, but denying it would be an admission of her old age.

“And I hate to brag, but if it wasn’t for me, a mere kid… well…”

I glanced at Dustin, who was staring blankly ahead. He flinched and looked at Scarlett.

“Right, Scarlett, we got carried away… It wasn’t very heroic of us. And Cadet Lev is right; he took the curse upon himself and saved us.”

“But! It was my blizzard spell and your light attribute sword that weakened it in the first place!”

That was true.

My attack wouldn’t have succeeded…

… if the Black Armor hadn’t activated ‘Black Wyrm’s Trajectory’ upon entering Berserk mode.

And I had barely managed to shave off 33% of its HP by exploiting that power.

It was an A+ rank boss.

Normally, someone with my stats wouldn’t stand a chance.

-Tremble…

Dustin, seeing Scarlett’s trembling legs, sighed

and gently took her arm, speaking soothingly.

“Scarlett, you’re exhausted. You wouldn’t have been able to finish it off in this state.”

“… ”

“And besides, we were the ones who broke our agreement and initiated the fight. You should apologize.”

“Ugh…!”

“Lev, you saved our lives. Thank you.”

Dustin, despite being a war hero, was a genuinely good person. He said everything I wanted to say.

“Dustin…!”

As Dustin bowed his head in gratitude, Scarlett reluctantly approached me.

This woman, who had always been…

-So annoying.

-I don’t care.

-Next!

…at the academy.

Receiving an apology from a childish war hero in her late thirties…

What a rare sight.

“So… so…”

If an imperial official saw this, they’d probably faint.

War heroes were supposed to uphold their dignity.

Scarlett continued to stammer,

and Dustin, sighing once again, pressed down on the back of her head.

She ended up bowing at a perfect 90-degree angle.

“Hey, what the…!”

“This girl, she’s too old to be this stubborn. She’s just embarrassed and doesn’t know how to express it. Be understanding.”

“Dustin!”

-Stomp!

“Ow!”

Scarlett repeatedly stomped on his foot.
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Things were quickly settled.

It was already past noon.

We had secretly snuck out on a weekend and defeated an A+ rank boss.

We decided to keep this incident a secret until after the ranking matches,

and Dustin arranged for a trusted guild to handle the spoils.

“I didn’t get a chance to say this before, but… thank you for avenging Adrin.”

As an apology and a token of their gratitude, they gave me the first pick of the rewards.

“You… you’re taking this too?!”

“Scarlett, we’re not really interested in the loot…”

Naturally, I chose the Black Armor’s orb, a must-have for any dragon.

We agreed to receive monetary compensation for the mana stones, scales, and other materials.

We returned to the academy and parted ways at a secluded spot.

“I won the bet, so… you’ll honor your end of the bargain, right?”

“Of course! The scholarship! For the Alchemy Club! Got it?”

War heroes could allocate significant funding in the form of scholarships to a club of their choice.

This should prevent the Alchemy Club from having to rely on Kaelan for funding.

“Punk… I’ll be watching your progress in the ranking matches. If you don’t perform well… you’ll regret it!”

Why did everyone keep saying they were going to watch me…?

Despite her tough talk, she handed me a small box.

“And this… is a thank you, for Adrin. Don’t get any ideas…”

“Haha… We’ll be going now. It’s hard to believe… you’re only a B-rank.”

After all, war heroes, even in the original game, were busy and elusive figures, rarely available as mercenaries.

I couldn’t openly interact with them so casually in front of others.

Witnessing the human side of war heroes

and building connections…

It had been a… memorable experience.

.

.

.

Now then…





[Claim Demon Hunt Rewards]





I was excited about these rewards.

I had to get back and check them out.
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Seraphi Black Dormitory, with its small grassy garden.

Yeriel, having returned from overseeing Edwin and Aveline’s training, was tending to the garden.

Gardening was her go-to activity whenever her thoughts became overwhelming.

She had no real reason to be attracted to Lev.

She was fully aware of his lack of interest in her.

It was just…

‘He complimented my dormitory, he brought me a book that helped me connect with a high-ranking spirit, he put Gailon in his place, which had been bothering me and other students, and he even took responsibility for the incident during the Dungeon Exploration Practice…’

One could argue these were things any decent friend would do.

Yeriel concluded that his actions weren’t solely for her benefit; they were for the greater good.

He didn’t show it outwardly, but he had a sense of responsibility, taking care of things within his capabilities.

She was a bit concerned that his methods, which often came across as harsh, were making enemies…

‘How embarrassing…!’

She had been the one who had misunderstood.

-Didn’t Aria invite Lev Denec to her party during the entrance exam?

Thanks to Edwin’s testimony, she had finally learned the truth about Lev and Aria’s relationship.

They had connected before she even met him.

Therefore,

who he spent his weekend with… wasn’t something she should be concerned about.

As Yeriel tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear,

“Beautiful.”

“Ah… Lev? No, it’s not that…!”

“…”

“Oh…”

He was referring to the flowerbed.

Realizing her mistake, Yeriel blushed and averted her gaze.

He thoughtfully gathered her gardening tools.

“Here. You were taking these to the storage room, right?”

“Y-you’re back already?”

“Already? It’s almost dinner time.”

“Oh, right…!”

Yeriel almost blurted out, “You’re back so early.”

‘Get a grip…! Cheer up, you’re friends!’

She followed closely behind him as he headed towards the dormitory.

“Let me carry something!”

“It’s fine. Just take this.”

He handed her a small, beautifully decorated box.

It was from a famous chocolatier in the Mage Tower city, Arc Mion.

‘They went on a date… that far…’

It must have been fun.

She had always wanted to visit that city.

‘But why is he giving this to me…?’

Confused, she heard him say,

“This is for helping me out with the favor.”

Of course, it was a thank you gift. Yeriel smiled faintly.

“Thank you…”

“Don’t mention it. You worked hard taking care of Edwin…”

At that moment, the question swirling in Yeriel’s mind took shape.

“Today.”

“?”



“Did you have fun… today?”

He paused, confused by her question, and replied,

“…Not really? It wasn’t that fun.”

“…Not… fun…?”

“Anyway, these tools go in the storage room upstairs, right?”

“Uh… yeah.”

“Then I have to take care of something. I’ll grab dinner on my own.”

He quickly went up the stairs.

“…Okay.”

-…

As Lev disappeared from sight,

calm returned to Yeriel’s heart.

-Not really? It wasn’t that fun.

Why did those words bring her a sense of relief?

The girl, fiddling with the box of chocolates, thought to herself,

Perhaps… there was still hope…
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The Balantes family, a name that couldn’t be omitted when discussing swordsmanship in the empire.

Aveline Balantes, the daughter of this prestigious lineage, had been invited to Clarice Academy based on her exceptional achievements.

-The fourth daughter of the Balantes…

-I hear her older siblings all surpassed the level of Sword Expert?

-Blood will tell, after all.

Clarice Academy S-Rank,

Aveline Balantes.

Golden waves cascaded gracefully through her hair. Her posture and gait, so elegant and refined, could easily be mistaken for royalty.

The academy staff who showered her with flattery, the guild officials who tried to curry favor, they all held no interest for her.

What piqued her curiosity were

a commoner boy, devoid of any talent, who tirelessly dedicated himself to training,

-One more time!!

… Edwin Gwendeth,

and…

-Already done?

-…!

-Good work~.

… Kaelan Heath, a mysterious nobleman whose skills far surpassed hers.

She was intrigued by both,

but her primary interest lay with Kaelan.

‘He would make a… suitable husband.’

A child born from the union of the Sword Emperor’s daughter and the most skilled student at the academy…

Their offspring’s talent would be unparalleled.

However…

-Pant… Pant…

That green-haired boy, Edwin, whose only redeeming quality had been his relentless efforts…

…had grown.

To the point where she had to wield her sword with both hands to defeat him.

It was just a simple swordsmanship spar, without any magical interference, thanks to Yeriel’s request,

but he was only a C-rank student.

‘I didn’t want to give him even a sliver of hope…’

Having witnessed and sparred with countless swordsmen, Aveline could now gauge a person’s skill just by looking at their eyes.

She had seen in Edwin’s eyes during their last match…

… determination.

She had also sensed a hint of untainted purity, the kind of naivety a paladin should possess…

but his gaze seemed to be reflecting someone else.

‘What could have happened to him…?’

Before the Positioning ceremony, his skills, displayed under the moonlight at the abandoned training grounds, had been abysmal.

His fundamentals were lacking.

But since that day, it was as if someone had entered his heart, transforming him.

‘It wasn’t me… Could he have received an Inheritance ability…?’

Edwin had evolved with each step, from the Positioning ceremony to the Selection Test and the Dungeon Exploration Practice.

Could he have another mentor?

Yeriel and Edwin had no apparent connection,

yet Yeriel had personally asked her to train him.

“What could be the link…?”

As a haze of confusion clouded Aveline’s mind,

Kaelan, with his fiery red hair, approached her.

“Aveline?”

“Ah, it’s Kaelan.”

“What are you thinking about so deeply?”

“I was just reflecting… on today’s spar.”

“Hmm~.”

“I heard your opponent has been decided. Aren’t you… training?”

“Well. Is there really a need?”

Kaelan’s opponent was Lev Denec.

Aveline had heard about him through Melissa, her fellow Royal Class member.

He was a B-rank student who, according to rumors, had been keeping a low profile lately, unlike his previous unruly behavior.

He was someone Aveline had no connection with…

Yet Kaelan had personally chosen him as his opponent for the ranking matches.

‘Why that man…?’

Aveline couldn’t help but be intrigued by Lev Denec

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

I returned to my dormitory, washed up, and flopped onto my bed.

‘It’s been a while since I got sucked into this world.’

It had already been over three weeks since the duel with Gailon.

Rumors, as they always did, had faded away.

Unfortunately, my standing in the academy hadn’t changed much.

I was still a B-rank, spending most of my time cooped up in the training room.

Meanwhile, Kaelan, thanks to the author’s blatant favoritism, continued to grow stronger,

and the characters from the original game that I needed to support were becoming victims of this power creep.

‘This is so unfair.’

To ensure the core characters’ growth, I had to incorporate some elements from the novel.

Aveline Balantes was a crucial figure in Edwin’s development.

She, who spoke in archaic Korean, was attracted to Kaelan.

Though a non-canonical heroine, according to the novel, she would eventually become Edwin’s ally.

This was because she was drawn to strong men and had developed a fleeting interest in Edwin after witnessing him defeat the Patchwork monster and awaken as the Executor, especially with Kaelan and Edwin becoming rivals.

‘But!’

My rapid growth had thrown a wrench into the story.

Lev Denec’s interference had altered the narrative, and Edwin was far weaker than I had anticipated.

Yeriel was the perfect link in this situation.

Even now, as Kaelan was forming his own little clique with the Royal Class,

Yeriel, as an upperclassman and Aveline’s former mentor, had a connection with her.

So, I had arranged a training session between Edwin and Aveline.

As in the original game, Yeriel was the only one who helped me without asking for anything in return.

She hadn’t even been swayed by Kaelan’s advances. I was impressed.

-This is for doing me that favor.

That’s why I had given her the cake Scarlett had given me.

‘Was that… too casual?’

Surely her affection wouldn’t fluctuate based on a simple gift?

‘Whatever, time to check the rewards.’





▶ Guaranteed Rewards

▶ Choice Rewards





Checking the guaranteed rewards first was the standard procedure.

As I muttered “Guaranteed Rewards”,

a familiar status window popped up.

-Ding!


Guaranteed Rewards


▶ Physical Resistance [Lv.3]

Permanently increases Physical Resistance to level 4. However, the effect is diminished if the current level is 4 or higher.





Physical Resistance, since I had defeated the Black Armor.

Simple enough.

-Ding!



📜 Character Information 📜





Specialization

› Circle Magic (1)

› Crossbow – Proficiency (7)

› Curse Resistance (3)

› Fire Resistance (3)

› Physical Resistance (4) (New)





Another line was added, and my body briefly glowed.

Physical Resistance would definitely come in handy during the melee brawls in the ranking matches.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





Luck Activated! 

Gaining an additional skill after reviewing the story of the Black Armor





‘What the…?’

-Ding!



⚙ System Notification ⚙





[Skill] 

 ▶ Blessing of Adrin, the Fallen Hero

Increases the maximum Wind Energy of Wind Archery by +50.

(*If you don’t possess the Wind Archery skill, a random stat will increase by 0.4.*)

› Current Status: Wind Archery Acquired

Wind Archery Enhanced!

› Maximum Wind Energy: 160





“Oh, wow. This works?”

In the original game, defeating certain bosses sometimes rewarded you with items from the heroes who had attempted to subdue those bosses in the past.

It was a system meant to enhance immersion and didn’t offer significant benefits.

Perhaps because Adrin was also an elf archer…

My Wind Archery had been enhanced.

“I’m always running out of Wind Energy, so this is a welcome addition.”

An unexpected stat boost.

And the guaranteed rewards didn’t end there.

-Ding!



⚙ System Notification ⚙





A+ Rank Monster Defeat Reward 

 ▶ Grants 500 Supporting Character Points.

› Randomly increases one stat by 0.6.

Luck Activated!
 Increasing the most beneficial stat based on your Specialization

▶ Stats

› Strength: 3.25

› Stamina: 3.3

› Agility: 2.6 (3.38) -> 3.2 (4.14)

› Magic Power: 1.95 (2.14)

› Mana: 2.55

› Mental Strength: 2.45

› Perception: 2.1

› Luck: 3.4

Remaining Supporting Character Points: 735





“Yes…”

Today was a good day. My Agility, the stat I needed most, had increased.

And finally, I had enough Supporting Character Points

to level up my unique trait.

‘Unique Trait.’

-Ding!


[Unique Trait]


▶ Gamer [Lv.1] 

(0/1000)





. 


[Unique Trait]


▶ [Gamer] [Lv.1]

 Grants you special abilities based on your experience playing classic games in your previous life.

› Gamer (0/500)

 Allows you to utilize the ‘Reincarnation Hero’ game system.

+ Details

› Classic (0/500)

Allows you to apply the ‘Reincarnation Hero’ closed beta patch version.

+ Details





‘500 Supporting Character Points for Gamer.’



⚙ System Notification ⚙





 Gamer Trait leveled up to Lv.2!

Skill Slots Expanded!





“As expected.”

The outcome was exactly as I had anticipated.



📜 Skill Information 📜





 Currently Registered Skills

› Passive 
 Hermit

› Passive 2
 (Available)

› General Skill 1 
 Afterimage Shot

› General Skill 2 
 Wind Arrow, First Style – Curved Shot

› General Skill 3 
 Wind Arrow, First Style – Multi-Shot

› General Skill 4
 (Available)

› General Skill 5
 (Available)

› Ultimate Skill 
 Demonization

› Ultimate Skill 2
 (Available)





“Yes… good, good.”

I let out a sigh of satisfaction, like an old man after a sip of beer.

Investing 500 Supporting Character Points had yielded incredible value.

One additional slot for Passive and Ultimate skills, and two extra slots for General skills.

I had been struggling without ‘Demon Eye’, but now I could equip it again.

‘And…’

… the grand finale, the choice reward.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





▶  Choice Rewards





‘Choice Rewards.’

-Ding!



Choice Rewards





▶ Blessing of the Armored Wyvern [Lv.1] (Active) (Basic Skill)

›  Passive 
Permanently increases Physical Resistance by an additional 2 levels.

 *However, the increase is halved if the current resistance is 4 or higher.

›  Active 
 The demon’s black magic. Consumes mana when attacking to inflict additional dark attribute damage proportional to Magic Power. Toggleable.

›  Exp: (0/200)

›  Acquisition Difficulty
 Very Difficult





.



Choice Rewards





▶ Black Armor [Lv.1] (Active)

›  Unleashes dark energy to absorb skill damage.

 *Consumes black magic first, then mana if insufficient.

›  *Grants Demon Slayer while activated.

›  Exp: (0/200)

›  Acquisition Difficulty
 Quite Difficult





.



Choice Rewards





▶ Black Wyrm’s Trajectory [Lv. N/A] [Ultimate Skill]

Gradually injects your black magic into the designated target.

 Target is a demon: Growth

›  Target is not a demon: Corruption

*Cannot be used on yourself.

›  Details unavailable

›  Exp: (0/200)

›  Acquisition Difficulty
 Extremely Difficult





.



⚠Time Limit for Selection: 23 hours 57 minutes⚠





A blessing that granted additional damage.

A defensive skill, Black Armor.

And a mysterious curse, Black Wyrm’s Trajectory.

‘This is… tricky…’



This was the first time I’d encountered a lineup that truly made me hesitate.

Closed beta skills were notoriously complex, and I needed to be careful.

There was a time limit for choosing a reward since it was from a high-rank boss,

and I needed a skill that would be helpful for the ranking matches against Kaelan…

‘Let’s put this on hold for now.’

With this, the preparations were almost complete.

All that remained was…

‘Obtaining the Parasitism skill.’

-Buzz!

Right on cue,

my communication crystal glowed red.

Hazel had discovered something unusual during the homunculus experiment and was signaling me.

‘She must have found the parasitic monster.’

If left unchecked, it would become the boss of Chapter 3.

I had to eliminate it before it reached its full potential and obtain the ‘Parasitism’ skill.

‘Sigh. Another outing.’

I wasn’t fond of leaving my room right after showering, but the situation demanded it.

“Kaelan, brace yourself for a parasite.”

-Thud.

I flung open my closet, searching for my uniform shirt.

‘…?’

Yeriel must have laundered it; the white shirt was neatly hung on a hanger, a pleasant scent wafting from it.

‘Did she put it there when she came into my room the other day?’

Pushing aside this question, I left Seraphi Black Dormitory.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Clarice Academy, Hall of Bonds.

Hazel, standing before the Alchemy Club room, cautiously glanced around to ensure no one was watching before closing the door.

‘I don’t want to know anymore!’

She had made a promise to Lev Denec.

To keep quiet about what was happening in the Alchemy Club.

And to do him one favor.

-There’s a traitor in your circle.

-Huh? You expect me to believe that?

-Yeah, I know it’s hard to believe. That’s why I need you to keep an eye on the specimens. If you notice anything strange or unusual among the discarded ones, contact me using this crystal.

His claim about a traitor within the Alchemy Club and his request to observe the experiment closely were dubious at best, but…

-Th-this is…?!

Hazel had actually found something.

She didn’t know who was responsible, but she had observed… microorganisms in a specimen that was about to be discarded.

This unidentified organism seemed to be growing, perhaps having absorbed the amniotic fluid of the discarded homunculus.

‘But… is it really okay to just… give this away…?’

In the end, Lev Denec had taken the test tube containing the organism.

She couldn’t stop him.

She owed her continued enrollment at the academy to Lev,

and he was the one who had solved the Alchemy Club’s financial problems.

‘I really don’t want to know anymore!’

Hazel could only hope that it wouldn’t lead to anything disastrous.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Leaving the Hall of Bonds, I arrived at a secluded spot, away from prying eyes, lost in thought.



📜 Character Information 📜





 Parasitic Worm

› Named F-rank Monster

› Insect, Composite

› Danger Level: ?

› Trait: Can mature into an adult if a host is available.

› Current Status: No host, Larva





A grotesque, larva-like parasitic worm wriggled inside the test tube.

“Hmm…”

It was hard to believe that this parasitic monster, a named monster no less, would eventually mature and cause the chaos described in Chapter 3.

Implanting this worm into Kaelan was pointless.

He was fussy and annoyingly meticulous.

Figuring out how to implant it was one problem, but

he would immediately notice and eliminate a mere F-rank parasitic worm in his body.

I needed to exploit the system.

“Larva…”

The parasite was currently in its larval stage.

To obtain the ‘Parasitism’ skill by killing it, I needed it to mature.

But I had no idea when it would mature, and killing it now would likely yield no valuable skill.

‘Ah!’

An idea struck me.

‘Should I try using ‘Black Dragon’s Trajectory’?’

It was said to accelerate the growth of monsters, and this… this was technically a monster.

‘Corruption Level.’

-Ding!





[Corruption Level: 0.5/110]





I still had 0.5 Corruption Level remaining from the Black Armor encounter.

‘So, ‘Black Dragon’s Trajectory’ it is.’

I wasn’t sure if this was a valid reason to choose this particular reward,

but the other skills had alternatives,

and the only way for me to reduce my Corruption Level was to attack in Demonization mode.

Aria wouldn’t always be around to purify me, so having a skill like this wouldn’t hurt.

‘Reward: ‘Black Dragon’s Trajectory’.’

As I made my selection,



⚙ System Notification ⚙





› New Skill Acquired!





a status window popped up.

‘Black Dragon’s Trajectory’, skill registration.’

I calmly registered the skill in my Ultimate Skill slot and focused on the parasitic monster in the test tube.

-Whoosh…

The black magic that clung to me like residue surged forward, engulfing the target.

.

.

.

‘Did it… work?’





[Corruption Level: 0/110]





It was a minuscule amount, 0.5, compared to what the Black Armor had used…

but the effect was immediate.

-…

The small larva, the parasitic worm, skipped its growth stages and matured into an adult.

“Ugh.”

It was thicker now, its grotesque form even more visible.

I immediately used ‘Demon Eye’.



📜 Character Information 📜





 Parasitic Worm

› Named F+ rank Monster

› Insect, Composite

› Danger Level: High

› Trait: Parasitizes and multiplies within a new host.

› Current Status: No host, Adult





‘All that’s left is…’

To eliminate the parasitic worm and obtain its skill.

This tiny creature, barely filling the test tube,

could cause chaos if it found a suitable host, as I had seen in the fanfic.

Had it infected a human, they would have noticed the changes in their body and eliminated it,

but it had infected a homunculus, allowing it to multiply endlessly.

The word ‘parasitism’ had rather unpleasant connotations, and the whole concept was quite grotesque, leading many readers to drop the story during this chapter… if I recalled correctly.

Eliminating it here would undoubtedly affect the future storyline.

But things had gone too far.

A parasitic monster was still a demon.

‘Farewell.’

I poured the parasite repellent Hazel had given me into the test tube.

.

.

.

A sizzling sound, not particularly pleasant.

“Ugh…”

Hazel’s bug spray was incredibly effective.


Achievement Unlocked!


›Named Monster: Parasitic Worm defeated

›Remaining Named Monsters: 140

You can claim a reward for defeating the demon!





The familiar window appeared, displaying the rewards.


Choose a demon hunt reward


▶ Parasitism [Lv. N/A] (Composite Skill???)

› Targets and parasitizes a chosen host???

 Continuously weakens the host and creates a breeding ground for the parasite over time???

› Rate of decline increases with parasite multiplication???

› Acquisition Difficulty: ???

▶ F+ Rank Monster Defeat Reward

› Grants 60 Extra Points.

› Randomly increases one stat by 0.1.





‘Just as I thought.’

The system seemed to be glitching, with question marks everywhere.

I ignored them and chose ‘Parasitism’.


New skill acquired!


[Parasitism]





‘Parasitism’, a skill unattainable through normal means, both in the fanfic and the original game.

It was a skill that defied categorization.

It required the caster to physically inhabit another being’s body.

And since I wasn’t a bug, I wouldn’t be able to use it myself.

-Ding!





Error: Player ‘Lev Denec’ does not meet the requirements to use ‘Parasitism’.





As expected, acquiring this skill as a player bound by the closed beta game system was causing errors.

It would likely be adjusted to fit the original story, just like ‘Demonization’.

-Ding!





Error Correcting
 ‘Parasitism’ will be changed into an Active, Curse-type Basic Skill, tailored to player ‘Lev Denec’.

Penalty: Skill can only be used once.





-Ding!



📜 Skill Information 📜





Parasitism [Lv. N/A] (Active) (Basic Skill) (Usable once)

› Targets and curses a chosen host with parasite infestation (Lv. 4)

› If the curse is successful, randomly selected skills of the host will gradually decrease in level. When a skill reaches level 0, the parasite moves on to the next skill.

 *If there are no skills left, it will decrease stats and traits.

 *Rate of decline is affected by the parasite’s multiplication rate.

› Acquisition Difficulty: None





The system had resolved the error by turning ‘Parasitism’ into an active curse.

The description had also been updated to fit my status as a gamer.

‘This skill is practically on par with a Demon King’s…’

But the biggest weakness of this curse was its low level, a mere 4.

If I used it on Kaelan, his ridiculous resistance would immediately trigger,





[Target ‘Kaelan Heath’ is immune.]





“Resist” my ass.

‘I need to think outside the box.’

Kaelan and I were fundamentally different.

He was a native of this world, the author’s beloved creation.

I was a transmigrator with the ‘Gamer’ trait.

Therefore…

I would use this curse on…

myself?

No.

I would use it on my ‘skill’.

To exploit the gap between the fanfic and the game,

I needed to curse him in a way he would never notice.

“‘Parasitism,’ use on myself.”

-Ding!



⚙ System Notification ⚙





› Target ‘Lev Denec’ is yourself. Are you sure you want to cast this skill?

 *You cannot resist with your current Curse Resistance.





“Cast.”

At my unwavering response, a purple message appeared, accompanied by an unsettling sound.



[Infected with the Curse of Parasitism!]





One random skill will be parasitized!

Luck activated! (Alternative) The skill least useful to you has been infected.





‘…?’

Even here, my Luck was working its magic.

With a trembling heart, I opened my skill window.

.

.

.



📜 Skill Information 📜





 Parasitism·Fireball (Mastery) [Lv. Max] (Active) (Basic Skill) ‘Infected!‘

› 1st Circle Magic – Enhanced version of Fireball.

(*Transformed into blue flames!*)

› Exp: (Max)

› Acquisition Difficulty: Normal

*Skill level will continuously decrease.

*Parasites will spawn upon skill level decrease.

*Upon skill depletion, the parasite will move on to the next skill.





“ …!”

The useless ‘Fireball’ spell I had obtained from defeating the Blaze Fiend had been chosen.

I had been prepared to endure whatever skill was cursed, but Lady Luck had smiled upon me.

Skill ‘Parasitic Fireball’…

Could this… actually work…?

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

A few days later,

Clarice Academy’s main event, the ranking matches, began.

This grand event, spanning ten days,

drew crowds from all over the empire, eager to witness war heroes, royalty, knight orders, and representatives from major guilds, creating a festive atmosphere.

Of course, it wasn’t a festival for the students.



While ordinary duels granted a two-week rest period, duels during the ranking matches only allowed for a single day of rest.

And the purpose of these ranking matches was

to provide an opportunity for students to prove their worth through their skills if they disagreed with the professors’ evaluations.

-Let’s go over the rules once again!

The rules of the ranking matches, which had been drilled into us by the instructors, were simple.

Each student could challenge up to two other students,

and there were no restrictions on being challenged.

However, you could refuse a challenge from a student of a higher rank.

As a result, S-rank students often ended up fighting amongst themselves.

Of course, this was also the main spectacle that drew crowds to Clarice Academy.

Anyway, Kaelan must have submitted his request in advance, as our duel was scheduled for today, the very first day of the event.

“Everyone’s having a blast… except for me…”

I hadn’t realized how crowded it was, having been cooped up in the training room for days. It felt like an amusement park.

I chuckled dryly and headed for the Arena of Strife.

.

.

.

Today’s Matchup

Kaelan Heath (Rank S)

Lev Denec (Rank B)

“Group A-4 matches this way…!”

Yeriel, a second-year student, was helping guide juniors and spectators to their seats at the Arena of Strife. She couldn’t hide her unease.

“Lev… truly… are you doing this again…?”

Among the Group A matchups she was in charge of, a familiar name stood out: Lev Denec.

And once again, his opponent was an S-rank student, a freshman considered practically guaranteed to be the top student.

If even she, an upperclassman, knew this,

then the other first-year students would be well aware of the overwhelming difference in skill.

“Yeriel! The first-year S-rank matches are here, right?”

Her fellow second-year students approached for their shift change.

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Wow, look at the crowd.”

“Well, they’re here to see the pretty freshman’s face. The outcome is obvious.”

“True.”

“The seats are probably already filled with representatives trying to recruit Kaelan.”

Fortunately, they were unaware of her connection to Lev.

There was no reason to publicize their living arrangements.

Anyway, the predictions regarding the duel were similar regardless of year.

‘I hope he doesn’t get hurt…’

It was reassuring that Lev’s reputation among the first-years had improved slightly after his duel with Gailon.

But to duel the highly anticipated freshman runner-up…

‘Seriously… why does he keep doing this…!’

Did he have some sort of desire to be an outsider?

Daisy, a magic student who had skipped a grade with Yeriel, teased,

“What do you think, top student? Who’s going to win?”

“Well…”

“Oh, by the way, Yeriel, didn’t Kaelan approach you before? What did he say?”

“Nothing, really…! There wasn’t… anything like that.”

“Come on~. Something’s going on between you two, isn’t there?”

“No, there’s not…!”

Yeriel’s denial was firm.

Now that she thought about it, something did come to mind.

‘So… that’s why he came to visit.’

It was before the Dungeon Exploration Practice, if she recalled correctly, when Kaelan had visited Seraphi Black Dormitory.

Lev had been out, and

-Is Lev Denec here?

-So this is where you live~.

-Is it comfortable? Doesn’t seem like your style.

He had pestered Yeriel with annoying questions, as if he was showing off.

-Unless you’re interested in joining our dormitory, please leave.

-…You’re prickly. I was going to put in a good word for you, too.

-The exit is that way.

-Alright, see ya.

His flippant attitude, that smug smirk…

‘Why is this guy so popular…?’

Lev wasn’t exactly polite either, but he wasn’t unpleasant. This guy, however, was transparently insincere.

But objectively, Yeriel knew Kaelan was no pushover.

He was taking second-year classes, and despite his lazy demeanor, the professors praised him as a brilliant prodigy.

He would be a tougher opponent for Lev than Gailon.

‘But why…’

-Instead of worrying about my affairs, Yeriel, I’d appreciate it if you focused on what you need to do.

Why did she have a feeling that Lev would win again?

Was it simply because they were friends?

Lost in thought, she checked the time on her wristwatch.

‘Will I be able to watch the whole thing…?’

It would be tight.

She had just received a message from Umberto, the war hero, asking if she could give him a tour of Seraphi Black Dormitory.

“Yeriel, where are you going? Aren’t you watching the match?”

“I’ll… be right back!”

“Ohhh, is someone worried about a certain someooone~?”

“It’s really… nothing like that!”

Ignoring their assumptions,

‘Lev…!’

Yeriel’s thoughts were solely on him.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

[Translator Notes]

 For Illustrations and Release Notifications join our Discord


⚙ System Notification ⚙






› Main Quest [God’s Apprentice] Unlocked!

› You have been granted an opportunity by the Arcane God’s to become a Korean Translator for Arcane Translations.

› Do you accept?

›  YES/ NO

    







  Prev Next   



  

  
  Chapter 58 .｡.:✧ Ranking Matches (3) ✧:.｡.

—————————————————————–

Translated By Arcane Translations

Translator: Wjin

—————————————————————–

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

The Arena of Strife.

A cacophony of noise from the bustling crowd filled the air.

With a large number of Clarice students participating in the Ranking Matches, duels were held simultaneously in eight different arenas.

-Aren’t those two war heroes over there? Did you see their faces?

-Shh, be quiet! They’re the people I admire.

-Are they here to watch Kaelan Heath?

-Probably. This is the only notable match in the morning…

In the VIP seats of the coliseum where Kaelan Heath and Lev Denec were scheduled to duel, two war heroes were seated.

Scarlett, her blue hair shimmering, leaned towards Dustin and whispered,

“Is Umberto still unreachable?”

“Yeah. He should be here by now.”

It wasn’t typical for all ten war heroes to travel together unless it was a wartime situation, but this time, three of them, including Umberto, had planned to observe the academy’s ranking matches.

However, Umberto had been out of contact for days.

‘Sigh, who’s he helping this time?’

Scarlett sighed, then turned her attention to the ash-gray-haired boy in the arena below.

“That punk, he’s definitely not ordinary, is he?”

“Most likely not.”

Their mission, as direct representatives of the imperial family, was to scout potential candidates for the Hero title, those who could purify sanctuaries and fight demons.

There might be hidden gems among the student body, aside from the well-known prodigies like Kaelan, Melissa, Aveline, and Lily.

Dustin himself was a prime example.

The first duel they had chosen to watch was, naturally, Lev Denec’s.

“A battle between a B-rank and an S-rank…”

Dustin had reviewed Lev Denec’s records and discovered his victory against an upperclassman archer.

Though overshadowed by Kaelan, Lev Denec was undoubtedly someone worth keeping an eye on.

Moreover, they had witnessed his prowess firsthand…

At that moment, a man approached them.

“Ah, there you are.”

“Sir Regillus… or should I say, Guild Master?”

“Haha, is that what I am now?”

Regillus, the former captain of the Imperial First Knight Order.

His impeccably white skin was marked only by a deep furrow in his brow, and his slicked-back hair, held in place with pomade, gave him a distinguished air.

His demeanor was serious rather than approachable, making Scarlett uncomfortable during her time as the Imperial Mage.

‘Ugh. This guy, here?’

She had heard that he had retired from the Knight Order and established his own guild, Crow Fae, which was rapidly expanding, but she didn’t know his true motives.

As the three exchanged awkward greetings,

an announcement echoed from the magic-powered speakers.

-We will now begin the first-year Ranking Matches, Group A-4.

“It’s about to start.”

At Regillus’s words, everyone turned their attention to the arena.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

“B-rank, Lev Denec, S-rank, Kaelan Heath, step forward.”

I met Assistant Instructor Bella’s gaze, which seemed to say, “You again…?” We faced each other at her signal.

-Woooooo!

-Kaelan! Show us what you’ve got!

‘This is… a bit nerve-wracking.’

Being the first match on the opening day of the Ranking Matches,

a larger crowd than I had anticipated was gathered to watch our duel.

-Wooohooo!

-Fight!!! Show us what an S-rank is capable of!

The roars of the crowd were different from anything I had experienced in games or novels.

This was real.

Most of them were probably here to witness the downfall of yet another arrogant challenger who dared to defy Kaelan.

Kaelan, with a warm smile, extended his hand for a handshake.

“Long time no see. I thought you’d chicken out after refusing my challenge at the last minute.”

“Why would I pass up a free promotion?”

My nonchalant, provocative response was met with a chuckle.

Yes, I hoped this smile would be his last.

‘It’s showtime.’

Countering Kaelan was, in a way, the first step in surviving this academy.

Even if I managed to deal with him, there were the third and fourth years, leagues above the first and second years… and then there were the constant monster attacks and betrayals.

This academy life was truly… amazing.

-Wooooooooo!

As the cheers continued, Bella began explaining the rules.

“The detailed rules of the ranking matches, victory conditions, and disqualification criteria will be according to the regulations set by the academy.”

Unlike the boisterous crowd, the atmosphere of the ranking matches was solemn and serious.

Apparently, having an announcer hype up the crowd and incite trash talk was considered disrespectful to the nobles, a relic of the past.

That damn novel author was obsessed with these useless details and historical accuracy.

“If both of you are ready, please equip your protective gear.”

I put on the duel gear as instructed.

‘No Ash Grey Scatter Shot, no demonization, no Hermit.’

I steeled myself, and the announcement echoed through the arena.

-The Group A-4 match will now commence.

Bella began the countdown.

“30 seconds to start.”

-Shift.

Kaelan subtly adjusted his stance.

The Ranking Matches weren’t about killing each other.

But beneath his smile, a chilling intent was palpable.

He definitely saw me as an eyesore, someone he wanted to crush.

-Ding!



📜 Character Information 📜





Kaelan Heath

▶  Status Average: 4.1

▶  Specialization

› Sword Proficiency (7)

› Circle Magic (5)

▶  Unique Traits

› Resilience (Lv.5) (Details Unavailable)

› Aura (Lv.2) (Details Unavailable)

› Carnage (Lv.2) (Details Unavailable)

› Immunity (Lv.2) (Details Unavailable)

› Opportunity (Lv. N/A) (Details Unavailable)

› Copy (Lv. N/A) (Details Unavailable)

› Combat Recovery (Lv.2) (Details Unavailable)

› Unstoppable Growth (Lv.2) (Details Unavailable)





‘Damn… he’s strong.’

He had grown even stronger in the past few days, according to my ‘Demon Eye’.

To curb his insane growth, I had to succeed with ‘Parasitism.’



📜 Skill Information 📜





 [Registered General Skill 5]

▶  Parasitism – Fireball (Mastery) [Lv. Max] (Active) (Basic Skill) (Infected!)

›  1st Circle Magic – Enhanced version of Fireball.

› High mana consumption, but allows complete control over Fireball.

*Transformed into blue flames!

› Exp: (Max)

› Acquisition Difficulty: Normal

*Skill Level will continuously decrease

*Upon skill level decrease, Parasitic Worms will spawn in your body

*When the designated skill disappears, the curse will transfer to the next skill.





The key was making him steal this [Parasitism – Fireball].

‘Sigh…’

Let’s review the novel’s events.

During his ranking match against Edwin,

Kaelan initially had the upper hand, but as Edwin’s ‘Tenacity’ and ‘Execution’ traits activated, he started losing ground.

Just as the scales tipped in Edwin’s favor,

Kaelan used ‘Copy’.

This implied that even that shameless author wouldn’t make ‘Copy’ a skill that could be spammed endlessly.

There had to be a trigger, perhaps when he was pushed to his limits, when his ‘Carnage’ mode activated.

The novel described Kaelan’s reaction at that moment as

‘Well, it seems I have no choice…’ or ‘Now, let the real battle begin.’

‘Typical self-insert behavior…’

To create that scenario, I needed to replicate Edwin’s fight as closely as possible.

I had to provoke him, rile him up.

-10 seconds.

Kaelan was a close-range fighter.

His posture was relaxed, but he was poised to strike.

I, on the other hand, was a ranged fighter, and he would be anticipating my first move.

-5 seconds.

He wouldn’t charge directly at me.

Even if it meant taking a detour,

he’d rely on his agility and pursue me.

-1 second.

But I wasn’t far behind in terms of agility.

The Spirit King’s blessing had boosted my stats.

Most importantly, Kaelan at this point… lacked real-world combat experience.

That was his weakness.

-Begin!

-Whoosh!

He vanished the moment the signal to begin rang out.

I remained calm.

-Whizz!

I calmly activated [Wind Archery – Second Style, Wind Barrier].

-Ding!





[25 Wind Energy consumed! 135/160]





I had spent the past few days practicing this technique.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Victory required strategy.

But for Kaelan, a genius, such notions were meaningless.

‘The difference in skill is obvious.’

Victory was a foregone conclusion.

It was more about figuring out how to prolong his opponent’s suffering than devising a winning strategy.

He couldn’t be too brutal; there were too many eyes watching, and he couldn’t risk Lev Denec fleeing.

But he felt no compassion for this boy.

His primary goal was to crush that indifferent face, to inflict pain.

-Begin!

-Dash!

Kaelan launched forward, charging towards Lev Denec.

-Whizz!

And as expected, an arrow flew towards him.

Its trajectory… was too slow.

-Clang! Clang!

He deflected a few, then dodged the rest effortlessly,

minimizing his movements.

He closed the distance, preparing for a direct confrontation.

Fighting a ranged opponent was simple.

Archers typically initiated the first attack,

and Lev Denec was no exception.

‘…?’

But that was all he did.

He had expected him to use those cheap tricks he had witnessed during the duel with Gailon, but there was nothing.

-Clang!

The distance was closing, but there was no rapid fire, no multi-shot.

‘What? Is he looking down on me?’

As Kaelan evaded the incoming crossbow bolts and finally reached Lev,

‘Just… die.’

… he unleashed a flurry of attacks with his twin swords, exploiting his speed.

-Clang!

A barrage of sword strikes…

Left, down, right… confining Lev’s movements, he pressed his attack.

-Clang! Clang!

His movements were swift, precise, and controlled, a deadly dance.

-Woooo!

-He’s so fast!

But despite the cheers from the crowd, Kaelan’s attacks weren’t inflicting any significant damage.

‘Is he using some cheap trick…?’

The duel swords lacked power, and a strange, transparent barrier surrounded Lev.

‘So he’s relying on that?’

Kaelan scoffed at his opponent’s pathetic reliance on gimmicks.

As Kaelan paused his assault, momentarily creating distance, Rev retaliated.

-Whizz!

“!”

A crossbow bolt whizzed towards him through the brief opening.

-Cling!

The bolt, which would have been a direct hit, was blocked by the sword in Kaelan’s left hand, held in a reverse grip.

“Sorry, but those cheap tricks don’t work on me.”

“Too bad.”

“What?”

Lev’s indifferent expression fueled Kaelan’s anger.

-Clang! Clang! Clang!

His sword strikes became faster, more relentless.

-Crackle! Zap!

The barrier was magic.

It had to have limitations, and although Rev was originally an aspiring mage, he was now an archer.

If he pressed his attack, he would find an opening.

This was why, in a battle between a ranged and a melee fighter, the moment the archer engaged in close combat, the outcome was practically decided.

-Boom! Clang!

He relentlessly attacked, Rev Denek barely managing to block, unable to retaliate or even aim properly.

-Clang! Clang!

His controlled, elegant strikes

-Crackle!

… were becoming increasingly brutal.

After dozens of exchanges,

-Thud!!

…he felt it, that satisfying sensation that sent a thrill through his body.

‘There it is.’

He had landed a clean hit on Lev.

-Thud! Clang!

‘That crossbow is useless at this range, isn’t it?’

Lev Denec could no longer fight back.

The mysterious barrier had shattered.

He was simply dodging, trying to minimize the impact, his movements purely defensive.

But his expression remained unchanged, his face betraying no pain, no emotion.

Kaelan’s rage intensified.

-Growl…

His blood boiled, excitement coursing through his veins.

His vision narrowed, focused solely on Lev Denec.

His Inheritance ability, ‘Carnage’, was taking over,

urging him to kill, to slaughter.

At that moment,

-Thud!

“!!”

Lev stumbled, a soft gasp escaping his lips, his defenses wide open.

Kaelan wouldn’t miss this opportunity.

He focused all his energy on a single point.

‘This is it.’

-Whoosh!!

-Clang!

“?!”

-Shatter!

But his attack was blocked by multiple layers of Lev’s Wind Barrier.

“?”

Suddenly, a shadow loomed over Kaelan.

-Thud!!!

A heavy, dull thud, and the red-haired figure crashed to the ground.

-Thump.

He rolled, tumbled, his world spinning.

-…

A cold, hard sensation against his cheek. A throbbing pain in his head.

-Wooooooooo!!!

-What the helllll!!

Roars and screams from the audience.

A cacophony of voices.

‘Ugh…’

Instinctively, Kaelan rose from the ground.

“…Ugh…”

Lev Denec stood before him, having created distance, gripping his crossbow like a club.

While Kaelan had been fixated on the crossbow’s firing trajectory,

Lev had slammed the weapon into the side of his head.

‘You… bastard…!’

He had been careless.

Lev hadn’t intended to use it as a ranged weapon, nor did he care about his reputation as an archer.

That stumble, that exposed weak point… it had all been an act, a setup for a devastating counterattack.

“This… is pissing me off…”

The impact had been amplified by his own momentum.

His head pounded,

his vision blurring.

But Lev Denec must have taken considerable damage as well.

“Huff… huff…”

He actually seemed more exhausted.

His movements were impressive, but his lack of stamina and strength was evident.

And if necessary, Kaelan could always resort to magic.

But… he didn’t want to win that way.

-Woooo!

He had already shown a moment of weakness to the entire audience,

‘Hehehe… hahahahaha!!!’

… and to control this overwhelming rage, he needed to make Lev Denec truly understand the difference in their power.

Therefore, he would use Lev’s own tactics against him.

-Stumble.

Kaelan pretended to stagger, as if still disoriented from the blow.



-Wooooooo!!!

The crowd roared,

giving him time to deliver a final blow.

‘Come on, show me your pathetic tricks, you trash.’

He had ‘Resilience’, ‘Immunity’, and a divine gift… the Inheritance ability to copy any magic or swordsmanship technique he witnessed.

He wouldn’t be careless again.

He would simply bait out his opponent’s special move, copy it, disarm him, and retaliate with his own stolen technique.

And then…

-Flare!

…the crossbow erupted in blue flames.

-Throb!

“Ugh…!”

A chilling voice echoed in Kaelan’s mind, still reeling from the blow and fueled by adrenaline.

-He was using… blue… blue Wind Archery… Wind Archery…

Information about Lev Denec, from Selena.

Kaelan smiled.

‘Thanks for the meal…?’

It was showtime.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Kaelan was arrogant, but he wasn’t stupid.

Simply showing off a blue fireball wouldn’t guarantee he’d copy it.

I needed to cloud his judgment.

Like the saying, “Sacrifice flesh to gain bone,”

I would allow him to strike me, but my true target was his head.

I had to make him so disoriented, so muddled,

that he would mistake blue fire magic for Wind Archery.

And it worked perfectly.

-Thud!!!

My training crossbow connected with the side of his head, sending him sprawling to the ground.

-Woooooooooooo!!!

The cheers intensified.

It wasn’t just Kaelan who was hyped up.

But I had to stay calm.

I backed away, observing him as he struggled to get up.

He staggered to his feet,

his movements jerky and unnatural, like a zombie.

It wasn’t entirely an act.

He had lost control.

It was as if he was provoking me, daring me to unleash my ultimate move.

I knew I couldn’t give him any more time to think.

‘Take this.’

-Flare!

I channeled Parasitic Fireball into the crossbow, and blue flames engulfed the muzzle.

It looked convincing enough.

Blue flames were uncommon.

All that was left was for him to mistake it for Wind Archery.

‘In a life-or-death situation, what I see once becomes mine.’

This motto was the foundation of Kaelan’s existence.

It all began when he was a child, roaming the streets, struggling to survive.

As he fought to stay alive, to quell his gnawing hunger,

a mysterious power was bestowed upon him.

He stole the power of the strongest beggar.

-Haha… what is this?

His life afterward was simple, albeit violent.

Take, plunder, and acquire.

He clawed his way up, eventually becoming the adopted son of one of the empire’s four great families.

His adopted brother, his younger sister who excelled in magic, the arrogant old men who paraded their connections to his adoptive father… they were all nothing but tools to him.

It was a familiar, natural sensation.

He was destined to become stronger.

How could he possibly weaken when he could simply take what he desired?

But lately… there was nothing left to take.

He no longer felt the primal urge to survive, the thrill of a life-or-death struggle.

Until now.

He felt it now,

triggered by this random B-rank nobody.

A desire to steal, a power worth taking.

He hadn’t felt this burning ambition in a long time.

His head pounded,

but even with his blurred vision, his instincts were razor sharp.

-Shhhhoooooom!!!

Once again, he would claim his opponent’s skill as his own.

When he opened his eyes, he had already succeeded.

“This… is too easy.”

Stealing his opponent’s power was easier than eating a piece of cake.

And then…

-Thud!

“Ugh… Damn it, what was that?”

His senses felt… dulled.

Kaelan, with his heightened senses, couldn’t ignore the change.

He dismissed it as a temporary lapse in his condition.

“I… can’t wait… to see what kind of… power this is…”

That blue Wind Archery that had even caught Selena’s attention.

It had saved him the trouble of having to steal it from her.

It was now his.

‘Hmm~, what should I do…?’

He contemplated ways to humiliate Lev Denec when a brilliant idea struck him.

There was a 2nd Circle magic spell that created elemental arrows.

He didn’t need to steal Lev’s crossbow.

Just like a Swordmaster could infuse their blade with both aura and magic,

he would imbue a Fire Arrow with… Wind Archery, a skill exclusive to elves.

An act that defied logic, a feat only Kaelan could achieve.

He would show the world, the entire audience, the insurmountable difference between their classes.

“You’re actually useful for something, Lev Denec?”

He laughed maniacally at Lev Denec’s bewildered expression.

The triumphant laughter of a guaranteed victor.

He nocked an imaginary arrow and cast Fire Arrow.

-Wooo!

The crowd roared, anticipating something spectacular.

He easily conjured a bow shape, his mastery of magic undisputed.

-Flare!

Next… instinctively, he attempted to imbue it with the skill he had stolen from Lev Denec.

-Flare…!

A small, blue fireball materialized above his hand.

“What the…?”

It was clearly a 1st Circle spell, Fireball.

He tried again.

-Flare!

“…?!”

Only a blue fireball materialized,

as if mocking him.

“Is this… a joke…?”

His pounding headache subsided, replaced by a wave of cold dread.

“!!”

-Ouch, hot!

He refocused, and there was Lev, calmly extinguishing the flames on his crossbow with a basic ice spell.

The sight was… disorienting.

“This… damn it…”

Kaelan’s blood began to boil.

“That bastard…!”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 



⚙ System Notification ⚙






‘Kaelan Heath’ has copied your Parasitism – Fireball (Mastery) magic!





Kaelan had taken the bait.

‘Farewell, self-insert.’

It was too late for the system to correct this ‘error’ now.

I had already manipulated the initial skill acquisition process to ensure this outcome.

‘I wish that author could see this.’

He had said I was bound by the ‘Gamer’ trait,

and games had Terms of Service.

Attempting to overturn this was a clear violation of those terms.

He could mess with the story, but he couldn’t alter the game’s mechanics, which governed my abilities.

Checkmate.

As I watched Kaelan struggle with the blue fireball,



⚙ System Notification ⚙






› Permanently delete [Parasitism – Fireball (Mastery)]?

(Once deleted, the skill cannot be recovered.)





‘Hell yes.’

I immediately deleted [Parasitism – Fireball] from my skill window.

This was the privilege of a true gamer.

I activated ‘Demon Eye’ and checked his status.

-Ding!



📜 Character Information 📜






Kaelan Heath

▶  Status Average: 4.1

▶  Specialization

› Sword Proficiency (7)

› Circle Magic (5) (Infected!)

▶  Unique Traits

› Resilience (Lv.5) (Details Unavailable)

› Aura (Lv.2) (Details Unavailable)

› Carnage (Lv.2) (Details Unavailable)

› Immunity (Lv.2) (Details Unavailable)

› Opportunity (Lv. N/A) (Details Unavailable)

› Copy (Lv. N/A) (Details Unavailable)

› Combat Recovery (Lv.2) (Details Unavailable)

› Unstoppable Growth (Lv.2) (Details Unavailable)





“Well, well, well.”

There were some unexpected changes in Kaelan’s status.

The Parasitic Worms had already infected his Specialization.

The detailed information for his unique traits was unavailable, but

at this rate, they were probably being affected as well.

Based on my Fireball, the infection wouldn’t have progressed this rapidly in a day or two.

There had been no skill level decrease, so no Parasitic Worms had spawned, and

the rate of decline would only accelerate after a certain number of parasites had reproduced.

But Kaelan was different.

His cheat-like traits, [Unstoppable Growth], [Resilience], and [Aura], which allowed him to manipulate his stats,

and [Carnage], a berserker-type trait that amplified his overall abilities based on his excitement level,

…had seemingly affected the [Parasitism – Fireball].

His self-insert abilities were causing his own downfall.

‘I’ll be watching.’

All I had to do now was sit back and enjoy the show.

-Kaelan!!!

-What are you doing!!!

The crowd was starting to boo,

seeing Kaelan waste his time with Fireball instead of using his swordsmanship.

“You bastard…!!!”

Kaelan, enraged, charged towards me with his twin swords.

-Dash!

He was still fast, but he had lost his composure.

-Dodge.

Evading these attacks was child’s play.

“What the hell are you trying to pull?”

“Hm?”

Kaelan’s swords trembled with rage.

“You think… you can beat me with this pathetic trick…?”

I effortlessly dodged his clumsy attacks, moving like a phantom.

As he started chanting, preparing to use magic,

I said,

“You’re right. You can’t beat me.”

“What…?”

He froze, momentarily stunned.

And then, I turned towards Bella and declared,



“I forfeit.”

.

.

.

“The winner, Kaelan Heath…”

What followed was a display of Kaelan’s unhinged behavior.

His usual smugness and arrogance had vanished.

As he roared and lunged at me, Bella restrained him.

“The match is over. Do you want to be disqualified?”

The reason for my forfeit was simple.

The real show was about to begin.

The man in the VIP seats…

Regillus.

He was the leader of [Crow Fey], the guild where the main villains gathered.

According to the novel, Crow Fey would scout Kaelan, impressed by his high score, for the duration of the break.

It was likely the author’s attempt to appease his guilty conscience for neglecting Edwin’s storyline, a temporary exile for Kaelan.

But thanks to Crow Fey, Kaelan would return even stronger.

And since Crow Fey would eventually become a villain guild, I needed to neutralize them early on.

I wanted to trigger a butterfly effect.

‘Go ahead, Kaelan. Troll them for me.’

It was time to unleash… Kaelan, the ultimate chaos agent, on Crow Fey.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Perhaps it was due to the chaotic match between Lev Denec and Kaelan Heath in Group A-4,

-“What happened? What’s going on?”

-“They say he forfeited.”

-“Who?”

-“The B-rank.”

but the Coliseum at the Arena of Strife was in a state of disarray.

The early stages of the match had been captivating, with both contenders exchanging blows relentlessly, refusing to give an inch.

Then, Kaelan, hailed as the most talented freshman, the genius, was struck by a single blow.

Just as the momentum seemed to shift in favor of B-rank Lev Denec, a surprising turn of events unfolded:

-“I forfeit.”

He had forfeited.

Even the Royal Class members, who had been observing the match, were stunned into silence.

Melissa cautiously asked Selena, who was sitting beside her,

“Kaelan… won, right?”

“…I’m not sure.”

Selena’s response was curt.

Her attention was solely focused on Lev Denec’s Wind Archery.

The blue Wind Archery he had displayed in his duel against Gailon.

But he hadn’t used it at all this time.

‘Why?’

Why didn’t he use Wind Archery?

Furthermore, his movements had completely transformed.

He was far more fluid and agile than when she had assisted him with his training.

This was a level of mastery that couldn’t be achieved in such a short period.

Granted, Kaelan was incredibly talented, but Lev wasn’t using his full strength either.

He was truly an enigma.

‘He could have had a chance if he used Wind Archery… Did he intentionally hold back?’

As she pondered these questions,

-Rustle!

Lily, with her twintails, munched on snacks and chimed in,

“Shouldn’t we consider this Lev’s victory? That’s what I think.”

“Lily!!”

Avelin retorted, her voice indignant.

“H-how could that guy possibly have gone easy on Kaelan?”

“But… Kaelan was the one who fell…”

“Why aren’t you supporting your own circle?!”

“Hmm… You’re right…”

Lily had joined the Royal Class circle because she admired Kaelan.

-“Lily, you’re a genius. I bet you can summon even stronger beings, right?”

-“Ahem, of course!”

-“Good. Keep up the good work, for me… no, for our circle.”

He had praised her abilities.

The so-called genius had acknowledged her, Lily, and only her.

That was what she had found appealing, but…

-“You can just use this to resummon them.”

Somehow, she didn’t dislike Lev either.

Thanks to him, they had avoided disaster during the dungeon practice, and he wasn’t a bad person.

‘Hmm…’

Lily, the youngest among them, couldn’t understand this ambiguous feeling.

-Thud.

-!

A woman approached them.

“Hmm~. Do you girls know him?”

A languid voice, drooping eyes with a beauty mark, sky-blue hair…

She wore the purple robes that signified a third-year student.

.

.

.

Across from them, Regillus, the guild master of [Crow’s Fey], also pondered, his finger tapping his chin.

His subordinate, standing beside him, spoke first.

“Master, what are your thoughts?”

“What about you?”

“He wasn’t as decisive as expected, so we should observe the remaining matches… but Kaelan is undoubtedly the most promising gem among the first-years.”

“No, I’m talking about the other guy.”

“Huh?”

The other guy, meaning Lev Denec, the B-rank student.

“He hasn’t really… demonstrated much as an archer… In my opinion, it was just a performance to attract attention.”

He was right.

The archer hadn’t fought like an archer.

However, he seemed to be manipulating Kaelan’s emotions, leading him on.

Regulus was intrigued by this seemingly calculated strategy.

“Who knows. Keep an eye on him.”

“Yes, sir.”

The subordinate responded curtly and left, leaving Regulus with a faint smile on his face.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

There were more procedures than I had anticipated after the match.

Since I had forfeited, I had to submit a written oath acknowledging the outcome and waiving any right to contest it.

I also had to endure a lecture from the instructors, filled with feedback and nagging, about how archers were vulnerable in close combat and how I should avoid choosing close-combat opponents in the future.

All this took time.

Since the match had started late in the afternoon, it was already dusk.
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“Halfway there, I guess.”

At least the Kaelan issue was partially resolved.

It would take them a while to notice the parasitism.

Just removing the ‘Copy’ trait would be a huge win.

Then all that was left was to graduate from the academy smoothly…?

Starting from Chapter 3 of the fan fiction, demons would become more active, tormenting the characters.

Lilith would turn evil, Yeriel would be tested by the power of a Fallen Angel,

and Edwin would experience further growth.

It wouldn’t be entirely bad, as the gap between him and Kaelan would narrow.

“Let’s just rest today.”

I was drenched in sweat; I needed a shower.

As I finally exited the Coliseum,

-Good job!

-Don’t be discouraged!

-I knew you could do it!

-You were amazing today!

I was greeted by crowds of families and friends waiting for the students who had participated in the matches.

In contrast, I was alone.

‘Sigh, not a single cheer for me.’

It was all thanks to Lev Denec’s past deeds.

A ruined reputation wasn’t easily restored.

Besides, the people I cared about were in another world.

But seeing the female students glancing at me and whispering amongst themselves, I suddenly thought of Aria.

She had always watched me.

-“The ranking matches are today, right? I’m assigned to the medical team…”

-*“Huh? You can’t watch? *

-“…Yes. So even if I’m not there…”

-“Yesss!”

-“Are you that happy?”

-“No, I was just… kidding…”

Since there were constant duels during the ranking match week, with large crowds in attendance, medical accidents were bound to happen, leading to a shortage of medical staff.

That’s why healing-type students who weren’t participating in the matches were likely assigned to the medical team.

If she had watched my match today, she would have been waiting here.

‘As expected… But I’m glad you’re not injured.’

Those were the words she would have said…

Lost in such pointless thoughts, a familiar voice jolted me back to reality.

“Hey, loser delinquent kid. Are you a loner?”

It was Dustin and Scarlett.

“Ahem.”

Loser. Loner. Awkward.

I had no counter-argument.

“I knew it. With that personality of yours, you must have zero friends…”

“Scarlett, that’s enough. Lev, don’t be discouraged. The ranking matches aren’t over yet.”

“Hmm…”

As I remained silent, Scarlett, realizing she might have been too harsh, patted my back consolingly.

“That’s right! You held your own against an S-rank. The judges will take that into consideration. Besides, in my eyes, you practically won that match…”

-You two! What are you doing there?! You have another match to judge!

Our conversation was cut short.

An academy official called Dustin and Scarlett.

As war heroes, they seemed to have a busy schedule.

“Seriously, we’re so busy, and Umberto is nowhere to be found… Is he still off the grid???”

“Haha, he’s a quiet guy; he never tells us where he’s going. He’s probably off hunting monsters somewhere… Lev, we have to go. Good luck with your remaining matches.”

“Okay.”

And so, they disappeared as quickly as they had appeared.

I had been feeling down, but their friendly words lifted my spirits.

.

.

.

“A-4, Lev Denec’s belongings.”

“Claim it over here!”

When I arrived at the storage room,

there was an additional box with my belongings.

A three-tiered, meticulously prepared lunchbox, something I rarely saw even back in Korea.

And a note.

As I unfolded the paper, a pleasant scent, like freshly laundered shirts, wafted towards me.

 


 

Lev!

Great job!!

I wanted to have dinner together after your match, but…

Master Umberto summoned me, so I had to head back to the dorm!

It’s a shame about the duel… but you were amazing! You always seem to inspire me.

But… don’t push yourself in your next two matches just because you lost one!

It doesn’t look like you got seriously hurt this time, so I’m letting it slide!

 



Though the sender’s name was missing, perhaps forgotten,

the neat handwriting was a dead giveaway.

‘I can practically hear her voice.’

It was clearly Yeriel’s letter.

“…?”

As I reread it, touched by her thoughtfulness, I noticed something that didn’t sit right.

‘Umberto’s summons…?’

Umberto, the Shaman, visiting the Black Dormitory?

Umberto, in the fan fiction, was a character with little relevance to the plot, aside from his handsome appearance. He was always portrayed as a lone wolf,

and his only mention was his death during one of his solo expeditions, where he was killed by demons.

But hadn’t Scarlett and Dustin just said Umberto was unreachable?

As if to answer my question, a status window appeared.

-Cha-ching!





Anonymous Feedback: Wait, Umberto is a villain?

Based on feedback that Umberto, initially a mere plot device, disappeared without any significant action, he has been given a demonic storyline. This will accelerate the events of Chapter 3.





-Ding!


Supporting Character Quest


▶ Main Event ???

› Mission Objective: 19 minutes 00 seconds until Yeriel’s Fallen Angel transformation

› Mission Objective 2: Prove you’re no longer a supporting character.

› Reward: The general trait ‘Supporting Character’ will be removed from ‘Lev Denec’. Anonymous feedback (real-time) will cease.

⚠Time Remaining: 19 minutes 00 seconds⚠





“…!!”

No wonder the author had been quiet.

Wait, what was this reward…?

‘Is he trying to pull the plug at this point?’

It seemed like the author, unable to self-insert any further, was giving up and throwing a final tantrum.

Such a petty creature.

I immediately slung the Ash Grey Scatter Shot over my shoulder.

It was time to get back to business.

At Seraphi Black Dormitory, bathed in the hues of the setting sun,

Yeriel was guiding Umberto, who had come to visit the dormitory.

‘Why does something like this always happen on Lev’s match day?’

‘I wanted to have dinner with him…’



She had prepared a special lunchbox for Lev, analyzing his eating habits during their past meals and tailoring it to his preferences.

It was a shame, but she couldn’t refuse a request from a war hero.

“This is a… lovely dormitory.”

“Thank you!”

It was significant for someone of his stature to show interest in Seraphi Dormitory.

For instance, for publicity…

It might seem materialistic, but with the upcoming second semester being her last chance, as only freshmen could reside in Seraphi Dormitory…

Yeriel asked Umberto cheerfully,

“I didn’t see you at the welcoming ceremony. Did you just arrive at the academy today?”

“That’s right. I came in secretly. I’m quite popular, you see.”

As he had stated, Umberto was one of the most popular heroes.

He was the youngest, and his appearance was a major factor.

Pale skin, blond hair, and crimson eyes…

Yeriel found his vampire-like appearance slightly intimidating,

but his reserved personality and mysterious aura made him incredibly popular.

Despite being a Shaman.

If news of his arrival spread throughout the academy, hordes of female students would flock to see him.

“You must be tired. I’ll bring you some tea!”

“Sounds good. Could you show me around in the meantime?”

“Of course! Right this way!”

Yeriel beamed, leading the way.

It wasn’t often that someone showed interest in the dormitory.

It was time to put on her saleswoman smile.

At that moment, Umberto turned to her and said,

“That smile. It’s still as beautiful as ever.”

“!”

A chill ran down her spine. She was startled but quickly masked her surprise and replied,

“Oh… thank you?”

A question arose in her mind.

‘I thought… he was supposed to be a man of few words…?’

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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I sprinted, my body a vessel of pure instinct, ignoring the throbbing pain in every muscle.

The soreness from the sparring session lingered,

but it was irrelevant.

The author had finally made his move.


Supporting Character Quest


›Main Event ???

›Mission Objective: 13 minutes and 37 seconds until Yeriel’s fall

›Mission Objective 2: Prove that you are no longer a supporting character.

›Reward: The general trait ‘Supporting Character’ will be removed from ‘Lev Denec’. Real-time anonymous feedback will cease.

⚠ Time Remaining: 13 minutes and 37 seconds ⚠





Was this really… because Kaelan was being kept in check?

The reward suggested that if I survived this author-induced crisis, he would stop interfering.

Well, even if that happened, the game’s difficulty was already set to ultra-hell and beyond, and my very existence had twisted the story in unpredictable ways.

Regardless, the final quest the author had thrown at me was…

‘To prevent Yeriel’s transformation into a Fallen Angel.’

According to the fanfic, Yeriel’s forced fall wasn’t supposed to occur until Chapter 3.

After the first semester, during the break, Yeriel, misunderstanding Aria and Edwin’s relationship, would seek solitude.

It was during this time that a Fallen Angel would appear, attempting to corrupt her by manipulating her emotions.

This foreshadowed her eventual fall, hinting that acknowledging her true feelings was the trigger.

And now, thanks to the interference of Umberto, that irrelevant, floating character, the event had been moved forward.

‘Only 13 minutes remaining…’

This quest was the epitome of impossible.

The reason was simple:

Setting aside the consequences of Yeriel’s fall, I was simply out of time.

Even using the express train, reaching Seraphi Black Dormitory, tucked away in a remote corner of the academy, from here at the Arena of Strife would take at least 40 minutes.

And with the wait time for the train, especially on a crowded day like today, it was utterly hopeless.

Asking for help was out of the question.

Most of the academy staff were at the Arena for the ranking matches.

I didn’t have the time, or the audacity, to grab someone at random and try to convince them,

‘Something’s going to happen at Black Dormitory!’

“So this is how you want to play it, huh?” I muttered, glaring at the empty air, as if the author himself were standing before me.

Based on the author’s ambiguous time limit of 19 minutes, I suspected he had poured all his authority and power into this final intervention.

If he truly wanted to screw me over, he could have easily set the limit to one minute, or even one second.

This was his limit.

Well, even 19 minutes made this an insurmountable challenge…

“If I make it to the ending, you’re the first one I’m coming for,” I growled, my threat directed at the unseen author.

.

.

.

I didn’t need to waste precious seconds contemplating how to overcome this obstacle.

The answer, for a veteran like me, was obvious.

-Dash!

I sprinted towards the Evolution Chamber, my legs burning.

“She’s still here!”

Cynatis.

Cynatis, the wind monster.

She was lowering the chamber shutters, yawning.

“Professor!”

-??, ??, ?!

Her expression remained blank, but her eyes widened with surprise upon seeing me.

I took a few deep breaths, grabbed her hands, and pleaded,

“Please, give me a ride.”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-Drip.

A solitary drop of water fell from the basement ceiling in Seraphi Black Dormitory.

-Drip.

Like the precariously falling droplet,

-Tremble…

a snow-white girl, bound and restrained, trembled as if she were about to shatter.

“There’s a limit to naivete and promiscuity.”

“…”

“Did you learn it was acceptable to invite strange men into your home? Or did you learn it wasn’t?”

“…!”

Umberto, the war hero, the shaman, was gone.

He was dead.

Wearing his skin was a demon, a Fallen Angel summoned by Belial.

Tobiel.

Once a Power Angel, he had been overlooked because of his low rank.

But he had discovered his own path to power.

Deceive humans.

Manipulate them.

Exploit their base desires,

and use that as fuel for his own growth.

What an easy way to gain power.

He, too, understood humanity’s endless craving for strength, and he had chosen the path of corruption without a second thought.

And finally, he had found her.

A girl who, despite being human, possessed the qualities of a Fallen Angel.

“Don’t worry. I’ve been watching you for a long time.”

“…”

Yeriel couldn’t respond, not even to his unsettling, oily words.

She was bound, not just physically, but by something else entirely.

As she lay there, eyes clenched shut, brow furrowed, Tobiel whispered in her ear,

“Yes, be a good girl and stay quiet.”

-Snap!

He snapped his fingers.

-Poof!

“!!”

Darkness swallowed Yeriel; her vision vanished.

But she was surprisingly calm.

It was just an illusion, a demonic trick.

Stay composed. An opportunity would present itself. She refused to lose hope.

Tobiel watched her silently, a sinister smile on his lips.

What was the easiest way to reveal a human’s true nature?

The fear of death?

Partially true, partially false.

Death could force honesty upon humans.

But they were masters of self-deception; some even welcomed death.

Tobiel’s method was simple:

He took away the right to die.

The Curse of the Six Senses.

He methodically blocked the target’s sight, hearing, taste, touch, smell, and even their physical sensations, one by one,

plunging them into an empty void.

A black abyss where they could neither see nor hear, feel, move, nor scream.

Only their mind remained intact, forced to confront its own existence.

It wasn’t the primal fear of death;

it was the unbearable reality of being trapped in an endless world of solitude, unable to die.

‘Hehehe… show me your true self…’

This would undoubtedly reveal her true nature.

-…

Despite losing her sight, Yeriel remained still.

“Quite the stoic one, aren’t you?”

Most girls her age would be screaming hysterically by now.

He had ruined countless plans because of his impatience.

“Well, then…”

-Snap!

Next, hearing and touch.

After the sickening snap of his fingers, Yeriel’s world fell silent.

‘…!!’

-Fade…

Her limbs grew heavy, their strength slowly draining away.

No, it was as if they had never possessed any strength in the first place. Sensation vanished, starting from her extremities and creeping inward.

Trapped in a world of darkness and silence, overwhelmed by this unfamiliar, terrifying sensation…

‘Am I… scared?’

Fear seeped from the depths of her being, cold and insidious.

It felt like her very existence was fading away.

And as this terrifying thought took hold,

“Gasp… ha… ah… ah…”

unconsciously, her breaths grew rapid and shallow.

As if waiting for this precise moment, Tobiel leaned closer, his face inches from hers,

inhaling her every breath, savoring the scent.

“Ahhh… hah…”

“…”

“Top-quality goods. If only she weren’t a Fallen Angel candidate… what a shame… such a waste…”

“…”

He licked his lips, his gaze fixated on Yeriel’s trembling form.

He had been too hasty.

He should have observed her reaction before blocking her hearing.

It had been a long time since he felt this aroused by a mere human girl.

“Gasp… ha… ah…”

Her breathing grew even more rapid.

“So you want me too, right? You’re trying to drive me mad?!”

Her innocence, pure enough to be mistaken for an angel’s,

ignited a fierce desire within him to stain that pristine white with lust, to flip it like an Othello board.

“I can’t hold back any longer.”

-Slide. Slide.

His filthy hands roamed across her abdomen, where sensation still lingered.

‘Ugh…!’

Disgusted by his touch, Yeriel instinctively lifted her chin.

-Drip.

Tears welled up in her unfocused eyes, threatening to spill like the endless drip from the basement ceiling.

“Yes, cry for me, like a defiant kitten. Provoke me…”

Did she not realize her very actions were arousing him?

‘This won’t do… I need to… brand her lower abdomen with a demon mark…’

Just as Tobiel was about to enact his final, wicked act,

-Piiing!

A clean, sharp sound pierced the air, followed by a brilliant flash of light.

“…?!”

A single beam of light illuminated the basement.

“Huh…?”

It reminded him of his baptism, from back when he was still an angel.

“!…!”

By the time he registered the light and focused his mind, it was too late.

The trajectory of the light was aimed directly at his heart.

“What…? Cough!!!”

-Gurgling!!!

He coughed violently, blood erupting from his lips.

-Sizzle!!!

It felt as if his wound was being cauterized by scorching flames.

“Th-this…!!”

-Pii—ng!

The mysterious red light offered Tobiel no respite.

“Aaaaaargh!!!”

As he lurched to his feet, another beam of light pierced his head, straight through his right eye.

-Ding!

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  



⚙ System Notification ⚙





[Critical Hit!]

›Additional damage proportional to Agility.

› Additional damage from Holy Enchantment.

› Additional water damage from Posedaros the Water Dragon’s Tendon effect.

›Damage Multiplier: 950%

› Aggro +99

›Aggro: 100

 ›Hermit Passive deactivated.

 ›Remaining Wind Energy: 0/160





“…”

I had exhausted all my Wind Energy in my fight against Kaelan, so I couldn’t use Afterimage Shot anymore.

Those two shots had also deactivated my ‘Hermit’ trait.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





⚠ Time remaining until Yeriel’s fall: 2 minutes and 18 seconds ⚠





‘Cutting it close.’

My only option now was Demonization.

I had to obliterate him with it.

“Gah… Aaaaaaargh!!!”

The demon, disguised as Umberto, writhed in pain, his form contorting into its true, grotesque shape.

Hideous black wings, crimson skin.

He looked every bit the demon.

“…What is thissss?!”

He finally noticed me, howling in rage, clutching the bolt embedded in his right eye.

I ignored him and checked on Yeriel.

-Trembling…

Sadly, I couldn’t sense any life energy from her.

As in the original story, he had already cast the Curse of the Six Senses on her.

‘There’s… no chance of being caught now.’

I activated Demonization.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





 Demonization activated: Estimated duration: 51.55 seconds 





Unfamiliar magic energy surged through my body, corrupting it.

-Kiiiiiii!

“…!”

Perhaps because I was still recovering, the pain was more intense than I had anticipated, every fiber of my being screaming in agony.

But I forced myself to push the black magic energy surrounding me into the Ash Grey Scatter Shot, packing it to its limit.

-Brrrring!!!



⚙ System Notification ⚙





Corruption Level: 34/110

Corruption Level: 35/110

Corruption Level: 36/110

Corruption Level: 37/110

Corruption Level: 38/110

Corruption Level: 39/110





.

.

.
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Corruption Level: 42/110





‘This feels… awful…’

Controlling the Corruption Level was proving to be more difficult than I had anticipated.

It felt as if Leraje was behind me, and Andras in front, both waiting to devour me.

I focused my crumbling mind, aiming the crossbow at the demon.

-Click.

“W-wait!!”



“…”

The demon, like the weakest of villains, began to plead pathetically.

“This… this place is protected by a demonic illusion barrier!”

“…”

“A filthy creature like you has no right to enter, no right to judge me!”

Why were demons so fond of calling humans ‘creatures’?

“It’s okay. I’m a demon too.”

With those words, I pulled the trigger.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Yeriel’s vision, hearing, and touch were fading, one by one.

Her only remaining senses were smell, intuition, and instinct.

What a terrifying experience it must be, to be unaware of what was happening to you.

Yeriel focused her mind, desperately clinging to the remnants of her senses, refusing to let them slip away.

-…

‘Wh-what… what’s going on…?’

Amidst the confusion, one thing was clear:

The groping hands had stopped.

The cloying scent of the demon disguised as Umberto had receded.

This meant that whoever had been restraining her was no longer interested.

Who… had come to her rescue?

-Kiiiiiiiing!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

‘Ugh!’

Suddenly, the black magic that had enveloped Black Dormitory surged, as if shaken to its core.

-Kiiiiiiiiiiiiing!!!!!!

An immense wave of magic power washed over her, originating from right in front of her.

‘Wh-what’s happening?’

It was the unmistakable, repulsive mana of a demon, the kind that would instinctively make any human recoil.

But something about it felt different, mixed and layered.

As if it didn’t belong to a single being…

-…

Then, just as abruptly as it appeared, the magic power subsided.

-…

They say when one sense is blocked, other senses become heightened.

In those fleeting moments, Yeriel had to rely entirely on her sense of smell.

That’s how she caught it, a faint trace amidst the sickening demonic stench…

a subtle blend of lily and vanilla.

The scent of laundry detergent… the one used only at Seraphi Dormitory… the one Lev used.

.

.

.
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-W-wait, wait, wait! Spare me, spare me, spare…

His final plea echoed in the air.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





Demon Slayer activated due to ‘Hierarchy Struggle‘ effect!





It was just… red Wind Archery.

As if to warn him that crossing the line again would only lead to bloodshed,

he vanished, consumed by crimson Wind Arrows.

-Ding.


Achievement Unlocked!


›Named: Fallen Angel – Tobiel defeated.

›Remaining Named: 139

You can claim a demon hunt reward!

›Check your demon hunt reward.

Curse of the Six Senses lifted from Yeriel – Time remaining: 2 minutes and 33 seconds.









Achievement Unlocked!


› Supporting Character Achievement
 Fallen Angel

› Reward
 The general trait ‘Supporting Character’ will be removed from ‘Lev Denec’.
 Real-time anonymous feedback will cease.

Supporting Character trait successfully removed!





-Ding.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





Demonization deactivated.

 Insufficient mana!

Stamina temporarily reduced!





“Ugh…!”

As Demonization wore off, my body, like an empty plastic bottle, crumpled, pain coursing through every nerve.

-Thud.

My knees buckled involuntarily.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





Corruption Level: 7/110





It was too much.

Converting mana into Demonization, then the black magic generated by Demonization into Corruption…

it was essentially creating something from nothing.



There had to be a price.

I clutched my chest, enduring the agony.

Cold sweat drenched my body.

I couldn’t lose consciousness.

Andras and Leraje, Great Demons who didn’t belong in this world, would try to possess me.

‘Damn it… this sucks.’

Curses slipped past my lips.

The author’s final intervention had ended rather… anticlimactically.

Like a child who had lost interest in an old toy, he had simply walked away.

But I couldn’t let my guard down.

Even without the author’s interference, the game’s difficulty remained ludicrous,

and my arch-nemesis, Kaelan, was still a sentient being with his own agenda.

There was a truckload of villains waiting in the wings.

‘Get it together. It’s not over yet.’

I focused on the spot where Tobiel had stood, activating Demon Eye.

-Ding!



⚙ System Notification ⚙





Soul Well

›A vessel containing the soul of Fallen Angel – Tobiel.

›He will resurrect in Pandemonium in 25 minutes and 49 seconds with 50% HP and 25% mana.

›Only the ‘Execution’ trait can sever his ties completely.





‘…Just as I thought.’

A purple orb materialized before me.

‘Soul Well’, a basic passive ability possessed by all humanoid demons from super-hell difficulty onward.

Simply put, it was resurrection.

Without ‘Execution’, I would have to defeat him again after he resurrected to ensure his complete annihilation.

But with ‘Execution’, I could finish him off now.

25 minutes left…

I had already planned for this.

Cynatis, who had flown me here in her griffin form, would immediately summon Edwin.

And like the true protagonist of this fanfic, he would use his ‘Execution’ ability to mop up this mess.

I was trying to stick to the original story, to some extent.

‘Ugh… this hurts like hell.’

The problem was…

I had rushed here without considering the aftermath.

For now, with Yeriel’s sight and hearing still blocked, no one had witnessed my demonization…

but I had to play this carefully, downplay the whole situation, considering how suspicious I must have looked.

‘Am I Batman now?’

As I endured the pain, Yeriel’s voice, faint at first, reached my ears. It seemed the curse had partially lifted.

“Lev…?”

Unlike in the fanfic… she called out my name, not Edwin’s.

How did she know…?

As I hesitated, unsure how to respond,

her unfocused gaze searched for me frantically.

“L-Lev…! If you’re there, come closer… please!”

I didn’t want to do anything that would raise suspicion before Edwin arrived…

-Thud.

I moved closer and brushed her hair aside.

“!”

She grabbed my wrist with a trembling hand.

“L-Lev, is that you? It’s you, right…? Answer me if you can hear me…”

“Yeah.”

“I-I’m sorry… I… I…”

“It’s okay.”

The pain was intensifying; I could barely speak.

‘Ugh…’

My body was rejecting the mana coursing through it.

I tried to hide it, but…

Yeriel noticed.

“…Lev, are you… hurt…?”

“No.”

“Don’t lie. You’re hurt…!”

She was worried about me, despite barely being able to move herself.

She was something else.

.

.

.

“Huh…?”

I couldn’t remember what we talked about after that.

We must have both lost consciousness.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

I woke to an unfamiliar ceiling.

Sadly, it wasn’t the ceiling of my own world.

‘What happened…?’

My memory was blank.

This wasn’t my dormitory room.

I must have been in the Restoration Ward…

-Ding!

That sound effect I had heard countless times yesterday echoed in my ears.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





The purified black magic will be converted into random stats.

› Agility increased by 0.05!

› Stamina increased by 0.1!





“…”

As the status window faded from view,

I saw Aria, the silver-haired girl with lavender highlights, her eyes closed.

“Are you… asleep?” I asked cautiously.

“No.”

“You scared me.”

She opened her eyes slowly.

Her expression was… complicated.

‘Did I…’

Was she torn between scolding me and feeling relieved that I was safe?

“Sigh. It’s fine.”

“Sorry.”

“…”

She seemed to be holding back, biting her lip as if about to say something. My apology came out before I could stop it.

“You… know how to apologize?” she asked, surprise coloring her voice.

“I’m not that cold-hearted.”

“…You should rest for a while. You’re in bad shape.”

“Sorry, but what happened afterward?”

“Black Dormitory is currently… off-limits. They said there might still be remnants of the demon’s curse…”

Aria explained that the academy administration had issued an order.

The area surrounding Black Dormitory was restricted while they investigated.

We’d probably have to move dormitories.

‘Hmm.’

This was a deviation from the fanfic; I wondered what butterfly effects it would create.

I could already imagine how disappointed Yeriel would be.

Aria lowered her voice and spoke quickly,

“…I need to increase my surveillance level.”

“Huh…? What was that?”

“You always tell me to observe you and follow you around, then you go off alone during crucial moments like this…!”

This was the first time I had heard Aria complain.

Of course, it was still a whisper compared to a normal person.

“It was the same during the last Dungeon Exploration Practice. Do you even realize how bad it was this time? You were completely consumed by demonic magic, even more than before…!”

“Yeah, thanks.”



⚙ System Notification ⚙





[Corruption Level: 0/110]





It seemed Aria had purified my remaining corruption again.

It must have been a disturbing experience for her.

She didn’t say anything after my thanks, just stared at me with that unchanging expression. I couldn’t help but wonder…

Once again, she didn’t ask what happened…

I had a feeling the truth was about to be revealed.

That Aria… was about to discover my secret.

“Therefore, from now on, I will prohibit you from acting alone.”

“…Huh…? Is that… necessary?”

“Yes.”

When Aria gave me a stern look, I averted my gaze.

I couldn’t be too harsh; she had just saved and nursed me back to health.

Just as another awkward silence settled,

-Click!

The door opened.

“Lev…!”

It was Yeriel.

It seemed she had fully recovered from the curse, but her complexion was pale, and she was wearing a hospital gown.

She checked my injuries, her eyes frantic, then settled beside me, leaning against my side.

“Thank goodness… thank goodness… You’re okay…!”

“What happened to him?” I asked cautiously.

“Professor Cynatis said… he won’t be resurrecting… or anything like that…”

“That’s a relief.”

Edwin had finally become useful.

If that Fallen Angel had been allowed to resurrect in Pandemonium, it would have been a real pain.

Yeriel studied the area beneath my eyes and asked hesitantly,

“…You… protected me… until then…?”

“… ”

Protected. Such a melodramatic word, something you’d only hear in this world.

It was embarrassing, really.

Honestly, I was just playing along with the author’s game.

I would have saved anyone, not just Yeriel.

“Thank you, Lev! As expected…”

“?”

“I…”

She blushed and shook her head.

Then…

“Huh?”

She finally noticed Aria.

“…”

“Oh… Aria! It’s been a while… were you taking care of Lev?”

“…Yes.”

“Thank you!”

“It was my duty.”

-…

The conversation came to a halt.

An awkward silence filled the room.

But Yeriel, still smiling, suggested to Aria,

“Aria, you’ve worked hard! You should go get some rest.”

“Thank you for your concern, but…”

Aria, her expression unchanged, pointedly gestured to the sign on the door.

“I’m in charge.”

“No…! I heard the healing students are busy with the ranking matches… You can leave it to someone else! I was planning to stay by Lev’s side anyway…!”

Her expression was one of pure innocence.

Even I, a man, could see her intentions were clear.

“You’re the one who needs rest, Yeriel. You’re a patient.”

“No! I’m really fine…!”

Yeriel clenched her fist, her smile unwavering.

Aria, flustered, replied politely,

“It’s improper to ask a patient to nurse someone. It’s fine, really.”

“It’s okay! Really!”

“…”

-…

Silence descended once again.

‘What are you two doing…?’

One with a cheerful smile, the other with a serene, impassive expression…

Both of them glanced at me, then at each other.

Uh… how did this happen?

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Arena of Strife, the second day of the ranking matches.

The coliseum was packed with spectators once again.

Unlike yesterday, today’s match featured two S-rank students:

Raymond Rolleno, a vanguard who wielded a sword and shield,

and Kaelan Heath, a vanguard who dual-wielded swords.

With both belonging to the same rank and position, a high-level and thrilling duel was anticipated, drawing a large crowd.

However, contrary to everyone’s expectations, the match ended swiftly.

-Thwack!

“Ugh!!”

Raymond was on the receiving end of a one-sided beating.

It wasn’t that he had no opportunities to counter, but…

-Clang! Clang! Clang!

“Th-that spot…!”

-Thwack!

“Oof!”

The difference in their speed was stark.

‘Wh-what’s with his speed? Was… was he always this fast…?’

Kaelan’s swordsmanship was like a dance, a relentless flurry of blows.

As Raymond squeezed his eyes shut and then opened them, the dual swords were pointed at his throat.

Kaelan looked down at him like an insect and said,

“You done?”

“I… I surrender.”

Raymond Rolleno, unable to even mount a proper defense, admitted defeat.

-The winner, Kaelan Heath…

It was a complete and utter domination.

-Woooooo!!

The crowd erupted in cheers.

-Wow, he’s merciless.

-Maybe because of his slip-up on the first day?

-He seems even stronger than Melissa, the top student.

-Isn’t it the opposite? Raymond was underwhelming. That B-rank guy, Lev, is the one who deserves to be reevaluated.

Ignoring the enthusiastic cheers, Kaelan headed for the student waiting room.

-Do you have a guild in mind? Our guild…!

-What was different about this duel compared to your first one?

“Leave me alone.”

-Just one week, just one week of trial membership in our guild…

-Hey there, junior! You were pretty good. How about…

“I said leave me alone.”

Kaelan’s smile was menacing.

-…

His sharp words, shocking coming from a student, caused the students who had been swarming him to disperse awkwardly.

-Thud.

Kaelan entered the waiting room, alone,

and threw his dual swords to the ground.

-Crash!

-Shatter!

The impulsive throw shattered the glass mirror.

“Damn it! Damn it all!”

Raymond, who had never even spoken to him before, had dared to challenge him, even though they were both S-rank.

Even this was a humiliation for the prideful Kaelan.

His plan was to crush Lev in the first duel, to make sure he never dared to challenge him again.

His goal was to demonstrate their difference in skill, to deter anyone from requesting a spar.

“Do they think I’m weak?”

Lev Denec had ruined everything.

“That bastard! That incompetent loser who should have been expelled!”

Kaelan’s anger stemmed from more than just that.

He was dissatisfied with his performance in today’s match.

He had aimed for a one-sided massacre, a relentless assault with no room for counterattacks, but

he had almost been caught off guard twice by Raymond’s shield-based surprise attacks.

Under normal circumstances, he could have defeated Raymond with his eyes closed.

So why was his body not responding as he intended?

He felt even worse than yesterday.

‘It’s… I can’t focus… because of that bastard…’

Kaelan couldn’t help but blame Lev Denec.

‘He was originally a magic user, wasn’t he?’

Kaelan believed that when it came to magic and mana, Lev Denec was leagues below him.

He was certain he had held back last time.

‘I need to put him in his place soon.’

Kaelan was also skilled in both swordsmanship and magic.

That thought brought him a sense of relief.

-Thud.

Another male student entered the waiting room.

It was Dylan, with brown hair, glasses, and an S-rank. He was a member of the same Royal Class circle as Kaelan, a vanguard who used a spear.

“This is my waiting room.”

Kaelan asked, his voice laced with irritation, and Dylan replied casually,

“I was assigned to this waiting room as well.”

Dylan’s words were reasonable, but to Kaelan, it sounded like insubordination.

“Congratulations on your second win.”

“…?”

“I said, congratulations on your second win.”

“Ah, yeah.”

Was it because of his newfound insecurity?

Even those congratulatory words felt like a mockery, a bitter taste in his mouth.

-Rise.

Kaelan got up from his seat.

“Where are you going?”

“…To get away from you.”

He was heading to the training room to regain his composure.

He had an aversion to the words “effort” and “practice” and usually avoided training.

But he didn’t want to go to the Royal Class circle room in his current state of mind.

He felt like he couldn’t face Selena and the others with his pride wounded.

As Kaelan reached for the door handle, Dylan handed him the two swords he had thrown earlier.

“Kaelan, do you know Edwin?”

“…?”

“Edwin Gwendeth.”

The only students who held Kaelan’s interest were S-rank.

There weren’t many of them, and since he had to invite them to the Royal Class, he knew their names.

But Edwin?

That was the name of the pathetic kid whom Aveline and Melissa had been training.

‘Damn it, my head is already pounding.’

Kaelan scowled at Dylan.

“Spit it out.”

Dylan’s next words were unexpected.

“He challenged you to a duel, for the last day of the ranking matches.”

“What?”

“Go check for yourself.”

“He challenged… me… to a duel?

“Yeah, I heard he’s C-rank.”

Dylan’s words held a hint of amusement, perhaps sensing Kaelan’s sensitivity.

“What a joke.”

First, a B-rank, and now a C-rank. What a nuisance.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Restoration Ward.

-…

An awkward silence hung in the air as both Aria and Yeriel glanced at me nervously.

I sighed softly.

“Sorry, but I’d like to be alone for a while.”

“…!”

“Le… Lev?”

My words seemed to have caught them off guard.

“First, Aria, I can tell you’re fighting sleep. You stayed up all night taking care of me, didn’t you?”

“…”

Aria, unable to lie, remained silent.

She had been working tirelessly during the ranking match week, and she had also spent the entire night tending to me, purifying my corruption, and nursing me back to health. 

Her body must have been exhausted.

“And Yeriel, you went through a lot yesterday. You should rest.”

Yeriel was also a patient.

Even now, her hands trembled from the trauma of the previous day.

She stared at me with pleading eyes, as if trying to convey something, then

“O-okay…! I understand…!”

she finally relented.

.

.

.

“Whew…”

What was this feeling?

The story was deviating further and further from the original fanfic.

But at least these two were fundamentally kind souls, never throwing tantrums, both in the game and in the fanfic, making it easy to manage the situation.

“…”

Alone at last, I felt a sense of liberation as I opened my status window.

“Status!”

-Ding!



📜 General Traits 📜





▶ Contract with Ariel [Lv. 1] (0/200)

›You have formed a contract with Ariel, the King of Wind Spirits, allowing you to use Wind Archery.

›You receive a substantial boost to specific stats due to Ariel’s blessing.

▶ [Empty Slot] [Lv. ]

› -(Empty)

▶ [Appeal] [Lv. 3] (0/500)

›Your appearance is considered among the top ten most attractive in the academy.

›You may find it easier to charm others.





‘No tricks this time.’

The ‘Supporting Character’ trait had vanished without a trace.

That annoying trait, which had restricted my actions under the guise of ‘world stability’.

Well, I had also lost the benefit of gaining Supporting Character points, limiting my growth options,

but freedom was priceless.

And as a veteran min-maxer, I had used up all my remaining Supporting Character Points while traveling with Cynatis.

I had 235 points left,

200 of which I used to level up the ‘Demon Eye’ skill,

20 on Luck,

and the rest I had hastily allocated to Magic Power.

‘Stats.’

-Ding!



⚙ Status Window ⚙





Stats

›  Strength: 3.25

›  Stamina: 3.3

› Agility: 3.25 (4.22)

› Magic Power: 2 (2.2)

›  Mana: 2.55

› Mental Strength: 2.45

› Perception: 2.1

› Luck: 3.45





Even as the first semester drew to a close, my stats were far from impressive.

The only reason I had been able to defeat high-ranking named monsters and bosses with such paltry stats was by

exploiting every bug, ally, black magic, and the Ash Grey Scatter Shot to the fullest.

But what choice did I have?

The game’s difficulty was absurd.

I’d continue to find the easiest ways to win.

‘Next…’

I needed to check the rewards for defeating that Fallen Angel who had imprisoned Yeriel.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





▶ Choice Rewards





He wasn’t a boss, just a named monster, so unfortunately, there were no guaranteed rewards.

As I focused on the rewards,

-Cha-ching!

A delightful sound rang out.



 Luck activated! Obtaining a high-rank skill!






 Choice Rewards

▶ ???

 Error Correcting

▶ Soul Well [Lv. N/A] (Passive)

 Upon receiving fatal damage, resurrects at a predetermined mana well.

 (*Post-resurrection status is determined by the remaining ‘vessel’ capacity.*)

(*Usable once)

› Acquisition Difficulty: Very Difficult

▶ B-rank Named Monster Defeat Reward

› Grants 200 SP.

›Randomly increases one stat by 0.3.





“Hmm…”

Ignoring the ‘Error Correcting’ message for now,

the ‘Supporting Character Points’ from the ‘B-rank Named Monster Defeat Reward’ had been replaced with ‘Skill Points,’ or SP.

That’s how it was in the original game, so it wasn’t an issue.

The second skill, ‘Soul Well,’ was a skill possessed by higher-ranking humanoid demons.

“A solid, dependable skill. Nice.”

I had to go through hell and back to obtain this skill in the game…

Anyway, it essentially provided an extra life, so its usefulness was unquestionable.

Choosing ‘Soul Well’ seemed like the obvious answer, but…

that ‘Error Correcting’ message was bugging me.

And then it happened.

-Ding!

It didn’t take long for that familiar sound to chime again.

-Ding!



⚙ System Notification ⚙





 Error Correcting: Fallen Angelization





-Ding!



⚙ System Notification ⚙





 ‘Lev Denec‘ can now become a Fallen Angel.





-Ding!



⚙ System Notification ⚙





 Trait – Gamer activated! Skill can be stored





“Huh…?”



Choice Rewards






▶ Fallen Angelization [Lv. N/A] (Active) (Ultimate Skill)

 Controls the power of a Fallen Angel, temporarily allowing the user to be consumed by darkness.

› Slightly increases all stats.
 (*Increase amplified by ‘Necessary Evil’.*)

› Reduces the cost of all skills except ‘Fallen Angelization’.

›Passive – Necessary Evil 
 Permanently strengthens ‘Fallen Angelization’ upon defeating a demon while this skill is active.

 (*Current maximum duration: 45 seconds)

› Fight fire with fire.

 -Belial, the Fallen Angel.

›Exp: (N/A)

›Acquisition Difficulty: Extreme

▶ Soul Well [Lv. N/A] (Passive)

 Upon receiving fatal damage, resurrects at a predetermined mana well.

 (*Post-resurrection status is determined by the remaining ‘vessel’ capacity.*)

(*Usable once)

› Acquisition Difficulty: Very Difficult

▶ B-rank Named Monster Defeat Reward

› Grants 200 SP.

›Randomly increases one stat by 0.3.





“!!!”

This… was a bug.

‘Fallen Angelization’ was now a selectable skill.

Another transformation skill, in addition to Demonization?

In the original game, you could only obtain one transformation skill.



But thanks to the ‘Gamer’ trait, the error had been corrected, and it seemed I could now choose between the two.

‘What to do…’

Having both Demonization and Fallen Angelization would make it even harder to clear my name…

-Sparkle~~

But the gold-bordered ‘Extreme’ difficulty skill beckoned, tempting me with its power.

-Gulp.

Removing the one-skill-per-character limit was something that could only be done on illegal private servers.

It was a complete disregard for the canon, but…

I couldn’t resist this…

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Clarice Academy’s practice training room was bustling with even more students than usual due to the ranking matches.

Edwin Gwendeth, a C-rank student, was also engrossed in his training.

‘I hope Yeriel is doing okay…?’

He had just visited her room, but she wasn’t there.

He wanted to express his gratitude; she had arranged the mock battle with Aveline and had helped him in numerous ways during the Dungeon Exploration Practice…

Where could she have gone, despite being ill?

‘Never mind. Focus.’

Edwin tightened his grip on his sword hilt.

-Whoosh.

The sound of the blade cutting through the air sliced through his distracting thoughts.

The strike, which he had been practicing with simple determination, was finally taking shape.

The hilt of the practice sword felt like an extension of his hand, as if they were one.

After hundreds of swings,

“Haaaah…”

Edwin took a deep breath, finally pausing.

As his movements ceased, thoughts flooded his mind.

‘I did it… I actually did it…’

He had challenged Kaelan Heath, an S-rank student, the second-best in the academy, to a duel during the ranking matches.

Since the challenge came from someone of a lower rank, Kaelan couldn’t refuse.

The other students probably thought he was crazy,

but Edwin couldn’t stay silent any longer.

He couldn’t… bear it anymore.

Melissa, Aveline…

The students who had helped him train…

-Oh, Edwin? You’ve been training all this time?

-You want me to help…? I… have club activities…

-I’m sorry, but I have to go now.

-I… don’t think I can spare the time… for a while.

-…

One by one, they drifted away.

‘At this rate, I’m just… a burden…’

He hadn’t even repaid them for their help.

‘Kaelan…’

It was all because of him.

He had created a circle called the Royal Class and taken everyone with him.

He didn’t even remember Edwin’s name.

Therefore…

“I’ll make sure he knows…!”

He wanted to prove that even the weak, the overlooked, had convictions, a strength that couldn’t be ignored.

And…

thinking of that red-haired boy reminded him of someone else.

Lev Denec.

The guy who had challenged Kaelan to a duel before Edwin.

Edwin had been somewhat motivated by Lev’s actions, but the deciding factor was what happened yesterday.

.

.

.

-Black Dormitory, emergency.

-What?

Professor Cynatis approached Edwin as he was training in the practice room late at night.

-Yeriel, danger.

Her tone was as blunt as ever, but her words conveyed a sense of urgency.

Yeriel, danger.

Hearing those words, Edwin immediately headed to the Black Dormitory.

-‘I knew she used to be a monster, but…!’

Cynatis, who expended a massive amount of mana maintaining the Evolution Chamber, struggled to maintain her polymorphed form.

She wasn’t much help in combat.

So why had Lev Denec called for him, a C-rank student, of all people?

When he arrived at the basement where Yeriel was,

all that remained were traces of a fierce magical battle.

-Thump!

A heavy pressure, instinctively repulsive, weighed down on him.

-Ugh… a demon attack…?

He could only sense the heavy, corrupt magic of a demon.

It was similar to the feeling he had experienced when Lev Denec ambushed him before the Positioning Ceremony.

But unlike his expectations… there was no demon in sight.

-!!

Just Yeriel and Lev, collapsed against each other.

-Yeriel!

And a single purple orb, floating in the distance.

-!!

In that moment, Edwin knew instinctively.

His very being craved it.

‘A demon’s soul…’

It had to be destroyed.

As Edwin raised his sword vertically, a pure white light enveloped the blade.

The moment he swung his arm,

-Crack!!!

His [Executor’s Sword] activated, absorbing the soul.

The rest was a blur.

The academy guardians arrived, and the situation was resolved.

Of course, he had no idea what had truly transpired.

.

.

.

‘If only… I had been there for Yeriel…!’

-Grit.

Edwin clenched his jaw.

It was just like during the Dungeon Exploration Practice.

Back then, it was Aria.

This time, it was Yeriel who was in danger.

And each time, Lev Denec was there first.

‘How… did he sense the danger and get there ahead of me… again?’

If it hadn’t been for him, the outcome could have been disastrous.

He always arrived at the most crucial moment, risking his life to resolve the situation.

‘And once again… I couldn’t… do anything…’

The frustration of being unable to help those precious to him

sent a shiver down Edwin’s spine.

-Clench…

He tightened his grip on his fist.

‘I need… to become… stronger.’

Edwin, who had always lived a carefree life, was beginning to see things differently after witnessing so many powerful individuals at Clarice Academy.

He needed to whip himself into shape, to stop being the weakling who could only watch as everything was taken from him.

‘I have to do this myself…’

He hated to admit it, but he had to learn from Lev Denec’s decisiveness.

This time, he would win back Melissa and Aveline’s hearts from Kaelan.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Day 7 Matchups

Kaelan Heath (Rank S)

Edwin Gwendeth (Rank C)

-What the… is this?

-Didn’t Kaelan completely demolish Raymond, who’s in the same rank, yesterday?

-Yeah, it was painful to watch.

-I heard Crow’s Fey is already trying to scout him. Maybe that’s his plan?

-If he manages to land a lucky blow, other guilds might show interest too.

-But S-rank against C-rank? That’s pure arrogance… Kaelan’s got this in the bag.

-The odds on this match will be insane.

-You’re going to bet on it illegally again?

-Shhh!

“That’s quite a gamble.”

The practice room buzzed with excitement after the release of the Day 7 matchups.

C-rank, the lowest rank,

versus S-rank, the highest.

It was simple math.

The difference in rank was even greater than my duel with Gailon, making it a spectacle that would inevitably draw everyone’s attention.

But it wasn’t entirely unexpected.

Even in the fanfic, Edwin’s reason for challenging Kaelan was because of the heroines who were drifting away from him.

I had skimmed through those parts, finding them too cringeworthy,

but he was probably stewing in his angst right now, acting like a tragic hero.

It seemed human nature was hard to change.

The story was somewhat aligning with the original plot.

‘I should do some recon.’

I finished my rehabilitation exercises and scanned the room.

‘I wonder how that parasitic worm is doing.’

I should check on Kaelan’s condition.

In one of the open practice rooms, a group of students were huddled together, gossiping.

-Wow… his swordsmanship is so fluid, like water…

-I haven’t seen it recently, but I heard he’s also a skilled mage.

-This is the first time I’ve seen Kaelan practice in public.

-Well, even Crow’s Fey can’t resist the allure of a genius putting in effort.

Kaelan… practicing?

He was supposed to be lazy.

It was a frustrating trait, only possible for someone blessed with extreme talent.

But for him to be training… The sun must be rising from the west.

I stealthily used ‘Demon Eye’ on Kaelan, who was training alone beyond the transparent glass walls.

-Ding!



📜 Character Information 📜





Kaelan Heath

▶  Status Average: 4.05 (Infected!)

▶  Specialization

› Sword Proficiency (7) (Infected!)

› Circle Magic (4) (Infected!)

▶  Unique Traits

› Resilience (Lv.3) (Infected!)

› Aura (Lv.2)

› Slaughter (Lv.2)

› Immunity (Lv.1) (Infected!)

› Copy (Lv. N/A)

› Battle Recovery (Lv.1) (Infected!)

› Absolute Growth (Lv.2)





With ‘Demon Eye’ at level 2, I could now see which traits were infected.

“’Serendipity’ is gone…”

His luck-based power-up trait, ‘Serendipity’, had vanished.

It was a shame that ‘Copy’ hadn’t been infected by the parasitic worm yet, but it was only a matter of time.

“Things are progressing smoothly…”

The only variable was that his specialization and stats hadn’t dropped as much as his traits, which could be easily explained.

He was training like a madman.

He was mitigating the decline by compensating with constant growth.

Of course, even with his efforts, the overall decrease in his stats meant it was a futile effort, like trying to fill a bottomless pit.

The author, obsessed with his self-insert, was on the verge of abandoning ship.

‘Still, I think Edwin can win, right?’

If they were to fight in their current state, objectively, Kaelan had the upper hand.

But the outcome wouldn’t change.

Even if Kaelan copied Edwin’s ‘Execution’ trait and the [Execution Sword], he couldn’t escape the parasite.

A complete reset was the only ending in store for Kaelan.

“Keep grinding.”

As I turned to leave the training room,

a woman’s voice drifted into my ears.

“Hmm~ I wonder why our Kaelan has become so weak~.”

“!”

A languid voice, drooping eyes, and sky-blue hair.

It was probably… Melody Latasia.

A senior who appeared in Chapter 4 or 5, if I recalled correctly.

‘Why is she here already…?’

It was as if her words were directed at me. I maintained my composure and left the room.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

“That was close…”

Leaving immediately had been the right decision.

I would have struggled to maintain my composure.

‘Melody Latasia.’

In the fanfic, she was portrayed as a mysterious and neutral character, who would suddenly appear and offer solutions when the main characters were struggling.

She had a minor role in Chapters 1, 2, and 3, but unlike Lilith, the fake demon enthusiast, this woman was a true… ‘demon’.

She was a powerful figure who would later become a rival to Psyche, one of the war heroes and a saintess.

In short, someone I needed to avoid at all costs.

‘But why is she here now…?’

The number of third and fourth-year students at Clarice was less than half compared to the first and second years.

This was because by the end of their second year, most students had been scouted by guilds or joined knight orders.

The only students who stayed longer were either nobles who didn’t need to worry about their livelihood or those with exceptional potential.

And even those students were rarely seen within the academy due to their frequent practical training. I had been careless to assume I wouldn’t encounter them.

This wasn’t a fanfic where everything was predetermined; it was reality.

Characters didn’t have to appear in chronological order.

There could be unexpected encounters with characters from later chapters.

‘No point in dwelling on it…’

Right now, I had more pressing matters to attend to.

Like the result of my little experiment in the private training room.



📜 Skill Information 📜






▶ Fallen Angelization [Lv. N/A] (Active) (Ultimate Skill)

 Controls the power of a Fallen Angel, temporarily allowing the user to be consumed by darkness.

› Slightly increases all stats.
 (*Increase amplified by ‘Necessary Evil’.*)

› Reduces the cost of all skills except ‘Fallen Angelization’.

›Passive – Necessary Evil 
 Permanently strengthens ‘Fallen Angelization’ upon defeating a demon while this skill is active.

 (*Current maximum duration: 45 seconds)

› Fight fire with fire.

 -Belial, the Fallen Angel.

›Exp: (N/A)

›Acquisition Difficulty: Extreme





I had chosen the ‘Fallen Angelization’ skill, unable to resist its allure…

only to discover that it couldn’t be stacked with other transformation skills.

-Ding.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





[Cannot register skills of the same type together.]





It didn’t even register in the Ultimate Skill slot.

Moreover…

Demonization boosted my stats and generated black magic during its duration,

while Fallen Angelization reduced mana cost for all other skills and also generated black magic.

It would have been ideal to alternate between the two,

but the skill slot cooldown was one hour.

Therefore, its practicality was… nonexistent.

This was to be expected.

It was the same in the original game.

“Hmm.”

It seemed to follow a similar logic to the restriction on simultaneously equipping holy and dark magic.

There was a way to bypass this, though.



It was a strategy often used by veteran players,

utilizing an item called





Memorize: Ring of Inscription





This ring allowed you to store a spell in its memory and then cast it simultaneously with another skill, essentially enabling dual casting.

And in the closed beta, there were no restrictions on the type of skills that could be registered, so stacking holy and dark magic was possible.

So, obtaining this item would solve my problem.

The problem was… it was an incredibly expensive and rare, legendary-grade item.

The only mention of this item in the fanfic was in the later chapters.

Initially, it was thought to be just an ordinary accessory, but

‘Regillus,’ the master of ‘Crow’s Fey,’ recognized its true value and purchased it at an auction.

In other words, unless I outbid Regillus,

I would have to defeat him, a boss-level character even in the latter parts of the fanfic, to obtain it as a reward.

“Defeating him… is impossible without cheating.”

Regillus had countless followers.

Crow’s Fey was one of the seven major guilds, after all.

And Regillus was a seasoned veteran who had served the imperial family for most of his life, and he was also a guild master. He would be swimming in money.

So even if I wanted to intercept it, it seemed like I was out of luck.

“I need a way to make a quick buck…”

At that moment, I recalled a conversation I had overheard in the training room.

.

.

.

-Kaelan’s victory is guaranteed.

-The odds on this match will be crazy.

-You’re going to bet illegally again?

.

.

.

“…………… I have an idea.”

A plan for a big payday.

By going against the established plot,

“I just need to make Edwin win, right?”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Temporary office during the Academy’s Ranking Match Week.

War heroes Scarlet and Dustin’s work seemed endless.

“Umberto…”

“Calm down, Scarlet.”

It was an incredibly embarrassing situation.

Despite them, seasoned veterans who had spent their entire lives battling demons, being stationed at the academy,

a demon had infiltrated Seraphi Black Dormitory, exploiting a vulnerability.

And to make matters worse, the demon, disguised as Umberto, had lured away a second-year student. It was a blow to their reputation as war heroes.

Adding to their frustration, they hadn’t even been able to visit the victims due to their busy schedule.

Scarlet pressed her hand to her forehead, her bangs obscuring her expression.

She had a splitting headache.

“To think we’d be indebted to that delinquent brat…”

Fortunately, Lev Denec, also a resident of Black Dormitory, had discovered the situation early on,

and with the help of a student named Edwin Gwendeth, they had managed to stop the demon.

“War hero or not… I want to quit. I’m not qualified…”

“You’re just overworked.”

“One would think I never do any work, wouldn’t they?”

“Haha…”

The Clarice Guardians reported finding only traces of magic when they arrived at the scene.

It was clear that a demon had infiltrated the dormitory and that the student named Yeriel had been afflicted by the Curse of the Six Senses.

However, the perpetrator had vanished without a trace, leaving them with an unresolved case.

They were racking their brains, trying to figure out how to report this to their superiors.

-Click.

“There you are.”

“…?”

Regillus, the former commander of the Imperial Knights, now the guild master of [Crow’s Fey], approached them.

“Congratulations.”

“?”

Scarlet frowned at the unexpected congratulations.

‘What is this old geezer talking about…?’

“I heard you defeated the target of your long-awaited revenge… the Black Armor.”

“…”

The Black Armor subjugation was supposed to be a secret shared only between Lev, Scarlet, and Dustin.

Scarlet glared at Dustin.

‘You just had to blab, didn’t you…’

“Ahem… ahem.”

She had entrusted the mission to a reliable team, yet somehow, the information had leaked.

‘This old fart must have investigated…’

Lev wouldn’t have bragged about it; this was definitely Regillus’s doing.

Her intuition told her so.

Dustin, oblivious to her thoughts, simply chuckled and replied,

“As expected of Commander Regillus. Well-connected as always.”

“Haha, you flatter me.”

“Um… is there something else you need, besides offering congratulations? As you can see, we’re rather busy.”

“Ah… then, I’ll get straight to the point.”

Glancing at their messy desk, Regillus asked,

“I was wondering… how you plan to handle the Black Armor’s orb, the reward for defeating the Scale Dragon.”

-Shiver…

Scarlet tightened her grip on the feather pen.

‘Knew it.’

There was no way this greedy old man wouldn’t covet the reward.

Dragons were rare, and their orbs, unique to each individual, were incredibly valuable due to the difficulty of encountering and defeating them.

If they were to auction it off, people would be lining up to participate.

Scarlet replied curtly, feigning regret,

“Unfortunately, it’s already been claimed.”

“Oh?”

.

.

.

As Regillus left the temporary office, he stroked his chin thoughtfully, a habit from his days as commander.

‘Already claimed… is it?’

He knew that Scarlet and Dustin weren’t particularly money-driven.

They didn’t even belong to a guild, so they wouldn’t need a large sum of money.

Therefore, it was unlikely that the orb would end up in the auction house.

“Hmm…”

How had they managed to locate the Black Armor, which had been missing for years?

Regillus himself had attempted to subjugate this Scale Dragon numerous times.

In the past, when the elven archer Adrin, not the master archer Diena, was a war hero,

it was Regillus who had provided them with the Black Armor’s location.

His Inheritance ability, [Insight], had revealed that the Black Armor possessed an extremely dangerous skill.

Black Dragon’s Trajectory, a dark magic that guaranteed the sacrifice of at least one person.

It was due to this risk that Regillus had chosen not to confront the dragon personally.

“How did they manage to overcome it…?”

Unless they were demons themselves, there was no escaping the curse…

And the fact that they were trying to keep this subjugation a secret was also suspicious.

But it was fine.

He would see the seller’s face at the second-quarter auction in the capital, where the Black Armor’s essence would undoubtedly be up for sale.

“And… I hope there are other… desirable items at the auction…”

Regillus licked his lips in anticipation.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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-Pant… pant…

-Ha… haaa…

The red-haired man’s ragged breaths filled the training room.

-Toss!

Suddenly, he threw the water bottle across the room.

-Clatter…

It wasn’t working. Nothing was going his way.

“Damn it! What’s going on? Why…!”

Losing something you once had was far more painful than never having it in the first place.

Kaelan had possessed a natural talent for swordsmanship since childhood.

He would imagine the trajectory of his blade, and his body would flawlessly execute his vision.

It had always been that simple.

But now, his body was betraying him.

If this continued,

he feared he would become dull and mediocre, like the countless other swordsmen he had always dismissed and looked down upon.

Even during his sparring session with Aveline this morning,

-Kaelan… are you alright…?

-What?

She had actually expressed concern.

Aveline, who had always showered him with praise for his perfect swordsmanship…

The day before yesterday was better than yesterday,

yesterday was better than today.

His ‘genius’ was rapidly deteriorating.

-Thump!

-Gasp…!

Overwhelmed by a despair he had never experienced before, a wave of fear washed over him.

‘N-no… this can’t be…’

But he quickly reassured himself.

It was fine; he could just steal other people’s abilities and become even stronger.

‘I can’t possibly be getting weaker, right?’

He consoled himself, thinking that his senses were probably just dulled from playing around with a third-rate talent like Lev Denec.

-Buzz!

Suddenly, the magic lights inside his private training room flickered, indicating an urgent summons.

“What…?”

-Click.

He opened the door, and there she stood,

“Hellooo~”

The upperclassman with sky-blue hair.

Melody Latasia.

It was her advice that had led Kaelan to create the Royal Class circle.

He wasn’t in the mood for visitors, but considering who it was, he composed himself and asked,

“…What brings you here?”

“Hmm… you haven’t been looking well lately.”

“Ha, you too? I can’t focus. But maybe by tomorrow, or rather, by tonight…”

“No, I think it’s… an external factor.”

“…?”

He disliked her languid tone and drawn-out words; they felt condescending.

But her advice had been surprisingly helpful in the past.

She had provided him with information about the academy’s black market, allowing him to amass a considerable amount of gems, and using that information, he had obtained exam information from Lilith, securing excellent grades in the written exam.

Of course, he had been a step behind in securing the Mermaid’s Scream and discovering the Alchemy Club’s connection to the black market.

“What do you mean?”

“Hmm…”

Melody scanned Kaelan from head to toe and declared,

“It’s a curse.”

“What?”

“An uncurable curse… I’ve never seen anything like it…”

Curses belonged to the realm of black magic,

techniques used by demons.

If a human were to use a curse, there would be obvious signs of black magic.

“That’s impossible. I haven’t even encountered a demon since being at the academy.”

“There’s a way…”

“I need to train. Please leave.”

Kaelan slammed the door shut, feeling like he had wasted his time.

.

.

.

Melody, shut out at the door,

murmured to herself, “There’s a way, though…”

Time was running out for her to implement her backup plan, even with her ‘Telepathy’ Inheritance ability.

She counted on her fingers.

“One, two… four! I’ve definitely helped him four times.”

‘Kaelan is… finished!’

She disappeared with a mysterious… skip in her step.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

The ranking matches flew by.

I had only participated in one duel; there was no need for a second or third.

I hadn’t gained much from my duel with Kaelan, but I hadn’t lost any points either.

And perhaps because of the impact of me smashing Kaelan’s head,

no other student dared to challenge me.

“The written exams are the real problem.”

The first semester concluded with written exams right after the ranking matches.

I didn’t understand why that fanfic author had placed them after the practical exams,

but it was a minor event, barely mentioned, which made it even more frustrating.

All I could remember was that Edwin had scored somewhere in the middle,

and that S-rank students like Melissa, Kaelan, and Selena had achieved excellent results.

It was a part of the story I had skimmed over,

but here, in this reality I was experiencing, there was no skipping.

Because of the 30 penalty points I had yet to clear, I had no choice but to study.

‘Even this… is reality.’

What the author had hastily written had been fleshed out into a complete world.

I couldn’t rely solely on the fanfic for information.

I also learned that students who didn’t participate in the ranking matches were required to attend special lectures.

Today,

I fought off sleep to attend [Internal Mana Control] and [Mana Circuit Theory], mandatory courses for magic users.

I also attended [Light Magic Engineering] and [Basic Magic Inscription].

“Science courses… ugh…”

The lectures were practically on par with university-level engineering, and my brain already felt fried, like a grad student’s.

But I had a secret weapon…

“Lilith.”

As mentioned in the fanfic, she had consistently topped the written exams during her first year.

And she had created a cheat sheet, a compilation of exam questions and answers, to make some extra cash.

For a ruthless woman who even sold supplies on the black market, this was to be expected.

Even Kaelan had benefited from it. And since Lilith was eager to please me, she would gladly hand it over, practically offering it on a silver platter.

“Even if I don’t get first place, I can clear most of my penalty points.”

I had faced countless disadvantages due to my penalty points.

Restricted access to lockers, limited dining hall hours, dormitory restrictions, reserved seats on the express train, course registration priority, limited gym hours, even restrictions on leaving the academy.

But this was a meritocratic school; high grades would solve all those problems.

Until the main event of Chapter 3, the [Beast Descent – Gates of the Underworld], where monsters would invade during the break,

I would focus on steady growth.

“Not bad…”

With a promising plan in mind,

I headed to the cafeteria for a sugar rush.

-Tinkle.

“Uh… what can I get for you?”

The cashier, momentarily stunned by my appearance, smiled shyly.

I was the one who felt embarrassed.

Now that the ‘Villain’ trait was gone, and I was interacting with people who didn’t know my past, I wouldn’t be met with scowls and disgust.

“Coffee. With maple syrup.”

“Okay… will you be dining in?”

If I took it to go and ran into Yeriel…

-Lev! Too much coffee is bad for you…! If you need something to drink, I can make you tea or fruit juice. Just let me know, okay?

Her cute nagging was endearing, but I didn’t want her to neglect her own studies by worrying about me.



Yeriel was a crucial character in the later chapters; her growth couldn’t be hindered.

I ordered my coffee to stay and settled into a sofa by the window, overlooking the academy grounds.

There were a few more things to consider.

To make a fortune, I needed to figure out how to accelerate Edwin’s growth.

And I needed to find out when the [Memorize: Ring of Inscription] would be auctioned off.

Also, I had to decide how to utilize the Black Armor’s orb, which I would receive as a reward for the subjugation.

Given my limited funds for betting, should I sell it? Or… should I have Edwin absorb it to boost his growth?

-Knock, knock.

Someone tapped on the window beside me.

“?”

A woman with short black hair stood outside, a slim cigar dangling from her lips, her gaze fixed on me.

My mind raced with possibilities.

‘Who is she?’

And then…

-Tap.

She pressed her business card against the glass, her expression stoic, almost a glare.

As if to make sure I saw it.

‘Crow’s Fey… Se… ra.’

[Crow’s Fey], the guild I would eventually have to crush.

And the woman known as their viper, the guild manager.

In charge of recruiting new members,

It was the business card of ‘Sera Cervantes’.
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-Knock, knock.

Despite my repeated knocking…

the ash-gray-haired man beyond the glass wall remained unfazed, leisurely sipping his coffee.

He must have seen the business card bearing the Crow’s Fey insignia.

Any student at the academy would recognize Crow’s Fey.

It was one of the seven major guilds in the Empire, led by Regillus, the former commander of the Imperial Knights, directly appointed by the imperial family.

And they had expressed interest in him, a mere student.

“A greenhorn… did he think this was a joke?”

-Flick.

Sera dropped her barely smoked cigarette and crushed it under her heel.

Then, she entered the cafe

and approached her target: Lev Denec.

-Thump.

Even as she sat down opposite him, Lev didn’t acknowledge her presence.

-Knock, knock.

“Excuse me.”

“…”

“Can you hear me?”

“…”

Only after Sera tapped on the table and addressed him directly did he finally meet her gaze.

She had noticed it from outside, but he was indeed quite handsome.

Within her guild, perhaps only the vice-master, Raykan, possessed comparable looks.

‘I heard he’s a troublemaker, though.’

Of course, Sera had done her research.

He had caused trouble during the entrance exams, his reputation among the female students was less than stellar, and he was currently involved in a rather unusual incident.

His duel with Kaelan was something no one in their right mind would have initiated.

“You saw my card, right?”

“Yes.”

His curt reply made Sera feel awkward.

Any other student would have jumped at the chance to express their interest.

He seemed completely indifferent.

This wasn’t entirely unfamiliar, though.

Some students, especially those with inflated egos, played hard to get, trying to raise their value.

House Denec had a history of producing capable mages,

but this one was currently ostracized.

Normally, he would beg his family head for forgiveness and eventually be reinstated, but…

he hadn’t done so.

With that level of pride, this reaction was to be expected.

Sera held up the card between two fingers, fanning it slightly, and asked,

“So, are you going to take it or not?”

He finally gave a longer response.

“Isn’t that the wrong approach?”

“Excuse me?”

“Shouldn’t it be, ‘Please, would you accept my card?’”

“…Heh.”

His audacity made Sera chuckle.

Nobles, after all.

He acted all high and mighty, even though he would be at the bottom of the totem pole once he joined the guild.

“And why should I?” she asked, amused.

Lev, as if anticipating her question, replied slowly,

“You clearly don’t like me…”

“…”

“But you put out your cigarette and came over here, which tells me you’re trying to separate your personal feelings from your job.”

“…”

“And that means… your superiors, not you, are the ones interested in me…”

“…”

He was more perceptive than most students his age.

“Your guild master has quite the temper. Don’t blame me if things go south.”

“…”

-Rise.

With that, he stood up.

Sera couldn’t deny it.

“Wait a moment.”

She had been somewhat rude.

She didn’t understand why Regillus was interested in this boy,

and she had assumed a B-rank student wouldn’t refuse an offer from Crow’s Fey.

‘How dare he reject me… after all the effort I put into building my reputation…!’

She stood up, her resolve hardening.

“First, I apologize for my… approach.”

“Oh?”

“As you correctly deduced, it’s my superiors who are interested in you. So, will you accept my card?”

She offered the card, her right hand holding it while her left supported her wrist, a gesture of respect she hadn’t shown any other recruit.

She was always pragmatic, only making deals that benefited her.

His reply was swift and unexpected.

“No.”

.

.

.

“Stepped in shit…” I muttered, quickening my pace as I left Sera in the cafe.

I wanted to throw salt on her, just to add insult to injury.

Despite its prestigious reputation, Crow’s Fey was a shady guild, full of villains.

They used people until they were no longer useful, discarding them like a rabbit dying and the hunting dog being cooked – a perfect example of the idiom 토사구팽 (tosagupang).

In the latter half of the fanfic, as the demons advanced and their pressure intensified, the guilds’ influence would surpass that of the Imperial Family.

Regillus, driven by his ambition, would side with the demons.

His dark past, including attempts to assassinate war heroes, would be revealed, turning him into the Empire’s enemy.

Kaelan would betray and dismantle the guild, gaining the Empire’s trust.

That act of betrayal, of course, led to the fanfic’s absurd ending…

But even now, Crow’s Fey was involved in some shady dealings to expand their power.

The place I was headed to was likely one of Crow’s Fey’s operations:

a gambling den.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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I wasn’t a gambler in my previous life.

Gambling was inherently risky.

But with Kaelan infected by the parasite, it was a different story.

Most students at the academy would be oblivious to Kaelan’s changes.

Even if they noticed, they would just assume he was having an off day. No one would believe he could lose to a C-rank.

I couldn’t miss this opportunity.

The only downside was that the official academy betting system only used gems, the academy’s internal currency, and had betting limits.

Therefore, I had to participate in the underground gambling ring run by mercenaries in the old town.

“What… is this place?”

Aria, who had followed me under the pretense of surveillance, eyed our surroundings suspiciously.

The boisterous laughter of men, interspersed with high-pitched giggles, filled the air.

We were just a few steps from the academy, yet the atmosphere reeked of the underworld.

The academy’s magic tower was visible from here.

Talk about hidden in plain sight.

While the Empire ensured the academy’s safety, most towns were depicted as being in a perpetual state of conflict.

-Flicker.

-Flicker.

As the sun set, red lanterns began to glow, as if absorbing the hues of the twilight sky…

A red-light district.

Oblivious to Aria’s increasingly frosty glare, I blurted out,

“Aria, be my master for today.”

“…”

.

.

.

“…Y-you should have explained… beforehand!”

“Sorry.”

“This is the last time. I only followed you because I didn’t know…! You know students can be penalized for visiting places like this?!”

“…Yeah.”

It took a while to clear up the misunderstanding.

Aria, who was walking a step ahead of me, was still blushing furiously.

‘She’s completely immune to this kind of thing…’

Anyway, the reason I had entered a temporary master-servant contract with Aria was simple.

Academy students weren’t allowed to participate in this type of gambling, so I had her pose as a noblewoman, and I, as her servant.

The rest, as in the original game, was a simple matter of money.

“From now on, I need you to play the part.”

“…Reluctantly.”

We entered the tavern, which doubled as a gambling den.

-Drink!

-Who are you betting on this time?

-Number 13, of course!

As expected during ranking match week, students were watching the duels from the shadows and placing their bets.

It was somewhat ironic, a twisted reflection of the gladiatorial combat in the Roman Colosseum.

“Welcome!”

A waitress with freckles greeted us.

“What brings you… to our humble establishment?”

Aria, adorned in a luxurious blue robe with intricate embroidery, radiated an elegance that clashed with the dimly lit gambling den.

And of course, her beauty was striking, and despite being adopted, she still possessed the aura of a noble.

All eyes turned towards us.

It worked in my favor.

I pulled back my worn hood just enough to reveal my face and stepped forward, speaking on Aria’s behalf.

“My lady was curious… to experience the atmosphere of such an establishment.”

-Clink.

I placed two gold coins on the table.

The waitress’s eyes widened.

I leaned in and whispered in her ear,

“The quietest table you have. And the most… presentable food.”

“O-of course…”

.

.

.

At a table somewhat secluded by curtains,

Aria sat alone, a feast of sorts laid out before her, looking completely bewildered.

Her innocence and naiveté made her appear like a sheltered noble lady, unfamiliar with the world outside her mansion walls.

“Here.”

I discreetly slipped another gold coin to Betty, the waitress, and she caught on immediately.

“You want to keep this a secret from your lady?”

“Yes. She’s… not fond of such activities.”

If I told Aria I was gambling, she would never approve, so I had to keep it hidden.

-Jingle!

I pulled out a pouch filled with gold coins and handed it to her.

“Day 7 match. On the man named Edwin Gwendeth.”

“Y-yessss???”

Betty peeked inside the pouch, her eyes widening in disbelief.

“You’re betting… all of this???!!?!”

“Yes, 277 gold coins.”

It was my entire share of the reward from the Black Armor subjugation.

One gold coin seemed to be worth about 100,000 won in this world,

and since the prices in the old town were lower than back in Korea, one gold coin could buy you over 90 mugs of beer.

“The odds are at least 8 to 1! But… no one has ever bet this much…”

8 to 1, not as high as I’d hoped.

It seemed there were others hoping for an upset, a chance to turn their lives around.

“That’s fine. Place the bet.”

“Yes, sir…!”

Betty, clutching the heavy pouch to her chest, made her way to a burly-looking man on the second floor.

He was probably a mid-level manager from Crow’s Fey, the guild running this gambling operation.

I overheard a conversation between mercenaries.

-Didn’t the commission fees skyrocket after the guild in charge changed?

-You’re telling me. I heard they’re reliable and wouldn’t run off with the money, but…

-Same with the raids. We’re all trying to make a living. It’s highway robbery.

They were badmouthing Crow’s Fey.

It wasn’t strictly illegal, but they were the ones running this gambling den.

Betty hurried back, a worried expression on her face.

“I should probably tell you… with such a large sum… even if you win, the commission fee will be substantial.”

“Really?”

“Yes, and I shouldn’t be saying this, but… a lot of people are unhappy with the new guild managing things.”

Was it because she felt obligated to offer some sort of service after receiving such a large sum?

Betty, the waitress, was more talkative than I had anticipated.

“They introduced a new auction rule recently, and it’s causing a lot of complaints.”

“A new auction rule?”

“Yes.”

Betty explained.

Raids were large-scale party events with over 20 participants.

The loot acquired from raids used to be sold at the quarterly imperial auctions,

and the profits were then distributed among the 20 participants based on their contribution.

However, for the lower-level raids discovered and managed by Crow’s Feyt, they held a preliminary auction limited to the 20 participants. The highest bidder took the item.

And naturally, the winner was always someone prearranged by Crow’s Feyt.

“Crow’s Fey’s subcontractors aren’t allowed to bid, and the mercenaries can’t compete because they lack the funds.”



In short, it was exploitation.

Crow’s Fey would acquire items at extremely low prices, just slightly above what the mercenaries and subcontractors could afford, resulting in significantly lower payouts compared to selling the loot at the imperial auction.

Then, Crow’s Fey would sell these items at the imperial auction, maximizing their profits.

‘So that’s how Kaelan managed to acquire a full set of top-tier equipment…’

They were exploiting lower-level raids, which other major guilds ignored, and the abundance of low-ranking mercenaries to make exorbitant profits.

Disgusted by their shady practices, I muttered,

“This calls for some laundry.”

“Excuse me? Laundry? Do… do I smell…?”

“No.”

I wanted to disrupt their little scheme somehow…

And then, a thought struck me.

‘Wait… could it be…?’

I asked Betty,

“Is there a raid organized by Crow’s Fey this week?”

“You’d have to ask the guild’s personnel office, but… I overheard some customers saying it’s scheduled for next week…”

It felt like a critical piece of information.

[Memorize: Ring of Inscription]

Regillus supposedly obtained this seemingly ordinary ring at the imperial auction…

This… this could be my chance…

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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One of the distinguishing features between major and minor guilds in the Revenant Empire was the ownership of magic towers.

The Empire possessed over 40 magic towers.

Therefore, having a magic tower at a guild’s headquarters meant easy access to any location within the Empire.

Especially with the ongoing demon incursions, guilds capable of supporting the Empire’s border towers were actively expanding their influence by subjugating monsters.

“Mid-level Manager Sera Cervantes wishes to meet with Lord Regillus.”

“Let her in.”

Crow’s Fey Guild, strictly off-limits to the public.

Regillus’s private office was located within the most uniquely designed building on the guild’s vast grounds.

-Click. Click.

The woman with short black hair approached Regillus, her steps heavy.

“I apologize.”

Regillus gazed out the window, while she bowed deeply, her head lowered at a 90-degree angle.

“Report.”

His cold tone made her heart pound.

“B-rank student Lev Denec… has rejected our recruitment offer.”

“I see.”

“…?”

Regillus’s lack of reaction gave Sera a glimmer of hope.

Perhaps… she could get through this unscathed.

“Keep an eye on him.”

“Yes, sir.”

While Regillus held a passing interest in Lev Denec,

it was just that: passing.

The recruitment offer was merely a test,

though his refusal had piqued Regillus’s curiosity.

“What about Kaelan’s status?”

Kaelan Heath was their most promising recruit among the freshmen.

Exceptional talent, brilliant mind, proficient in both swordsmanship and magic.

He was the embodiment of a perfect warrior.

However, he was also unpredictable.

While countless guilds were vying for him,

Crow’s Fey had secured a temporary contract for the duration of the break, offering him mid-level management authority

and complete freedom of action.

However, Kaelan, who was expected to meet their expectations, was showing signs of instability.

And they had many important plans that required his participation.

“Well… according to the dispatched assessors… his mana signature is unstable.”

“You’re saying his condition isn’t good?”

“Yes. It stabilizes temporarily during training but declines during rest. The fluctuations are too significant to be attributed to simple fatigue…”

“Your assessment?”

“It’s on a downward trend, so we need to observe him further…”

“Ha!”

Regillus let out a single, derisive chuckle.

He had already taken measures regarding Kaelan.

Regillus hadn’t risen to his position through kindness.

But he was known for his prudent nature, always listening to his subordinates’ opinions, a trait that had earned him recognition for his leadership.

He spoke coldly, his tone dismissive, like a master who had grown tired of his servant.

“Incompetent.”

“…Excuse me?”

“You’re always lacking in practicality, Sera. All you do is recite data, unable to offer a single solution. You avoid taking responsibility.”

“…”

“That’s why your background, your current position, that’s your limit. Do you think it’s acceptable for a member of Crow’s Fey to fail to recruit a single B-rank student?”

“… I apologize…”

“If you understand, then get out.”

“….”

‘Grit…’

Sera’s teeth ground together.

It was the first misstep that had set this in motion. If that brat, Lev Denec, hadn’t rejected their offer, she wouldn’t be subjected to this criticism.

“I won’t disappoint you again.”

“Just do your job, like a good dog.”

“…Understood.”

Her primary task was to monopolize the spoils from low-level monster raids participated in by lower-ranking members.

If she followed protocol, it wasn’t a difficult task.

But… before that…

-You’re trying to separate your personal feelings from your job, aren’t you?

-No.

‘That arrogant brat… I’ll make him pay…’

And she knew just the person to use.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-Group C, Match 13 of Day 7, will begin shortly. Spectators are requested to proceed to Coliseum C.

The final day of the Clarice Academy Ranking Matches.

Having finalized my item farming plan, I had registered anonymously as a mercenary for the raid organized by Crow’s Fey.

Since mercenaries could register on the day of the raid,

they didn’t require much personal information.

I was currently at the Arena of Strife, waiting to watch the duel between Edwin and Kaelan.

At the entrance, I overheard an interesting conversation between students.

-Are you here to watch this too?

-Of course.

-A big match… or not so big, depending on how you look at it…

The matches that typically drew the most attention were, of course, those between S-rank students.

Melissa, Lily, Selena, and Aveline had already faced their opponents, securing one or two victories each.

They were probably deciding which guild to join.

The final match was between Kaelan and Edwin.

According to the original story, Kaelan would initially dominate the duel,

then Edwin, pushed to his limits, would turn the tables with his [Execution Sword].

Finally, Kaelan would use ‘Copy’ to snatch victory…

It was a classic example of the author indulging in self-insert wish fulfillment, a segment that usually made readers want to drop the story.

However, this time, it would be different.

-Ding!



📜 Character Information 📜





Edwin Gwynne

▶ Average Status: 3.2

▶ Specialization

›Sword Mastery (6)

›Divinity (3)

▶ Unique Trait

Tenacity (Lv. 5)

›Execution (Lv. 3)

▶ General Traits

›Blessing (Lv. 1)

›Barrier (Lv. 1)





Yesterday, during my last training session with Edwin,

I had looked him in the eye and said,

-You have to win.

-Huh…?

-Cha-ching!

And then, I used the Black Armor’s orb on him.

His stats skyrocketed, and he gained the unique skills ‘Iron Barrier’ and ‘Black Dragon’s Blessing.’

It was a bit of a sacrifice,

but only one Blessing-type skill could be active per character, and I could always acquire a better one later.



📜 Item Information 📜





Scale Dragon – Black Armor’s Tendon

› Rarity: S+

 A tendon said to have belonged to the Black Dragon when it existed in physical form.
 Like shadows, it was both visible and invisible, possessing an unbreakable nature like creeping dread.

 *Can amplify unnatural magical power.

› Crafting Material





And I had the most valuable reward, the Black Armor’s Tendon.

Using it to replace my crossbow string

would create synergy with a dark-attribute demon weapon like the Ash Grey Scatter Shot, granting additional effects.

And there was one more crucial detail.

-Ding!



📜 Character Information 📜





Kaelan Heath

*Demonic Circuit Applied

▶  Status Average: 3.7 (3.95) (Infected!)

▶  Specialization

› Sword Proficiency (6) (Infected!)

› Circle Magic (3) (Infected!)

▶  Unique Traits

› Resilience (Lv.1) (Infected!)

› Aura (Lv.1) (Infected!)

› Slaughter (Lv.1) (Infected!)

› Absolute Growth (Lv.1) (Infected!)





‘So it’s come to this.’

Crow’s Fey, having sensed something amiss with Kaelan, had implanted something in his body.

Well, they had recruited him, so it was natural for them to keep a close eye on him and notice the change…

My original plan was to turn Kaelan into a liability, a drain on their resources, disrupting Crow’s Fey’s plans.

But they had made a bold move.

‘Kaelan wasn’t supposed to acquire demonic power until Chapter 5…’

A Demonic Circuit, used to transform humans into demons.

A Demonic Stigma, used to transform beings into monsters.

And a Demonic Covenant, used to transform beings into demons.

They had implanted a Demonic Circuit in Kaelan, similar to what Lilith had tried to do to me.

Crow’s Fey utilizing demonic power, obtained through contracts with demons, to enhance their guild members was a canonical event in the latter half of the story.

But changing the prototype to Kaelan was a significant variable.

The circuit hadn’t been activated yet,

and since his capacity for black magic was exceptionally high, he wouldn’t lose control and explode immediately,

but he was essentially a walking time bomb… ready to succumb to darkness at any moment.

‘Him retaining the ‘Copy’ skill would be disastrous…’

But the author’s self-indulgence had been sacrificed in exchange for an accelerated plot.

This was a good thing.

Crow’s Fey’s alliance with the demons would also happen sooner than in the original story,

so I could sabotage them without worrying about disrupting the plot…

-S-rank Kaelan Heath and C-rank Edwin Gwendeth, please step forward.

Regardless of my thoughts, the sacred duel of Clarice Academy commenced.

-Match begins in 5 seconds.

-Waaaaah!!

-Go underdog!!

-Show us what you’ve got!!

-Begin!

-Whoosh!!

The familiar pattern of battle unfolded,

just as described in the fanfic.

Kaelan, utilizing his dual-wielding style,

launched a relentless barrage of attacks, taunting his opponent.

-Clang!

Edwin, on the other hand, silently blocked his attacks with one or both hands.

The fact that the match hadn’t ended in a single blow caused a stir among the audience.

-What? This is closer than I thought.

-No, the C-rank is clearly being pushed back.

-Right. He just got lucky with his blocks.

What followed was predictable.

As the duel progressed, Edwin was gradually pushed back. While he avoided taking any critical hits, he stumbled and barely managed to stay on his feet.

-As expected, he can’t keep up.

-Underdog, are you coming to your senses?

-It’s over for those who bet against Kaelan.

-Thud!

Edwin, cornered, stumbled and fell with only one strike remaining.

And it was at this moment…

‘I commend your courage. Farewell.’

I saw Kaelan’s lips move, mouthing the exact line from the fanfic.

‘Right on cue.’

Then,

-Haaaaah!!

Edwin’s battle cry echoed throughout the arena.

As the cliché dictated, the protagonist always had an awakening… when pushed to the brink.

As Edwin fully awakened his ‘Execution’ ability,

-Whoa??? Kaelan’s being pushed back!

-No way!

-What??? How??

Kaelan tried to use ‘Copy,’

but unfortunately for him, it was a skill he no longer possessed.

-?!

Even in the fanfic, Kaelan’s expression of surprise hadn’t been this palpable.

The duel’s outcome was a foregone conclusion.

There was nothing left to see. I turned and left the coliseum.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

In the original Reincarnation Academy fanfic,

Kaelan was meant to prevent the demon incursions that Edwin would have otherwise faced in Chapters 1 through 4, gaining favor with the heroines in the process.

His descent into darkness wouldn’t begin until Chapter 5, after acquiring the demonic sword.

‘He wasn’t supposed to become a demon himself, but use a demonic weapon, like I did…’

But his current state was different from the original story.

This meant Edwin, no, I… had to deal with the demon incursions in Kaelan’s stead, up until Chapter 4.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





Mission Objectives

1 – Graduate from Claris Academy without being held back or expelled.

2 – Stop the Caeran bad ending. 

Failure: You may be trapped in the eternal flow of time as the worldline collapses.





So these were the mission objectives…

They seemed simple enough, but they were intricately linked.

However, without the author’s interventions or that ridiculously overpowered ‘Copy’ skill, it was manageable.

My first priority was

‘to participate in the raid and obtain the Ring of Inscription.’

If I collected my share of the winnings, I would have over 2000 gold coins.

[Memorize: Ring of Inscription].

Since Regillus also used this item extensively,

I needed to acquire it before it fell into Crow’s Fey’s hands, indirectly nerfing him.

Just as I was steeling my resolve,

“It’s been a while.”

“…!”

A familiar voice called out.

A cool, distant tone, with a sharp, delicate resonance.

It was Selena, the half-elf who had taught me Wind Archery.

“…You seem to have anticipated the outcome and left early.”

As an archer, and an elf with an inherent wariness towards humans, Selena was perceptive.

“…”

-Waaaaaaaaah!!

A roar of cheers erupted from Coliseum C.

Judging from the deafening applause…

Edwin must have won.

“The Royal Class circle is gone. Kaelan… he’s fully committed to Crow’s Fey.”

Selena, her sharp, beautiful eyes fixed on me, said,

“…This was all part of your plan, wasn’t it?”

“I have no idea… what you’re talking about.”

I walked past her.

Ignoring the gazes of those around me, I focused on my goal. I needed to become stronger.

Starting from Chapter 3, I would have to face the demons directly.

“I… suppose I should thank you. There’s been a lot of friction between the female students because of Kaelan.”



“… ”

“I also heard you looked after Lily during the Dungeon Exploration Practice, so thank you for that as well.”

Since when did Selena become so attentive to others?

She was a target in the upcoming Chapter 3.

‘Selena, you…’

I almost warned her to be careful.

She was, after all, one of my favorite characters from ‘Reincarnation Hero.’

And to be thanked by her…

“I am curious, though… what are your true intentions?”

“There’s nothing to be curious about. I just want to graduate from the academy.”

At my reply, Selena simply smiled faintly.

.

.

.

And so, the first break at the academy was fast approaching.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Baraki Red Dormitory.

On the private rooftop of a magic-engineered skyscraper, accessible only to Rank S students, stood a red-haired man.

He remained motionless, his head bowed, lost in thought.

Edwin Gwendeth.

The lime-haired knight he had dismissed, the one with the lowest score in the entrance exam.

Grrrrrr!!

His pained, pathetic battle cry still echoed in Kaelan’s ears.

He hadn’t been able to withstand the sudden surge in Edwin’s power…

No. The Kaelan of before would have not only blocked it, but counterattacked and secured victory.

But the outcome spoke for itself.

Edwin Gwendeth… wins…

Waaaaaaaaah!!!

No way!!!

Kaelan, too, had always proven himself through results.

From the bottom of the barrel, he had clawed his way to the top.

He hadn’t bothered arguing or picking fights because actions spoke louder than words.

But he… had lost.

-Remember this…! Melissa, Aveline, and Lily…! They don’t deserve to be treated like that by you.

He had even been subjected to Edwin’s… cringeworthy… and absurd warning.

But losers had no right to speak, and even if they did, their words would only be met with ridicule.

It was undeniable that Edwin was the star of this upset on Day 7 of the academy’s ranking matches.

“Hehehe…”

He had spent over two hours alone, alternating between rage and despair.

If he stepped outside this private room,

he would be swarmed by reporters chasing a story and Crow’s Fey representatives.

This was his only refuge.

And even this, he would soon lose.

An S-rank losing to a C-rank was unheard of.

“This is such bullshit…”

All that remained of his fiery rage was ash.

The remnants of his ugly, shattered pride.

“Ha… hehehe…”

Then,

the balcony door opened.

“Junior… you could have woken me up.”

“…”

He wasn’t surprised. She would occasionally sleep over at his dormitory.

“Did you know I was going to lose?”

“Mmm-hmm.”

“And you came to mock me?”

“That’s why I told you yesterday to listen…”

-Grab!

“!”

-Thud!

Kaelan grabbed Melody and forced her onto the chair opposite him.

“Then tell me. Is there anything you can do for me? Unless you came here to gloat!”

“There is…”

“…!”

“But… you missed the golden opportunity… yesterday was your last chance…”

Kaelan’s memories flashed back.

-No, I think it’s… an external factor.

Was she referring to the day she visited his private training room?

He had been too focused on his training, too on edge.

“So… you won’t be able to fully recover…”

“…What is it? This method.”

He felt a surge of determination.

If there was still a flicker of hope,

if he could just erase this feeling of sinking deeper into despair with every struggle,

then he could find a way to get revenge on Edwin.

And he would show all those who had mocked him, even for a moment, who he truly was.

“But… I’ve helped you four times already.”

“Just tell me. I don’t have time for this.”

“The next time… won’t be free.”

Four times.

Since Kaelan had first received Melody’s Inheritance ability, she had appeared out of nowhere and helped him.

“What do you want? Money? Or do you want me to be your slave?”

“Mmm-mmm… no.”

Now it was Melody’s turn to make a demand.

The end of a contract with a demon…

“Will you die for me?”

…meant the contractor’s soul belonged to the demon.

“…”

Melody’s smile, usually languid and carefree, now reflected a sinister light in Kaelan’s eyes.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Student Lounge, Yegudi Green Dormitory.

The unexpected upset by a C-rank student had been the talk of the academy for days,

but it had subsided somewhat with the posting of the first semester’s written exam results.

-Did you see the results?!

-Time to drop out, C-ranks~.

-Yeah, might as well just kill myself~.

The Clarice Academy exam results were distributed on paper, an analog method.

The lounge, the designated distribution point, was packed with students eager to check their grades.

I and Yeriel, having moved out of Black Dormitory, had been transferred to Raphae Blue and Yegudi Green Dormitories, respectively.

But for some reason… Yeriel was waiting for me in the Green Dormitory lounge.








  

-Electives-

› Qualities of Party Members: A0

› Basic Etiquette for Students: A-

-Major Courses-

› Internal Mana Control: A0

› Mana Circuit Theory: A-

 › Light Magic Engineering: A0

 › Basic Magic Inscription: A-





A ranger majoring in magic?

Thanks to the cheat sheet, the written exams had been a breeze.

Not all the answers were correct, so I hadn’t topped the class,

but with an accuracy rate of over 95%, I had achieved mostly As.

The absence of any A+ grades was a bit suspicious,

but it was more than enough to clear my penalty points.

“Lev, that’s amazing…! You were studying in your spare time…?!”

Yeriel clapped her hands, beaming at me.

“You worked so hard…! I was worried because those subjects are notoriously difficult to recover from…”

“…”

“You’ve really… changed…”

Yeriel’s genuine praise made me feel a pang of guilt.

After all, it wasn’t my own accomplishment.

And it was somewhat amusing that she, who had aced all seven subjects, was praising me.

Seeing my awkward silence, Yeriel hesitated, then gently placed her small, delicate hand on my head.

-Stroke. Stroke.

Her soft hand brushed through my hair, a pleasant fragrance filling the air.

“I’m so proud… so proud of you.”

“…?”

Suddenly?

I felt like a pet dog.

-Stroke.

“!”

I gently took her wrist and lowered her hand.

Yeriel looked at me, a confused expression on her face, then turned her gaze to the grade sheet.

Embarrassed, she mumbled to herself,

“It’s finally… the break.”

“Yeah.”

“Lev, did you know there’s a festival at the academy during the break?”

“Of course.”

It was a side story I had skimmed over, but there was indeed a festival scheduled between the semesters.

Of course, the festival would be interrupted by a demon invasion, the [Beast Descent – Gates of the Underworld], so I hadn’t paid much attention to it.

“Th-then… how about we…”

It sounded like a line straight out of a Japanese anime, episode 8 or 9?

Something along the lines of “Exciting! Summer Festival, Fireworks Extravaganza!! (Part 1)” was about to come out of her mouth when

“Punk!”

“Eek!”

Scarlet’s sharp voice startled Yeriel.

-What’s going on??

-Isn’t that Master Dustin and Master Scarlet??

The appearance of the war heroes drew the attention of the surrounding students.

“We’re finally… getting out of here…!”

“Our observation period is over. We came to say goodbye.”

“Wow…! Hello!!”

Scarlet’s face was etched with dark circles from exhaustion.

“Ah! Master Scarlet…!”

Scarlet and Yeriel were acquainted, as Scarlet was a mage, and Yeriel was the top magic student.

Scarlet must have presented Yeriel with an award during the previous year’s freshman award ceremony.

Dustin whispered to me,

“About Umberto… he’s been reported missing. If we find him… we’ll send you a message.”

“Okay.”

I suspected Umberto was dead, but I didn’t want to say it.

He was their comrade, after all.

As the atmosphere grew boisterous due to the war heroes’ presence,

Scarlet narrowed her eyes.

“So, you two. What’s… going on here?”

“Huh?!”

Yeriel’s nervous reaction only raised Scarlet’s suspicions.

Scarlet crossed her arms, a knowing look on her face.

“Lev, where’s your girlfriend? And why are you hitting on my cute junior?”

“…?”

“Lev’s… girlfriend…?”

Girl…friend?

My mind went blank, then flashed back to my previous statements:

-Yes, we’re dating.

-It’s been two months. I confessed to her. And anything more is personal information.

Ah, right.

Dustin chuckled and added,

“Don’t tell me you’re two-timing her? I heard you have a girlfriend… who can use healing magic… huh?”

-Nudge.

Scarlet shot me a look of disdain and nudged Dustin with her elbow.

“Lev has a… girlfriend…”

She must have noticed Yeriel’s expression.

-…

The atmosphere turned frosty.

It had been a playful remark from Dustin, but…

“…I didn’t know…” Yeriel murmured, her voice barely audible.

Was it my imagination, or had the light in her golden eyes… dimmed?

-Master Scarlet, Master Dustin, what brings you here?!

-Master Scarlet! Over here!

As the lounge filled with students, Dustin gave a hasty farewell.

“Ahaha! Well then, we’ll be going!”

“Wait, I…”

“See? A punk after all!”

.

.

.

The two war heroes, having dropped a bomb on me, disappeared into the crowd, leaving Yeriel and me alone in the lounge.

“I… I see…”

-…

Yeriel’s delicate profile, her head slightly bowed, trembled faintly.

“It’s… a misunderstanding.”

“I-it’s okay… I expected this!”

She said, but tears welled up in her eyes.

At this rate… we might actually get the Yeriel Fallen Angel ending…

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Adventurer’s Cooperative, Ebenbahu.

Mercenaries gathered to discuss the subjugation of a recently discovered mid to low-level monster, the [Pleasure Lord].

“Miss, after deducting all the fees, I’ll barely have anything left! Can’t you give me a little more?!”

“I understand, but there’s nothing I can do.”

“I have four mouths to feed!”

A man with bristly hair pleaded with a young woman who looked barely out of her teens.

The woman behind the counter was Venia.

Though she had only been working at the Cooperative, handling mercenary raid assignments, for two years, she had already grasped the harsh realities of this world.

Dealing with the mercenaries’ complaints was a daily occurrence.

‘Sigh.’

It felt like just yesterday she had proudly told her parents about her job as a civil servant in the big city.

Magic engineering had only begun to replace traditional technology in the capital, the academy, and a few noble estates and duchies. Life here was largely unchanged.

Having grown accustomed to their complaints, her responses devoid of emotion, Venia crushed another man’s hopes and waited for her lunch break.

Of course, she was human, and she couldn’t help but sympathize with the gruff mercenaries’ complaints.

Low to mid-level dungeons and monsters were usually left to street mercenaries;

they weren’t cost-effective for the major guilds, comprised of elite academy graduates.

But recently, Crow’s Fey had been encroaching on their territory, taking away their livelihood.

‘I heard there have been complaints about their distribution methods…’

But the higher-ups hadn’t taken any action.

And these situations were becoming increasingly frequent.

-Thud. Thud.

A man, his face hidden by a lowered hood, approached her counter.

“I’m here to join a raid.”

Judging by his tone and voice, he didn’t seem that old.

“You’re referring to the Pleasure Lord raid?”

He nodded in response.

‘Hmm…’

Worrying about potential problems, Venia gave him a warning.

“I hate to say this, but you might end up losing money on this raid after all the deductions. The guild that discovered it is Crow’s Fey. You’ve heard of them, right? Crow’s Fey.”

“I don’t care.”

“…”

At his firm response,

“Alright.”

Venia replied professionally.

‘It’s my job, after all.’

It wasn’t the first time a young man with a mysterious air had visited the Cooperative.

It happened occasionally.

The problem was, most of them were all bark and no bite.

Raids required connections or guild memberships; mercenaries often became targets of manipulation.

Even if they possessed slightly better skills than the other veteran mercenaries,

their lack of experience meant they often ended up being exploited.

And the monster they were facing this time was a monstrous being discovered and led by Crow’s Fey.

Even seasoned mercenaries were hesitant to participate, and yet, this young man showed no hesitation…

“The down payment is 30 silver coins. And you’ll need an adventurer’s license or proof of skill…”

-Slide.

Three silver coins, gleaming and new. He wasn’t a local.

And it wasn’t an adventurer’s license.

‘This is…?’

A temporary Rank 2 archer’s certificate.

The Empire officially recognized ranks from 1 to 5; excluding Rank 1, which required a separate evaluation, this was the highest rank she saw around here.



‘He doesn’t seem like an elf, though…’

The object strapped to his back, wrapped in bandages, was probably… a crossbow, a weapon elves typically avoided.

His skill was unusual for a human, which made it even more peculiar. If he had come from a better background, he wouldn’t be participating in these low-level raids.

-Flip.

Venia stamped the crisp, new certificate.

“The schedule, regulations, and other information are listed here.”

She handed him a sheet of paper with instructions, and

“Thank you,”

he said, before turning and leaving.

“…Tsk, tsk.”

Low to mid-level raids rarely offered any life-changing rewards.

And even if they did, Crow’s Fey would snatch them up with higher bids, leaving the mercenaries with scraps.

Considering the risk to their lives, it was a losing proposition.

“He might even be younger than me… such a shame.”

Venia offered a silent prayer for the young man.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Clip-clop.

Three carriages carrying the [Pleasure Lord] raid party lumbered away.

A low-ranking member of Crow’s Fey reported to Sera Cervantes, the guild manager, who watched them depart.

“Twelve of the raid members have been bribed.”

“Anything unusual?”

“A few of them have criminal records. Word must have gotten around, because most of the regular mercenaries are sticking together. We had no choice.”

“It’s fine. Those gutter rats are all the same.”

“One more thing… it’s a 30-man raid, but… only 25 departed. As expected, we couldn’t gather enough people on short notice.”

Perhaps they knew they would be exploited if they participated.

The number was indeed lower than usual.

And yet they were proceeding with the raid.

Well, it was their lives on the line, their choice.

Since there was a clause in the contract about death benefits, the raid’s success or failure didn’t matter to Crow’s Fey.

It was a win-win situation for them.

“Cough. Sorry… cough.”

The man, coughing from the cigarette smoke, continued after a moment,

“W-we filled the remaining slots with mercenaries. Those street mercenaries are always desperate for work.”

Sera could tell at a glance that many of the carriage occupants were down on their luck.

Sigh.

Was it because she had been chewed out by Regillus?

Sera didn’t want to associate with them.

They were talentless, skill-less, just scraping by, living day by day like… well, animals.

Whether they lived or died was of no concern to her.

‘Pathetic fools…’

For Sera, who was on the verge of a promotion, this was a menial task, a chore.

‘I’ll be done with this soon enough.’

She crushed her cigarette under her heel and instructed,

“Make sure those criminals don’t cause any trouble. Clean it up.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“And don’t miss a single item, except for the junk.”

“As you command.”

Sera, who also needed to check on Kaelan’s status, headed for the magic tower that would transport her back to the academy.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Rattle. Rattle.

The carriage carrying me rumbled towards its destination.

We had left in the morning, yet the sky was already darkening.

‘Being a war hero definitely has its perks.’

The ride was incredibly bumpy, probably because they hired the cheapest coachman available.

It was a stark contrast to the comfortable carriages used during my expedition with Dustin and Scarlet.

Still, I was in luck.

The raid I had joined, by tailing Crow’s Fey’s lackeys, was targeting a low to mid-level monstrous being,

the [Pleasure Lord].

Despite its relatively low rank, it wasn’t a monster I could defeat alone.

First, monstrous beings, unlike named monsters and bosses, had ridiculously high HP and regeneration rates, making them impossible to kill in one shot.

This meant prolonged battles, making a proper party composition and division of roles essential.

I couldn’t just swoop in, kill it, and leave with the loot.

However, I had faced this monstrous being in the game, and its mechanics favored ranged attackers, which made infiltrating the raid relatively easy.

‘Hmm…’

Glancing around, I noticed there were quite a few women in support roles.

“H-hey! T-they failed… f-five times in two days. We might be the sixth… hehehe.”

“… ”

I ignored the gap-toothed man’s attempt to scare us with his pointless lies and pretended to doze off.

“Alright, listen up!”

A pot-bellied man with a thick chest of hair stepped forward.

“I’m Ronald, your raid leader. We’ll be arriving soon, so let me go over the plan.”

… It seemed speaking informally to strangers was the default setting in this world.

He began to explain information that everyone already knew, as if it were some grand revelation.

“Let’s see! Seven vanguards, seventeen mid-liners… and four rearguards. Now, we need to assign focus targets for each rank.”

Focus targets were simply

the members prioritized by the support classes for healing and buffs.

It wasn’t an ideal strategy for minimizing casualties, but it was a necessary one when victory was paramount.

Ronald, who assigned himself as his own focus target, approached me.

“Hmm… you… I haven’t seen your face before.”

-Ding!



📜 Character Information 📜





Ronald

▶  Status Average: 3.5

▶  Specialization

› Sword Proficiency (6)

▶  General Traits

› Politics (Lv. 1)





True to his pot-bellied appearance, Ronald was an unremarkable man.

I handed him the certificate I had received from the Cooperative office, and he looked at it in disbelief.

“Rank… 2?”

“…”

When I didn’t respond, Ronald, a classic example of a bully, muttered,

“Ahem, sorry, but we prioritize experience… and a crossbow user, a woman no less… you don’t seem suitable for a core role…”

Strangely enough, crossbows were looked down upon, not just by nobles, but by mercenaries as well.

Perhaps because bows required strength and offered faster attack speeds, even without magical enhancements.

Crossbows, due to their ease of use,

were seen as a last resort, a weapon for those lacking strength to pick up when ranger numbers were low.

I responded with a mix of 90% feigned admiration and 10% sarcasm.

“Wow… I guess everyone else here is a Rank 1 archer.”

“Huh…?”

“Back in my hometown, I was considered quite the shot, but I guess I have a lot to learn here.”

“Um… well…”

Ronald looked around awkwardly.

There were no Rank 1 archers in this group, of course.

He just didn’t want to pay me the bonus for being a higher rank.

“Raid leader…!”

A man, seemingly the oldest in the group, spoke up.

“Even so, he’s a Rank 2 archer. Shouldn’t the position of lead archer be assigned based on skill…? Or should we just reveal everyone’s adventurer rank…?”

“Oh, come on!”

Ronald’s face contorted into a grimace as someone came to my defense.

“Oh, look who’s talking.”

He patted the older mercenary condescendingly on the back of the head.

“Old man.”

-Pat. Pat.

“Do you think you can still act all chummy with me like back in the day? You do what the leader says. Stop complaining.”

Perhaps he felt emboldened by Crow’s Fey’s backing.

This was how a little bit of power could turn someone into trash.

‘Does this guy have no respect for his elders…?’

I chose a scrawny-looking archer, the weakest and most pathetic-looking one in Ronald’s group.

“I’d be happy to accept that man over there as the lead archer. He looks quite nimble.”

“Hmm?”

Ronald frowned, his expression showing he wasn’t happy with my choice,

then he slapped the skinny man on the back.

“Oof!”

The man stumbled, looking even more pathetic.

“Alright… Biketz, you’re the lead archer this time.”

“M-me? But I’m only Rank 4…”

“This bastard…”

“O-of course! I would gladly lay down my life for you, Raid Leader Ronald!”

“Cut the crap.”

“Y-yes, sir!”

The man’s practiced flattery made it obvious there was a connection between them.

He hadn’t shown his adventurer rank, so his combat ability was likely questionable.

‘Perfect.’

My workload just decreased, considering the Pleasure Lord’s attack patterns. Archers had a lot of menial tasks to perform during the fight.

If this were the game, I could clear it while eating ramen.

.

.

.

Clink.

-What are you planning to do after this raid?

-Dude, you still don’t know? We’re going to our usual spot.

-Aha!

-Hey, hey! Stop drooling, you little shit!

Jingle.

Every time the group of men moved, the sound of gold coins jingling could be heard.

My assessment was complete.

They were most likely Crow’s Fey’s bribed mercenaries.

They planned to monopolize the loot with that money.

Creak!

Just as I finished my analysis, the carriage stopped at the entrance to the Mirror Forest, the Pleasure Lord’s lair.

Clap!

Ronald clapped his hands, drawing everyone’s attention.

“Here, take one each. It’s a Curse Resistance Potion. The advance team reported that the Pleasure Lord inflicts curses. So, you’ll want to drink this now. If you don’t want to die, that is.”

Everyone followed his instructions,

and I received one as well.

-Ugh, this tastes weird…

As I examined the potion bottle, having observed the reactions of those around me,

a system window appeared, thanks to my Gamer trait.



📜 Item Information 📜





Filthy Saliva

 A liquid with various ingredients. No discernible effects.

(*May cause nausea.)

› Creator: Ronald





‘Even Satan would find this repulsive…’

There’s a saying about squeezing blood from a stone.

They were more ruthless than I had imagined.



Not only was the auction rigged,

but now they were distributing fake potions, planning to reduce the number of participants through “accidental” deaths.

This was the mercenary world, a world of constant betrayal and double-crossing.

Just like during the monster subjugation, stepping outside the academy was like entering Gotham City.

‘The academy was heaven.’

I was already nostalgic for the relative normalcy of Clarice.

As I reminisced, Ronald smirked, pleased with his plan unfolding smoothly.

‘Does he have any idea what’s coming…?’

I pretended to drink the potion, discreetly tossing it away.
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“Now’s our chance to attack!”

The Pleasure Lord raid was progressing slowly but smoothly.

Rumble. Rumble.

A mass of blackish-purple flesh, torn and scattered across the ground.

The Pleasure Lord’s true form was a worm-like creature, writhing and pulsating beneath the earth.

Boss and monstrous being strategies were different.

Monstrous beings were essentially normal named monsters mutated by black magic.

They possessed an insatiable hunger for mana and would nest in sanctuaries or areas with strong mana flows.

Therefore, subjugation strategies revolved around this characteristic.

First, monstrous beings couldn’t survive on their own. They used their tentacles or illusions to absorb life force.

If left unchecked, they would take root within the sanctuary, making future removal incredibly difficult,

but before they stabilized, their tentacles and illusions weren’t particularly strong.

In short, the [Pleasure Lord] currently had numerous, evenly distributed weak points that could be exploited to weaken it significantly.

This meant that while subjugating a monstrous being required more preparation than a boss, they were much easier to defeat if discovered early.

Ronald, the raid leader, also seemed aware of this.

For hours, he had been chipping away at the Pleasure Lord’s outer tentacles,

trying to trigger a groggy state.

“Biketz, the last one is to the east and west!”

“Yes, sir!”

Biketz, the lead archer, was on the verge of collapsing, having been pushed to his limits in my stead, all for a few extra coins.

As he mustered all his strength and drew his bowstring, the last remaining tentacle turned towards them.

“Vanguards! Hold it! Buy us some time! Mid-liners! Attack on my signal!”

Magic was a tool for the nobility. Street mercenaries rarely possessed magical abilities.

Therefore, the rear guard consisted solely of archers, and the mid-liners were mostly dual-wielding melee fighters capable of dealing burst damage, like spearmen.

Crash!

Aaaagh!

Hold the line!

But with the vanguards holding the line with their shields, the mid and rear guards could attack safely.

Die!!! Die!

Let go!!

Crunch! Crunch!

Groooooan!

And after what felt like an eternity,

with all the tentacles finally severed,

-Ding!


⚙ System Notification ⚙


Pleasure Lord Groggy State triggered!

Successfully resisted Pleasure Lord’s ‘Pleasure’!





Whoooooosh!!!

An ominous black magic dissipated.

Thump!!!

The Pleasure Lord entered a groggy state.

Is… is it done?

Wh-what’s happening?

As everyone stared at the massive, motionless worm in confusion,

Ronald belatedly yelled,

“Damn it, now’s our chance! Attack!”

Raaaaah!!

With a hoarse battle cry, everyone charged, their weapons plunging into the creature’s flesh.

Stab! Stab!

While each individual attack was weak, their combined assault inflicted significant damage on the tentacle-less creature.

Groooooan!

‘Going smoothly.’

I joined the attack, pacing myself, my senses heightened, anticipating the next phase.
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After a long and arduous battle…

Groan…!

Rumble!!

The [Pleasure Lord] collapsed with a thunderous roar, like any other monstrous being.

-Damn it…

-Raid Leader, that was tough…

-Don’t act weak, you bastard.

Exhausted, everyone collapsed to the ground.

But not Ronald.

‘Hell yeah~, this is where the fun begins.’

The Pleasure Lord was no joke.

He had sacrificed countless scouting parties to get to this point.

He had sent his subordinates, one by one, to their deaths, just to gather information.

If he had been the one fighting, he would have graduated at the top of his class.

‘Everything… for this moment…!’

He had rejected offers from other major guilds who had caught wind of the monster,

hoarding the information he had meticulously gathered, securing his position and Crow’s Fey’s authority over the raid.

“Everyone stay here and rest! I’ll go check if it’s really dead.”

Dash!

Ronald, his belly jiggling, sprinted towards the Pleasure Lord.

.

.

.

“Just as I thought!”

Treasures were scattered around the sanctuary where the Pleasure Lord had nested.

Had it devoured several parties to become this plump?

The amount of mana stones was far beyond what one would expect from a low to mid-level monstrous being.

And, of course, there were the belongings of the countless mercenaries who had perished in previous expeditions.

‘I could probably swipe a few things without anyone noticing…?’

Ronald licked his lips, gazing at the loot with satisfaction.

.

.

.

“Just die already, you pig…”

A young girl, around Lev’s age, had also joined the raid.

Her name was Emma.

She was one of many who resented Ronald’s tyranny and greed.

But the gods were cruel.

Emma’s fantasy of the Pleasure Lord, not yet dead, killing Ronald as he ran towards the loot…

remained just that: a fantasy.

“But… I will…!”

Today would be different.

Deep within Emma’s pockets was a considerable sum of money.

Refusing to be exploited by Crow’s Fey any longer, everyone had pooled their money and given it to her.

A total of 71 gold coins and 47 silver coins.

She had hoped to purchase a few items, but…

“Now, we’ll combine all the loot and start the auction right here! That’s the order from above, so no complaints!”

“!!”

Ronald, the pig, announced that they would be auctioning off all the items together.

-What…? Here?

-What will happen then?

His greed was on full display.

It was disgusting, but… acceptable.

If she raised the bid to 71 gold coins, Ronald and his cronies would be forced to increase their bids as well, resulting in a slightly larger payout for everyone else.

It was better than nothing.

As Emma clenched her fist, the object of her hatred approached, a smug grin on his face.

“Little girl, I know what you’re thinking~.”

“Really? Because I’m not thinking anything at all.”

“Playing coy, are we? Cute.”

Ronald leaned in and whispered, loud enough only for Emma to hear,

“You managed to scrape together… 70 gold coins, was it? Someone was kind enough to inform me.”

Bwahaha!

Betrayal upon betrayal!

“I’ll buy you some cute lingerie. Wear it and come to my room. Who knows? I might go easy on you.”

The men behind him burst into laughter.

“…”

Humiliated, Emma trembled.

“But there’s a slight problem. You’re going to have to give me that money… before we can do that.”

“…?!”

Ronald raised his voice, drawing a line in the sand.

“Listen up, everyone!”

He addressed the 13 support members of the raid.

“Unfortunately, you’re all going to die in five minutes.”

-?

His words were met with confusion and murmurs of disbelief.

He was the raid leader, but surely, he couldn’t just decide who lived and died.

Ronald’s cronies roared with laughter, finding the situation amusing.

-Bwahahaha! Look at their faces!

-Those bastards… mercenaries are supposed to embrace death. Are they afraid to die? Huh?!

Then Ronald offered a “kind” explanation.

“Kehehe… Bwahahaha!! You’re all cursed! The Pleasure Curse! That potion I gave you earlier? It was just water. Well, if you’re lucky, it might have contained someone’s bodily fluids, hehe.”

Ugh!

Sounds of disgust and retching filled the air, turning the atmosphere chaotic.

-Th-the Pleasure Curse?

-I-I don’t know what that is!

-A-are you crazy? I’m reporting this to the Cooperative!

-Raid Leader, what do you think you’re doing…?!

“Shut up! Shut up! You all have about five minutes left! If you don’t want to die, strip naked and kneel in a line. Then I’ll give you the real curse-removing potion.”

Clink.

Ronald held up a small, triangular potion bottle.

A curse antidote.

A low-grade one, sold for about 20 silver coins in town and 15 silver coins in Ebenbahu.

“And just so you know, I don’t have enough for everyone, so first come, first served…”

And that’s when it happened.

“1000 gold coins. I bid.”

A young man’s voice made a preposterous offer.
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“Who’s that?”

Ronald looked around, then approached me.

I was the only young man here.

“What? A th-thousand gold? Hey, kid, you have no idea what’s going on… You’re going to die, you know?”

He poked me in the chest.

And this was just one of Crow’s Fey’s bribed lackeys, not even a guild member.

I couldn’t imagine how many villains lurked beneath Regillus.

“Oh, you’re talking about the antidote? You want to buy it for a thousand gold and be the only survivor? Wow, you must be loaded… my ass. If you don’t want to die, cough up what you have, you little…”

Slap!

“Look ahead.”

I slapped him across the face, his head snapping to the side.

And then, like a good little soldier, he snapped back to attention.

“Y-you… crazy… bastard!!”

Ronald lunged, his fist raised.

But I was ready.

SMACK!!

Another slap, even harder than the first.

“I said, look ahead, you idiot.”

He stumbled, but still refused to listen.

-R-raid Leader…?

His lackeys whimpered, their voices filled with fear.

Not because of me, though.

“What the hell are you…?”

Ronald finally turned to face his cronies.

Stab!

Too late.

One of the Pleasure Lord’s tentacles had pierced his head.

‘I tried to save him…’

I averted my gaze, not wanting to dwell on the gruesome sight.

I didn’t want to remember it.

-Ding!


⚠ WARNING ⚠


Pleasure Lord entering Berserk Mode!





The author had designed this to be super-hell difficulty.

There was no way it would end easily.



-Flap. Flap.

-Flutterflutterflutterflutter!!!!!

It was a butterfly.

A giant moth, its wings covered in grotesque, circular patterns that could trigger trypophobia, unfurled another tentacle and flapped its wings menacingly.

“Wh-what the hell is that?!”

“I-isn’t it supposed to be dead?!”

Indeed.

The super-hell difficulty Pleasure Lord only revealed its true form after being “defeated.”

-Ding!



📜 Character Information 📜





 Pleasure Lord

› B+ Rank Machung (Parasitic Insect)

› Insect, Boss

› Danger Level: Extremely High

› Trait: Uses tentacles.

 Boss Encounter! You can preview attack patterns!

› Details available





“They really made acquiring legendary items a pain in the ass.”

And monsters, not monstrous beings…

were my specialty.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

[Translator Notes]

 For Illustrations and Release Notifications join our Discord


⚙ System Notification ⚙






› Main Quest [God’s Apprentice] Unlocked!

› You have been granted an opportunity by the Arcane God’s to become a Korean Translator for Arcane Translations.

› Do you accept?

›  YES/ NO

    







  Prev Next   



  

  
  Chapter 71 .｡.:✧ Item Farming (8) ✧:.｡.

—————————————————————–

Translated By Arcane Translations

Translator: Wjin

—————————————————————–

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

Clarice Academy.

During the festival, parts of Clarice Academy were open to the public, drawing crowds eager to witness the wonders of Imperial magic engineering.

The academy had ramped up the festive atmosphere, while the remaining guilds engaged in a fierce recruitment competition, vying for promising new talent.

-Edwin, I saw your match! Are you interested in our guild?!

-Haha, well…

-Edwin! Great match! You were amazing!

In this context…

Edwin, the C-rank who had defeated an S-rank, was a hot commodity, the talk of the academy.

What a sensational story…

While the major guilds observed cautiously, the smaller guilds were eager to gamble on his potential.

Aria watched Edwin, who had spent so long training in solitude, now seemingly enjoying the attention. She felt a pang of… annoyance.

‘Where did he disappear to again…?’

Lev Denec was gone.

It wasn’t unusual for him to disappear, but this time, he was so far away that even her surveillance magic, which had worked even when he was with the war heroes, couldn’t locate him.

‘Not that I’m using it anymore…’

Aria had decided to stop using surveillance magic on him.

His actions so far hadn’t been particularly alarming,

and prying into someone’s personal life felt wrong.

To be honest, she was also a little afraid of what she might discover.

‘Andras…’

She feared finding traces of her sworn enemy, the target of her revenge, on him.

“Aria…! Hello…!”

Yeriel, the pure-white girl, approached Aria.

“Lady Yeriel?”

Yeriel gently adjusted Aria’s beret.

Aria didn’t mind her warm touch.

“How have you been?”

“I’m doing well! You too, Aria?”

“Yes.”

After exchanging greetings, Yeriel glanced around, a puzzled expression on her face.

“…Are you looking for something?”

“Oh, I thought you might be with Lev…!”

“…He hasn’t been around since yesterday. He missed dinner, and he’s not in the dining hall either.”

“Oh, I see…?”

“Yes?… Yes.”

Yeriel felt a sense of relief.

‘Stop those thoughts…!’

She felt her heart clench whenever Lev was involved.

Like a child throwing a tantrum.

The fact that they hadn’t seen each other all weekend brought Yeriel an unexpected sense of comfort.

Suppressing those unsettling emotions, she congratulated Aria.

“Congratulations on your promotion!”

“Thank you. I was lucky.”

During the ranking matches, Aria’s skills had shone brightly.

Thanks to a recommendation from the Healing Studies professor, she had been promoted to Rank S.

Yeriel smiled warmly, and Aria returned a quiet smile.

-…

They hadn’t interacted much outside of official settings, and an awkward silence hung in the air.

It had always been Lev Denec who facilitated their conversations.

Yeriel hesitated.

‘Should I ask her… now?’

Lev had claimed it was a misunderstanding, but she couldn’t shake the question of how Aria had become his girlfriend, or almost become his girlfriend.

It bothered her.

It might be rude, but it was best to clarify their relationship…

Just as she resolved to ask,

“Hey! You two, there you are!”

Edwin approached, waving from afar.

A handsome young man with lime-green hair,

he was followed by the admiring gazes of the female students, a testament to the impact of his victory against Kaelan.

“What were you two talking about without me?”

“Oh, Edwin…! It’s been a while.”

“Hello.”

Edwin, blushing at their warm greetings, scratched the back of his head.

“Don’t tell me you were talking about me… haha.”

Even at his playful remark,

“…Uh, yeah? Congratulations on your promotion, Edwin…!”

“Congratulations.”

Yeriel responded with a smile.

“Haha, thanks! I’ll keep working hard!”

‘……’

But behind Edwin’s boisterous laughter…

the two girls’ attention…

remained fixed on the one who wasn’t there.
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Rumble.

Facing the [Pleasure Lord],

a young man with dark blond hair trembled, his legs shaking uncontrollably.

-“That girl, Emma, keeps sending me letters… It’s a bit concerning… Raymond, why don’t you look into it?”

-“Yes, sir!”

Raymond Logans, a graduating second-year student from Clarice Academy, had finally become a provisional member of [Divine Valhalla].

[Divine Valhalla], a prominent guild led by the master swordsman of House Ballantyne.

It was a guild admired and revered by paladins across the Empire.

While technically ranked lower than the Imperial Paladin Order,

its influence was undeniable.

Its reputation had soared recently after addressing numerous public concerns.

Therefore, Raymond’s first assignment was a public relations task.

He was to investigate the mercenary collusion in Ebenbahu, as detailed in the letters from a young girl named Emma.

It was supposed to be a simple investigation, but…

Stab!

“Eek!”

– S-save me!

– What the…?!

– Run!!

– I-I was just following the raid leader’s orders…!

Stab! Stab! Stab!!!

He watched in horror as people died before his very eyes.

Splatter…

“Aaaaagh!”

The remains of what were once people landed near him.

Though his curse resistance protected him from the Pleasure Curse,

he couldn’t shake the feeling that he was next.

-Protecting others… drawing your sword requires no other thought.

-Focus only on the battle. And survive.

As War Hero Dustin had taught him.

He should draw his sword.

He should intervene!

But as he watched, paralyzed by fear, as people were killed one by one, Raymond froze.

Stab! Stab!!

Ugh… thud.

“I… I’m… useless…”

He couldn’t move.

Then, he noticed a man.

The mysterious man who had mercilessly slapped Ronald…

-…

He wasn’t running.

“…?”

As if… he knew the order of their deaths.
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I had time, a brief window before the evolved [Pleasure Lord] unleashed its full arsenal of tentacles.

The boss’s threat assessment, in this form, prioritized

those who had drawn the most aggro in its larval stage.

-S-save…

Stab!

Ronald’s group would be the first to die.

I took the opportunity to retrieve the curse-removing potions from my bag and distribute them to those who weren’t part of Ronald’s group.

“One each. Drink this. And run.”

The mercenaries exchanged glances, then,

“Th-thank you. Then…!”

Dash!

they fled, one by one, without looking back.

It was understandable.

This wasn’t a guild;

it was a hastily assembled raid of street mercenaries, strangers who didn’t owe each other anything.

As they disappeared, only the girl, Emma, remained.

“…What about you?”

“Someone has to clean up this mess.”

“Clean… it up? Alone?”

“Unless… you want to help?”

“…”

“You’re not entirely useless, but… if you don’t want to die, just leave.”

She seemed capable of using some healing magic.

If she had been born into a noble family, she could have attended the academy.

What a shame.

Emma, undeterred, said,

“Actually… I sent a request to Divine Valhalla. So, if we run… someone will come and help us…!”

Divine Valhalla.

The massive guild run by Aveline’s family, House Ballantyne.

This gave me a clue as to how the Ring of Inscription ended up at the auction.

But I needed to monopolize the rewards…

Tremble!

I noticed a blond, clearly inexperienced mercenary.

He was dressed in dirty, worn-out clothes, as if trying to disguise himself,

but his sword was clean.

He was probably a knight in hiding.

Looking at Emma, who still clung to hope, I wanted to tell her,

‘That guy from Divine Valhalla is trembling over there,’

but I decided against it. No point in crushing her dreams.

“It’s fine. Don’t worry about me.”

“B-but…!”

Stab!

“Aaaaagh!”

Thud.

Only after the fifth person died

“E-even if I die… I won’t tell!”

did Emma finally flee into the forest.

I turned back to the grotesque moth, the Pleasure Lord, and thought,

‘Details.’

-Ding!



📜 Character Information 📜





 Pleasure Lord (55% until complete form)

▶ Skills

› Pleasure (Passive)
 When all the tentacles of the larval Pleasure Lord are severed, all enemies within a 100-meter radius are cursed with ‘Pleasure’ level 3.

* Pleasure: Induces pleasant illusions, causing the target to lose their life force after 6 minutes.

› Tentacle Attack (Active)
 Used only in evolved form. Attacks with six large, spider-like tentacles.

*Currently 2 available.

› Disillusionment (Active)
 Used only in evolved form. Inflicts the most recently attacked target with ‘Pleasure’ level 5 and instantly kills them with a giant tentacle. (12 activations)

› Scale Powder (Active)
 Used only in evolved form. Fires non-attribute projectiles by flapping its wings.

› Legion (Active)
 Used only in evolved form. Controls its legion, formed through ‘Pleasure’, to attack.

▶ Special Status

› Evolution – Awakening
 Triggered when it absorbs sufficient mana and evolves into its adult form.

* In Super Hell mode, triggers when the larval/monstrous form Pleasure Lord loses all its tentacles.

› Upon evolution, the power of all skills is amplified, and it immediately enters combat mode.

* Aggro level is not reset.

› Groggy
 [Pleasure Lord] is only affected by status effects specific to insect-type monsters. When the condition is met, enters an 8-second groggy state, during which damage taken is increased by 50%.





“Good.”

It was a B+ rank, same as the Blaze Fiend, but already in its evolved form due to the Super Hell difficulty.

But,

“It’s easy if you know the patterns.”

Its skills were exactly as I remembered them.

-Bwahaha! Bwahahaha!



-Stab!!!

“That’s… seven… dead.”

The Pleasure Tentacle Show, or the ‘Disillusionment’ pattern, continued.

First, Ronald, then Biketz, the lead archer.

Next, the guy with the mole on his forehead,

then the curly-haired man with bad breath…

Ronald’s group was being picked off, one by one.

Instead of a Berserk mode, the Pleasure Lord, true to its insect nature, had an evolution phase.

And all its skills, except for its passive, were only usable in its evolved form.

Its most troublesome skill was ‘Disillusionment’.

It inflicted Level 6 ‘Pleasure’ on the 12 individuals with the highest aggro, which was impossible to resist, even with my current resistance levels.

And since it was designed as a raid boss, enduring 12 activations alone was also out of the question.

I needed meat shields,

and Crow’s Fey’s lackeys had fulfilled that role perfectly.

-Hehe… hehehe…

Stab.

They walked towards the Pleasure Lord, entranced by the ‘Pleasure’ curse, willingly impaling themselves on its tentacles.

“Horrific…”

It was the first time I had witnessed people dying before my eyes in this world, but

it was a necessary sacrifice for my survival.

-Ding!



⚙ System Notification ⚙





› Pleasure Lord ‘Disillusionment’ pattern concluded.

› ‘Hermit’ trait active.





I checked my status once more, then activated my ultimate skill.

‘Demonization.’

Screech!!

The Ash Grey Scatter Shot transformed,

Pshewwwww!!!

and my Afterimage Strike pierced the Pleasure Lord’s tentacles.

Crack!

“N-no way…”

Emma, watching Lev from a distance, covered her mouth in shock.

The man who had told her to run wasn’t bluffing.

Ping!

Shhhk!

With each bolt from his crossbow, the Pleasure Lord recoiled.

He seemed to know something.

The Pleasure Lord’s desires, its targets, its weaknesses…

Calmly, methodically, he severed the tentacles, one by one.

“Is he really going to take it down alone…?”

-Someone has to clean up this mess.

She had assumed it was bravado, typical male posturing.

But he was actually attempting…

to solo a raid meant for nearly thirty people.

Emma suddenly remembered what she had said earlier.

-I sent a request to Divine Valhalla.

She had been sending letters to [Divine Valhalla] ever since Crow’s Fey’s tyranny began.

She believed those honorable knights would surely help.

“They… they really came…!”

She wasn’t sure if any of the knights used crossbows, but it didn’t matter.

Ronald and his greedy piglets had all been eliminated.

‘Thank you! Thank you!’

Emma offered a prayer of gratitude to the gods she had never truly believed in.

Just how strong were these guild members?

How amazing was the guild itself?!

She felt a surge of admiration.

If this man succeeded in subjugating the [Pleasure Lord], she would visit [Divine Valhalla] personally to express her gratitude!

And she would definitely ask for his name.

‘Someone like him deserves to be recognized!’

And so… Emma became a fan.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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⚙ System Notification ⚙





Demon Slayer activated due to the effect of ‘Hierarchy Struggle’!





-Ding!!


Achievement Unlocked!


› Boss: Parasitic Insect – Pleasure Lord defeated.

› Number of bosses eligible for rewards: 96

› You can claim a reward for defeating the demon!

› Experience acquired!

› Stats increased!

› Skill Points acquired!

› Luck activated! Additional stat increase!





“Easy peasy.”

The Pleasure Lord’s subjugation was simple.

The [Pleasure Lord]’s only difficult pattern was ‘Pleasure’; everything else was a cakewalk.

My strategy involved deploying Wind Arrow, then focusing on the tentacles.

Once it lost all its tentacles, it became a predictable target, only using ‘Scale Powder’ and ‘Legion’.

‘Scale Powder’ was easily blocked by my preemptively deployed Wind Arrows,

and ‘Legion,’ which involved controlling the zombified corpses of Ronald’s group, posed no real threat.

-Ding!





Corruption Level: 0/100





The biggest gain was my improved control over Demonization and the Ash Grey Scatter Shot.

Perhaps because my Demonization didn’t involve a physical transformation like in the closed beta,

my body remained unchanged regardless of the duration.

Only black magic swirled around me,

which I could now precisely control and channel into the Ash Grey Scatter Shot, enhancing its power.

By mastering this simple process, combining it with Wind Archery, the resulting damage was beyond imagination.

And it also meant I was unlikely to be caught using Demonization.

-Thud. Thud.

I approached the center of the sanctuary, where the Pleasure Lord had been, the remnants of its presence still lingering.

In the center of the moonstone altar,

a treasure trove of rewards awaited, the very rewards Ronald had coveted.



📜 Item Information 📜





??: Ring of Inscription

› Rarity: Unidentified Item

A ring that seems capable of connecting something.

› Equippable

* Effects unavailable until identified.





“So it was here all along.”

This ring, originally destined to fall into Regillus’s hands and fuel his villainous acts, was mine.

In its unidentified state, once appraised by a specialist, it would become the [Memorize: Ring of Inscription], I presumed.

Then, using both Fallen Angelization and Demonization simultaneously would no longer be a dream.

The ring wasn’t the only reward.

Even in the ‘Reincarnation Hero’ universe, easily equippable accessories were highly valuable.



📜 Item Information 📜





Healing Wave

› Rarity: B

A beautiful ring with an embedded pure-white gem. Could be easily mistaken for an engagement ring.

› Unequippable

* Requires Holy Level 4 or above.





Healing Wave, Call of Vitality, Essence of Mado, and more.

There were several useful accessories.

Like in the original game, I couldn’t equip them immediately due to the requirements.

I pocketed the rings, easy to carry.

‘And… more mana stones than I expected.’

Sparkling stones pulsing with magical energy.

No wonder Ronald had been so greedy.

If the Pleasure Lord had remained in its larval form, as he had assumed,

the rewards would have been absurdly high considering the low difficulty.

In the end, they made the sacrifice, and I reaped the rewards.



It was their own fault.

‘Hmm…’

To be honest, I hadn’t anticipated soloing the [Pleasure Lord].

I hadn’t even brought a magic bag, having underestimated the potential rewards.

“Ah!”

I suddenly remembered the young receptionist who had stamped my certificate.

‘She seems trustworthy… right?’

Even considering the commission, it would be best to have the Adventurer’s Cooperative handle the loot.

.

.

.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

.

.

.

“H-how…?”

Adjusting her glasses, Venia stared at the ash-gray-haired man in disbelief.

When she and the other Cooperative employees arrived at the scene,

the Pleasure Lord was already dead.

Just a few hours ago, seeing the urgent magic message,

Venia had assumed the subjugation had failed, again.

– I’m alive! I’m alive!

– Ronald and his group… are all dead!

– We need to contact a guild… a major guild… before it evolves!

She was about to request support from a major guild, having heard the accounts of the few surviving mercenaries who barely managed to escape, when —

-There’s too much loot; I need help transporting it.

-Excuse me? You defeated the Pleasure Lord?

-Yes.

-Alone?

-Yes. So, please come here. As soon as possible.

Of course, she hadn’t believed him.

Not until she risked her life and arrived at the scene…

The ash-gray-haired man asked casually,

“How are the rewards distributed?”

“Well… technically… those who abandoned the raid forfeit their share. The Cooperative compensates the deceased with insurance benefits, and the raid leader decides on the distribution of the remaining rewards.”

“I see.”

“Since Raid Leader Ronald… also perished during the expedition… you’re now the acting raid leader…”

As Venia explained, those who abandoned the raid were not entitled to any rewards.

Therefore, the rewards for subjugating the [Pleasure Lord] belonged entirely to him.

He pondered for a moment, then said,

“Just distribute the mana stones… fairly.”

“What?”

“Exclude the dead mercenaries and Ronald’s group. I’m not obligated to compensate those who were bribed.”

“I… suppose so.”

Venia was taken aback, again.

Not because she didn’t understand his words,

but because this was the mercenary world, a world of cutthroat competition.

These mercenaries, strangers from all over the Empire, had abandoned him and fled. And yet, he wanted to compensate them?

However, just like his delicate features, he seemed unconcerned with material wealth.

“If you handle the auction and everything, what would the commission be?”

“60/40. We take 40%…”

“That’s fine.”

“!!”

Even with handling the loot,

normally, after subjugating a monster of this level, one would want to maximize their profits by handling the sale personally.

Yet he remained unconcerned.

Then, after a moment of thought, he added,

“I’ll collect the payment later.”

“Of course! We’ll make arrangements for you to receive it at the Imperial Bank!”

Venia didn’t care who he was.

‘With this much loot, I’m getting a huge bonus…!’

To her, he was simply a man who had made a civil servant’s day, someone who brought a bit of excitement into her mundane, low-paying job.

‘He’s… rather handsome, too…’

While she hoped he would utilize their services again,

perhaps he was a Shadow Mercenary, preferring to remain anonymous.

.

.

.

While the Cooperative wasn’t a specialized cleanup guild, and their commission as a government-affiliated organization was high, I had no other choice. I didn’t know anyone else in Ebenbahu.

Besides, civil servants were most passionate when they were young, right?

Judging from her concern and instructions, she wouldn’t embezzle or skim from the earnings.

And participating in mercenary work while enrolled at the academy was a violation of the rules.

I had to return to Clarice immediately and didn’t have time to handle the loot myself.

“Then I’ll leave it to you.”

“Yes! Safe travels!”

I turned to head for the magic tower that would transport me back to the academy, hearing Venia’s excited voice, then…

I stopped.

“Is there… an appraiser in Ebenbahu?”

“We do have appraisers, but… if you’re looking for someone truly skilled, you’ll find the best ones in the capital, where the major guilds are located!”

The capital…

[Divine Valhalla]’s headquarters would be there.

I had to visit the capital soon anyway.

The award ceremony for the Dungeon Exploration Practice was being held there.

‘First… let’s get back and rest.’

I had plans for tomorrow.

Now that the ‘Supporting Character’ trait was gone, I needed to check the updated system and rewards…

My body already aching, I urged my horse towards Ebenbahu.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Royal Class Circle Room, Clarice Academy.

This lavishly furnished clubroom… was officially disbanded.

“Has anyone… heard from Kaelan?”

Despite Aveline’s question, everyone remained silent.

After his duel with Edwin, Kaelan had suddenly taken a leave of absence due to illness.

They had planned to continue their circle activities until the break to share information about the various guilds that were vying to recruit them.

With the break fast approaching, they had to resolve this situation. Melissa, Aveline, Lily, and Selena, the four remaining members, had gathered one last time.

“Well, Kaelan… will come back eventually, won’t he?”

“Eventually… you say…?”

“So, until then, the circle is… temporarily disbanded.”

Melissa readily agreed with Lily’s assessment.

And she thought to herself,

‘How did things turn out like this…’

-I also plan to become a Hero, so Melissa, will you join my party?

-You said you wanted to restore your duchy, right? Then help me. A Hero from House Prominence. Can’t you just imagine it?

She had joined the circle, believing in Kaelan and his promises of a shared future.

But things had gone downhill since the ranking matches.

-I don’t like jealous women.

-Ha, I really misjudged you.

She hadn’t even made up with him after their argument about recruiting Aria,

and then he disappeared after losing his duel.

She felt distanced from those she had considered close friends.

Surely, kind-hearted Edwin and Aria would forgive her, but…

-…

Silence filled the room once again.

With the conversation stalled, Lily rubbed her eyes and stood up.

“I’m tired… I’m going to go…”

“Ah, it’s already this late…”

After saying her goodbyes, Lily left the room, her steps sluggish with sleep.

Click.

-…

Melissa and Aveline were preoccupied with another thought.

Edwin’s sudden surge in power.

Melissa couldn’t help but voice her surprise.

“I… was shocked.”

“…”

“To think Edwin had become that strong…”

“Indeed,” Aveline agreed.

Annoyed, Melissa asked,

“But is it even possible for Edwin to beat Kaelan? Aveline, you sparred with him, didn’t you? Did you… hold back?”

Aveline bristled at the insinuation.

“I swear I did no such thing! He… he wasn’t strong enough to defeat Kaelan!”

“So you’re saying he had some kind of… growth spurt…?”

“…Well…”

Aveline hesitated, then replied,

“That… ash-gray-haired man… was helping him with his training recently. Perhaps you should ask him.”

“Ash-gray hair…? Lev… Denec?”

Something didn’t feel right.

Why was he always… somehow connected… whenever something unusual happened?

Recently, he had dueled Kaelan in the ranking matches before Edwin.

‘What’s the connection…?’

Just as Melissa’s suspicions intensified,

“You two are rather amusing, aren’t you?”

“??”

A cool, logical voice

cut through the tense atmosphere.

“Is there some rule that says Edwin isn’t allowed to win?”

“…What?”

“Or are you… switching sides now?”

It was Selena, the half-elf.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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At Selena’s words,

Melissa, incredulous, retorted,

“Selena… what do you mean by that?”

“I wonder.”

“Are you calling us… opportunists… or traitors…?”

“…”

Selena’s silence was an affirmation.

“But Selena, you’re the same! You joined the Royal Class circle, too…”

“Yeah! Selena, you’re no different! Are you spitting in your own face?”

Selena sighed softly.

“Well, I suppose that’s true.”

“…!”

Her ready admission was met with another heavy silence.

-…

This time, it felt even more oppressive.

In truth, Selena had joined the Royal Class at Kaelan’s invitation because she suspected Lev Denec might have ties to demons after witnessing his blue Wind Archery.

She was simply curious about what the others thought of him, whether they were interested in him.

He was, after all, a potentially dangerous individual.

“This is the first time Kaelan has lost, isn’t it…?”

Melissa calmly stated her opinion.

“Of course, Edwin was impressive, but Kaelan might have been careless. So, I don’t appreciate you implying that we’re… switching sides.”

“Indeed. Even though Edwin won, we have no intention… whatsoever… of betraying Kaelan.”

“You’re right. I apologize.”

“…”

Selena didn’t want to instigate further conflict.

She had tested Melissa and Aveline for one reason.

In their previous conversation, Melissa, befitting a top student and future Sage candidate, had expressed suspicion towards Lev Denec, not Edwin.

It was clear… Lev Denec was hiding something.

If those with influence and power, like Aveline and Melissa, discovered this, they would try to use him.

Temptation was a powerful force.

That’s how the Dark Elves had been born.

‘It’s best to avoid mentioning him… until his true intentions are revealed.’

That’s why she had changed the subject.

Dong… dong…

The clock tower chimed, signaling curfew. Melissa, despite the unresolved tension with Kaelan, decided to put the matter aside for now. The circle was related to the academy.

In other words, she needed to separate her personal feelings from her academic life.

“For now… until Kaelan explains himself, I think we should keep the Royal Class circle as it is.”

“I agree. I have to return to my guild tomorrow, so we should all focus on our own tasks for the time being.”

“…And, ah…”

Melissa seemed to have forgotten something she wanted to say,

but she had no time to dwell on it. For the sake of her Duchy,

‘Ha…’

she could only hope that Kaelan would recover soon.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

“Ugh…”

Having arrived back at the academy late last night, I slept soundly until well into the afternoon.

I had managed to avoid any penalty points.

Though I felt bad for Yeriel, moving to the Green Dormitory had significantly reduced my travel time.

With the written exams over, the academy, like any university, was about to begin its summer break.

Tomorrow, I was scheduled to attend the award ceremony in the capital for defeating the Blaze Fiend during the Dungeon Exploration Practice.

My stomach growled, and I got out of bed.

“Ah.”

But first, there was something I needed to do.

The system had updated since the author stopped intervening.

The ‘Supporting Character’ trait was gone, and I could acquire Skill Points as in the original game.

Time to check the rewards.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





▶  Guaranteed Rewards

▶ Choice Rewards





‘Guaranteed Rewards, and Status Window.’

-Ding!


Guaranteed Rewards


▶ Acquired 100 SP

▶ Available SP: 100

▶ Curse Resistance (Lv. 4) 
Permanently increases Curse Resistance by 1 level. However, the effect is reduced if the current level is 5 or higher.











 📜 Status Window 📜


▶ Stats

› Strength: 3.3

› Stamina: 3.35

› Agility: 3.3 (4.29)

› Magic Power: 2.1 (2.31)

› Mana: 2.6

› Mental Strength: 2.5

› Perception: 2.2

› Luck: 3.45

▶ Specializations

› Circle Magic (1)

› Crossbow – Proficiency (7)

› Curse Resistance (4)

› Fire Resistance (3)

› Physical Resistance (4)





“Hmm…!”

My stats had increased from defeating the Pleasure Lord and gaining experience.

A small boost to all stats, a level up in Curse Resistance, and

Skill Points. I’d allocate those after checking the Choice Rewards.

‘Choice Rewards.’



⚙ System Notification ⚙





▶ Choice Rewards

Select your reward for defeating the demon.











Choice Rewards


▶  Blessing of the Pleasure Lord (Passive) (Basic Skill)

Passive – Permanently increases Curse Resistance by an additional 3 levels. However, if current resistance is 5 or higher, the increase is halved.

Acquisition Difficulty: Somewhat Difficult

▶  Pleasure [Lv. 1] (Active) (Ultimate Skill)

Inflicts the target with Level 3 Pleasure Curse, trapping them in an illusion.

Acquisition Difficulty: Difficult

▶  B-rank Boss Defeat Reward

Grants 200 SP.

Randomly increases one stat by 0.3.





‘…Nothing special.’

Perhaps because of the abundance of loot or my increasingly high standards, the skills were underwhelming.

‘The third option…’

I chose the ‘B-rank Boss Defeat Reward’

and invested all my skill points into Luck.

-Ding!


 ⚙ System Notification ⚙


› Magic Power 2.1 (2.32) -> 2.4 (2.64)

› Available SP: 300

Used 220 SP!

› Remaining SP: 80

› Luck: 3.45 -> 4.0

* From Luck 4.0, each 0.1 increase requires 100 SP.





‘Good…’

I was getting close to the maximum Luck level of 5.0.

There were noticeable improvements at every 0.5 increment.

-Ding!


 Achievement Unlocked!


› Luck Level 4.0

 The Goddess of Luck smiles upon you.

› A randomly chosen stat is increased by 0.1.

Magic Power 2.4 (2.64) -> 2.5 (2.75)





I also unlocked a minor achievement.

From now on, I could acquire Skill Points by defeating named monsters and bosses without completing Supporting Character quests.

In other words, I could grind my way to power.

With the first semester over, Chapter 3 had officially begun.

The major events of Chapter 3 were the [Homunculus-Parasitic Worm] incident and the [Beast Descent – Gates of the Underworld], which would occur towards the end of the academy festival.

I had already taken care of the parasitic worm incident by infecting Kaelan, effectively removing it from the storyline.

This meant I could focus solely on the Gates of the Underworld.

The boss appearing in that event was one of the 72 Great Demons.



📜 Skill Information 📜





▶ Hierarchy Struggle [Lv. N/A] (Passive)

Upon defeating a Great Demon ranked within the 72 while possessing this skill, you can inherit their abilities.

* Grants [Demon Slayer] while active.

* Usable once





I would finally have a chance to use this skill.

If I succeeded in absorbing a Great Demon’s power…

There was a reason why the author had initially blocked my absorption of Andras’s power as a bug.

I would become significantly more powerful.

Of course, considering the author’s difficulty settings, defeating a Great Demon would be an incredibly challenging task.

I had to bear in mind that all enemies could enter Berserk Mode, access a second phase, or even evolve.

I had defeated the Black Armor, a being weaker than a Rank 72 demon, in its weakened state, and the Pleasure Lord before it reached its final form.

Those victories weren’t entirely indicative of my true strength.

Right now, my priority was

‘to acquire Fallen Angelization.’



📜 Item Information 📜





 ???: Ring of Inscription

› Rarity: Unidentified Item

A ring that seems capable of connecting something.

› Equippable

* Effects unavailable until identified.





I would visit the capital,

acquire this unidentified legendary item that Regillus so desperately wanted…

and make it mine.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

The journey from Clarice Academy to the capital was supposed to be instantaneous, thanks to the magic towers.

However, due to the distance, cost, and sheer number of people who wanted to travel,

it was a privilege limited to Rank S students and academy officials.

Thus, Aveline was also able to travel easily to the capital’s Guild Special District.



Her first destination was Crow’s Fey headquarters.

A member of her family’s guild, [Divine Valhalla], had reported seeing Kaelan enter the building.

“I apologize, Lady Aveline, but he’s refusing all visitors…”

However, Crow’s Fey denied her request to meet with him.

It seemed Kaelan was the one refusing visitors.

‘Kaelan…’

Rejected, Aveline returned to Divine Valhalla, dejected.

“Why…? How did things turn out like this…!”

During the entrance exam, her duel with Kaelan had been her first defeat in swordsmanship.

-“I wouldn’t want to believe this is the extent of House Ballantyne’s skill…”

…!!

Having her family’s honor insulted was a disgrace for a knight.

For Aveline, who was constantly chasing the shadows of her accomplished older siblings, it was a harsh blow.

But despite numerous rematches, the outcome never changed.

Kaelan always won.

-‘Is this… my limit…?’

Was she destined to be like the other daughters of knight families, reaching her limit and settling into a life of serving her husband?

Just as her faith in her swordsmanship wavered, Kaelan had whispered to her,

-Become my sword, Aveline. I will rise to greater heights.

-What…?

-I need you. Stay by my side.

Those words had been her salvation.

She had decided to follow him.

He embodied everything she aspired to be: powerful and ambitious, yet also acknowledging her desire for companionship, her hidden feminine desires.

That’s why Aveline had chosen Kaelan.

She had even approved of his decision to join Crow’s Fey.

A future union between two major guilds, what a momentous occasion.

But then…

“Edwin… Gwendeth.”

An unexpected variable appeared.

He was truly a rising star.

During their spar, she had acknowledged his potential but hadn’t considered him a threat.

“…To think he could grow so quickly…”

Her feelings for Edwin weren’t romantic, but rather, a sense of empathy.

The kind of empathy one felt for a fellow swordsman facing adversity.

But he had overcome it.

He had defeated Kaelan,

unlike her.

That thought gnawed at her.

It was as if her own convictions were being tested.

‘…Edwin… you truly are…’

Lost in thought, unsure whether it was pure empathy or… something more…

she heard voices from the guild’s main hall.

“Captain Baek! It’s true! A man around my age… single-handedly defeated the Pleasure Lord…!”

“Hey, kid, are you making up stories again because you were too scared to investigate?”

It was Raymond Logans, a recent recruit, and Captain Baek.

‘Raymond.’

A blond boy with the typical aspirations of a paladin.

While his skills were unremarkable,

-Congratulations on entering the academy, Lady Aveline!

he wasn’t a complete stranger. He had graduated and joined the guild when Aveline entered the academy.

.

.

.

Raymond insisted, his voice full of indignation,

“I’m telling the truth! You can ask the Adventurer’s Cooperative!”

“So, you’re saying… the Pleasure Lord, a low to mid-level monster, was actually concealing its true form.”

“Yes.”

“And everyone either died or ran away. Including you.”

“Y-yes.”

“That much makes sense. But… you’re saying this mysterious man… single-handedly defeated it in its evolved form?”

“Yes, that’s exactly what happened.”

“Then he must be… at least Sword Expert level, perhaps even higher.”

“I… suppose so.”

“Why would someone that strong be working as a mercenary? Is he some kind of vigilante?”

Despite Captain Baek’s playful disbelief, Raymond replied earnestly,

“Um… I don’t think he was a… thief or anything… he was a ranger…”

“A ranger?”

“Yes, he used a… crossbow. It’s quite rare, so I’m certain.”

“A crossbow???”

Captain Baek’s stern expression softened as he looked at Raymond.

“Raymond.”

“Yes! You finally believe…”

“You know where the infirmary is on the second floor, right?”

“But it’s true!”

“Go. Now.”

.

.

.

Aveline, having unintentionally overheard their conversation, started piecing things together.

“Crossbow…”

There was only one student at the academy who used a crossbow.

Lev… Denec, the boy who had been notorious for his unruly behavior at the beginning of the semester.

Despite being a B-rank, he had a near-perfect attendance record at the training room.

-Aveline! Do you know him? I didn’t notice him before, but he’s actually quite handsome~.

-I’m training. Don’t disturb me.

-Oh, okay…

She had overheard the female students gossiping about him on several occasions.

‘And… he dueled Kaelan during the ranking matches…’

Kaelan had won, of course.

But why had Kaelan challenged him in the first place?

The details of the duel had been strange.

Kaelan seemed to have lost control.

And he stopped attending the circle meetings shortly after that duel…

“…!”

And it was that same boy who had helped Edwin with his training.

‘Could he be… incredibly strong…?’

Like the mysterious man who had defeated the Pleasure Lord.

‘What am I even thinking?’

At that moment, the image of another man was imprinted in Aveline’s mind.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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-Slap!

The sound of someone slapping a cheek echoed through Crow Fey’s quiet office.

-Slap! Slap!

The sound continued several times, giving a steady rhythm to the silence.

“…I’m sorr…”

-Slap!

The woman’s apology, which she had repeated dozens of times, became slurred.

Her cheeks were starting to swell.

“I’m sorry…”

Sera Cervantes, who almost fell at that moment, forcefully held onto her consciousness and stood straight.

And the person striking her was Crow Fey Guild Master Regilus.

“I’m sure I told you to just do what you were already doing well.”

“…I’m sorry.”

It was clearly Sera’s mistake.

Crow Fey was the first to confirm the existence of [Pleasure Lord].

In other words, they had the right to determine the expedition’s priority and participation conditions.

Yet far from monopolizing the rewards, Sera came back empty-handed.

Additionally, all the personnel who were bought off had died.

It was estimated that covering this up and cutting loose ends would require considerable expenses.

‘Talk about absolutely terrible luck…’

It was a big problem that she had left things to mercenary contractors to check on Kaeran’s condition.

Of course, if the Pleasure Lord had been just a mid-to-low level monster, it would never have escalated into a major issue.

The rewards wouldn’t be much either, so the gravity of the matter would be less.

However, the Pleasure Lord was a boss-level monster with a separate complete adult form.

In other words, she should have reported to Crow Fey headquarters and formed a separate attack force.

Also, since the discovery of a monster was a rare occurrence, it became an even bigger issue.

“How… how! How did you fail to notice there was someone capable of killing the Pleasure Lord alone?”

“…”

“Don’t tell me you didn’t properly inspect the personnel?”

“…”

“While other guilds were sending spies, what were you doing… I asked.”

At Regilus’s soft-spoken reprimand, Sera tightly closed her eyes.

“I’m sorry…”

“What value.”

-Slap! Slap!

“Does your apology have?”

With just days remaining until the war spoils auction.

In the end, Crow Fey did all the hard work, and some bastard ran off with all the rewards.

It was like cooking porridge only to feed it to dogs.

“Find out immediately. The one who took the rewards. Bring them before me.”

“…Understood.”

-Slap!

And so Sera was only able to leave the office after being hit for quite a while.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Thanks to the achievement of defeating the Flame Demon, Yeriel, Aria, Edwin, Lily, and I got to participate in an award ceremony in the Imperial Capital.

“Lily, I’m tired…”

Due to their oh-so-noble setting, the royal figures didn’t attend and only sent representatives.

A considerable number of guild officials attended as spectators to make recruitment offers to Yeriel, Aria, and Lily.

Despite being an Academy student, this student calmly responded in a crisis situation to defeat the monster and uncovered the structure of the double dungeon, becoming an exemplary model… This is what you’ll say in your speech. 

Now then…

On the platform, Yeriel was receiving instructions from the attendant as the representative.

Yeriel receiving the award as representative was also part of the original work’s content.

Originally, the Flame Demon would have been defeated by Edwin and Yeriel’s cooperative attack.

While Yeriel would receive attention, Edwin wouldn’t get any interest.

Nevertheless, Edwin’s attitude of calmly being considerate, worried that Yeriel might feel uncomfortable, would raise his favorability.

That was the kind of event it was supposed to be…

But because I got involved and due to the author’s tyranny, that scenario had disappeared too.

This probably meant their relationship wasn’t as deep as in the original work.

Still, while I was learning wind archery from Selena,

Yeriel, as a senior, had always watched over and cheered on Edwin as he went through trials and training, so some kind of relationship must have been established.

Looking to the side at Edwin, he was sincerely congratulating Yeriel.

And looking at me, he asked instead.

“Aren’t you… disappointed?”

This was probably referring to the fact that I caught the Flame Demon but wasn’t getting attention.

“Isn’t it fine as long as it suits her well.”

Indeed, even though it was quite a formal occasion, Yeriel’s pure appearance caught the attention of many attendees.

We can’t ignore the external aspects either. She’ll probably receive love calls from many guilds.

Edwin watched that and said to me.

“Thank you.”

Why are you giving me goosebumps.

“Somehow I feel like I was able to beat Kaeran thanks to you.”

“That’s good.”

“Haha, you said it yourself. That I could become stronger when pushed into a crisis…”

Honestly, I couldn’t fully remember what I had said to Edwin during the last training session before the battle with Kaeran.

‘It was just a matter of a few coins…’

I just strongly urged him not to give up until the end, since he would never lose.

Probably more than my words, it was his latent ability and the Black Dragon’s bead that proved their worth.

“Do you remember the positioning day?”

“…”

Was that the day I first sparred with Edwin and used Mind Fire?

“When you asked to fight me… that was for my sake too, right?”

“…”

Honestly it was both for my sake and for his sake.

But Edwin, I’m not sure if he’s just a good person or a pushover.

He seems to have already forgotten about getting hit and fainting.

“Somehow, after that day, I, I realized something.”

“Ah, I see.”

Edwin seemed to have recovered some self-esteem.

According to the novel’s content, he would lose to Kaeran here, and while Kaeran was briefly at Crow Fey, he would work on raising the heroines’ favorability.

But in the end, he would lose the heroines to Kaeran when he returned.

Still, Edwin would acquire a new cheating characteristic during vacation.

That’s why I endured reading the novel believing just in that…

“Let’s not talk about it.”

“Huh?”

“Never mind.”

To be honest, I still didn’t have faith in Edwin.

He may have beaten Kaeran, but the approaching demon race would be insanely strong with increased difficulty, could this guy really help block them well?

Of course, this was still much better than trusting the red pepper paste head.

-Clap clap clap.

At the sudden sound of applause, I turned my attention back to the front.

The presenter’s face was familiar.

-The presenter will be the war hero, Holy Knight Dustin.

He gave me a knowing look as if he had spotted me.

And from beside me came another comment from Edwin.

“I’m only telling you this… though you might laugh…”

“…?”

“I want to become a hero.”

Was this what made a protagonist a protagonist?

His eyes held quite a bit of conviction.

“…Sure, whatever.”

.

.

.

-Yeriel student! Over here please!

-Yeriel student! Could we have a quick interview?

-Ah… yes! Just a moment!!

Yeriel… was extremely busy.

Her pure white beauty shone and drew attention even among the crowds.

While there would be dungeon investigation practice interviews, since she was a second-year student, there were more than just a few guilds trying to butter her up.

Her qualities were famous outside the Academy, and neither her character nor her lineage as a war hero’s descendant was lacking.

I could vouch for this.

‘Though the Fallen Angel Transformation is an issue…’

-Lily! Do you have a moment to spare!

-Ehh? But I’m tired…

-Edwin!

There was quite a bit of interest from those showing attention to Lily and Edwin as well.

Especially for Edwin, it seemed to be from the newspaper side, probably aiming for sales by inducing gossip with Kaeran.

-It was just… luck.

Well, let them enjoy it.

In the end, what remained were Aria and me.

Of course, given Aria’s appearance and abilities, there would inevitably be a lot of interest,

but since she was a healing type who couldn’t participate in rank battles, strict recruitment restrictions were placed on her.

First of all, healers are precious beings in this world view.

Just like with the Pleasure Lord, they can’t even bring healers with holy power to mid-to-low level raids.

The reason is simple.

While mages can use simple healing magic,

without holy power, they can’t use effect amplification of this healing magic or higher-tier healing magic series, according to the setting.

Therefore, students with the [Divine] characteristic have various restrictions on recruitment until they become adults, to cultivate this ability.

Especially for believers, clergy, and priests, the restrictions are even more strict as they could manifest qualities of a saint.

Anyway, the one currently considered a saint would be the war hero Psyche.

Though her whereabouts are mysterious now,

she dies in Chapter 5 during a bloody battle with Yellody Latasia, the Academy’s real demon.

After that, the saint’s power is passed on to a suitable successor.

‘Here, the suitable successor is… Aria.’

Therefore, I would have to choose later.

Whether to help Psyche and change her fate…

Or,

This silver-haired girl with a hint of purple…

-Swoosh.

At that moment, Aria looked up at me, staring with rabbit-like eyes.

-…?

For quite a while at that.

Those bright blue eyes looking up intently were extremely cute.

“What?”

“…”

“It would be better if you told us what you were doing over the weekend, Lev.”

“Ah.”

Aria’s businesslike tone.

That meant one thing.

But… why was she so interested in my every move…

‘No…’

Come to think of it, the recent place I took Aria to was a tavern near the red-light district…

This was a situation more suspicious than I thought.

I spoke to her in a deliberately light tone.

“Aria, do you know what?”

“…What is it?”

“I heard there’s a chocolatier in the Imperial Capital who makes better chocolate than the Academy…”

“Chocolate?”

“Yeah, so shall we go together?”

Then Aria spoke as if that wasn’t important.

“…Do you think I’m a child! To have my mood improved by such things…!”

“Sorry.”

“Really, really, you disappeared suddenly again and I was worried…!”

“You were worried again?”

“No, well, that’s…”

Got her, she fell for it.

I spoke a bit sadly.

“As expected, Aria has an even kinder heart than I thought.”

“…”

“Even worrying about me every time, who’s called a thug at the Academy.”

“……”

Aria was weak to praise about herself or when others spoke humbly.

It wasn’t for nothing that she was always a devoted character.



“I’m sorry for always making you worry, given who I am…”

“……”

Her gaze started to waver, seemingly more uncomfortable with my self-deprecating words.

“That’s not what I meant…”

“Then what?”

“Again, that, that kind of… that place, I thought you went there…!”

“What kind of place?”

As I gradually pressed her, Aria slightly avoided my gaze.

Instead, her face started to flush.

“E..enough! S..stop it!”

I said with a slight smile.

“Then, shall we go there together now?”

“What…? Wh-wh-wh-what?”

Along with five responses, her face started to burn red.

This is quite… fun.

-This way.

-Have a good time.

-Please wait.

-Then, I’ll turn a blind eye just this once.

The adult Aria in [Reincarnated Hero] was completely thorough and flawless.

This world’s minor Aria was full of gaps.

“What are you thinking? I meant let’s go to the chocolate shop, and since the others look busy, let’s go together.”

“Ah……”

Since we need to get the ring appraised anyway, we should hurry to the Imperial Capital’s commercial district.

As I turned my head to take the lead,

-Thump!

“Ow!”

A cute punch exploded on my back.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Meanwhile, in front of [Divine Valhalla]’s main building.

Emma, a girl who could be described by just two features – reddish orange hair and freckles – was having an argument with the guard in front of the headquarters.

“Please let me meet them!!!!”

“You’ve got the wrong address, kid. This is a knights’ guild.”

“You read my letter, didn’t you! They’re my lifesaver!”

“This is driving me crazy…”

“And, I’m not a kid! I’m old enough to have entered the Academy already!”

“Ah yeah, yeah. Whatever you say.”

“Huh? Are you letting me in?”

“No. Not letting you in. Have no intention of letting you in. Go home quickly.”

“Eeeek!”

-Thwack!

“Ouch!”

When Emma kicked the guard’s shin, Guard Park started to become genuinely angry.

‘I’ll teach you…!’

That’s when it happened.

“What’s going on?”

“Ah, Lady Aveline!”

It was the guild leader’s daughter, Aveline Valantes.

“Well, you see, this kid keeps saying she has a benefactor in Lady Aveline’s guild and insists on seeing them…”

“Benefactor?”

When Aveline responded, Emma answered instead of the guard.

“Yes! It was someone who used a crossbow! I must meet them to express my gratitude!”

“Lady Aveline, there aren’t any knights in [Divine Valhalla] who mainly use crossbows, are there…?”

Come to think of it, this roughly matched what Raymond had told her.

While Aveline was pondering this,

Emma opened her eyes wide and pointed at the plaza where people were walking, shouting.

“Ah, that person! They have a similar build to that person!”

Her finger was pointing at what appeared to be a pair of male and female students from Claris.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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That space connecting the Netherworld and Pandemonium.





[Abyss]





The one who ruled this place was Bune, the 26th ranked Greater Demon who excelled in necromancy magic.

He had succeeded in constructing an undead beast for the upcoming raid,

and while he had planned to entrust the training of this toy to Andras, the demon of destruction and hatred…

“Andras…?”

He had disappeared.

Except for a few Greater Demons, demons typically didn’t interfere with each other’s jurisdictions due to their characteristic of not interacting with each other.

Moreover, for demons who lived through eons, a period of two or three months was considered merely a moment.

Therefore, Bune had only noticed this relatively recently.

Clearly, nothing was happening in Pandemonium, to the point of boredom.

And Andras hadn’t passed through the Netherworld’s gate to go to the mortal world either,

‘Just where did he disappear to…?’

Of course, His Majesty the Demon King would know, but it was truly frustrating.

‘Well, it doesn’t matter. I’ll just enjoy the fun all by myself…!’

He would no longer wait.

As Bune revealed his ambitions and desires without restraint…

-Shudder…!

He trembled.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Chapter 3’s main event during the vacation festival, [Beast Descent – Gate of the Netherworld], could be seen as an extension of [Dungeon Investigation Practice – Flame Demon].

The background for its appearance was simple.

Since it was pointed out that it made no sense for a B-rank boss monster to appear in a low-level dungeon meant for freshmen practice,

this Gate of the Netherworld was the setting that the author added to supplement this.

This was an arbitrary passage connecting Hell, Pandemonium, and this Empire at will,

if demons succeeded in opening just the Netherworld gate,

it could be seen as the starting point of a contrived story development where they ‘could appear anywhere and devour the protagonists’.

Coincidentally, to disrupt the celebration for Professor McClone, a former war hero who was about to retire,

Bune, one of the 72 demons, sent a hell beast, a collective mass of rags, through the Netherworld gate to cause disruption – that was the overall outline.

‘I wonder if Professor McClone using Bune’s rags as teaching material was what sucked…’

Even the rags that appeared in the selection exam were actually recreated as illusions after Professor McClone had seized one of Bune’s toys and researched it.

Then the question that could arise here is…

Oh! Since they’re targeting Professor McClone, wouldn’t it be sweet since the Academy will step in to stop it? One might think.

However… looking at the fan fiction’s content, that wasn’t the case.

First, the Greater Demon’s aggro was drawn to Yeriel, who had the qualities of a Fallen Angel.

More importantly, it was Selena who got caught up in the subsequent events.

According to the original work, since Selena couldn’t use wind archery until this time due to the Shaftian clan’s curse,

there was a narrative where an elf who sided with the demons lifted her curse and taught her wind archery.

But now Selena had already learned wind archery.

Since I didn’t know what kind of butterfly effect this might cause, I would need to watch this carefully.

.

.

.

“It’s… delicious…”

A clearly high-end Kirsch cake covered in chocolate with distilled water whipped cream icing.

The deep sweetness coming from the cherry placed as the finishing touch seemed to satisfy the taste of the girl in front of me.

Indeed, the Imperial Capital was truly the Imperial Capital.

With cityscape that looked as if the streets of Paris had been transplanted, and streets laid out wide and clear like New York’s cross streets.

Aria and I were at an outdoor table of Écoles Reno-something, a shop run by a chocolatier called a master in the Imperial Capital.

It was mentioned repeatedly in the novel so I came to see it, and

‘It wasn’t wrong.’

Seeing how crowded it was.

Aria savored it slowly, munching away, then neatly put down her fork.

“What? Already tired of it?”

“No, that’s. I was wondering why I’m the only one eating…”

“…Ah, I’ll eat too.”

While I didn’t particularly like sweet things, since I had a lot on my mind, I felt like I could eat some today.

Only after I picked up my utensils did Aria continue the conversation.

“Um, I didn’t know it would be such an elegant place.”

She showed a regretful expression at the open and classical atmosphere around us.

“It would have been nice if the others had come too…”

“It’s fine. We can get it to go. They welcome takeout.”

If there was one area where this world was more advanced than Korea in terms of takeout,

it was said that in such high-end restaurants, even the packaging boxes had short-term magic imbued in them, allowing chocolates to be carried without melting for about 3 days.

“Order whatever you want to eat, I’ll pay.”

“What?”

“I have lots of money.”

I had saved up money in various ways, and I also had the amount I won thanks to Edwin.

Anyway, I couldn’t use gold coins once I returned to the Academy.

Maybe it was also because I believed that when I graduated from the Academy, I would be able to return to my original world.

At my words, Aria instead slightly furrowed her fine brows.

“If you’re talking about the scholarship for the dungeon investigation practice… we all received the same amount, didn’t we?”

“Never mind. I suggested coming, so it’s right that I pay.”

“…How could that be. I ate a lot…”

“It’s because I’m grateful.”

“……”

Aria showed an expression of not understanding what I meant.

But thinking about how Aria would devote… be dedicated in the future, this was really nothing.

At the very least, I who roughly knew the future couldn’t help but think that way.

-Clatter!

At that moment, along with a clattering sound, the surroundings began to buzz with conversation.

-Aren’t those people from the Holy Knights Guild?

-What, did a monster appear or something?

-Hey! What monster would appear in the Imperial Capital. You’re showing you’re new here!

It was Aveline Valantes of [Divine Valhalla], accompanied by two attendants in pure white armor.

Her footsteps led to our table.

“Lord Lev Denec.”

“…?”

“To meet you here.”

I thought they said even dogs don’t disturb people eating,

I didn’t know which noble’s etiquette this was.

“I have something urgent to discuss, could you spare some time?”

I spoke while keeping my gaze only on Aria’s surprised eyes.

“No.”

-…

Despite my firmness, Aveline showed an awkward smile as if she was still at ease.

“Haha. I haven’t come for personal business. As you can see, I’m here representing [Divine Valhalla]…”

“Sorry, but I don’t have time.”

Why was she suddenly acting friendly?

I needed to quickly park Aria at the lodgings and sneak out to get the ring appraised.

“My, you’re putting me in a difficult position…”

Aveline and Melissa were just stepping stones for Edwin’s awakening.

There was absolutely, zero reason for me to get involved with them.

-Clank.

I put down the utensils I was holding.

“Aria, sorry, but let’s eat when we get back.”

“Huh? Yes.”

“Ah, wait a moment, Lord Lev!”

And so we left, leaving Aveline behind.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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“This has become annoying.”

I could roughly guess why Aveline was suddenly showing interest in me.

Since she acted solely based on ‘power’, it seemed she was trying to get close to me just like she clung to Edwin and Kaeran in the novel.

Anyway, after entering and sneaking back out of the lodgings, I was now heading alone deep into the Imperial Capital.

The Imperial Capital had various streets,

while where I was with Aria earlier was a street thick with food and commerce,

where I was going now was the final commercial line in front of the Saint Workshop District, where craftsmen were said to line up.

Being the capital, the most skilled blacksmiths would naturally be gathered here.

And among them, the best would be the Ankerfall Dwarf Workshop.

He was an S-rank blacksmith and also an appraiser.

Quite unusual for a dwarf race.

This was also where Edwin’s holy sword would be forged later.

-Knock knock.

I knocked on the workshop’s door.

It had taken more time than expected since I had to avoid many people’s eyes.

“Are you in?”

-What is it.

As if responding to my call, a gruff and gravelly answer came from inside.

“Excuse me. I came to request a ring appraisal.”

-Clank!

The door opened at my polite request.

“What… a greenhorn?”

A beard braided to show the craftsman’s years, a branch-shaped nose.

Literally exactly like the dwarf in my head.

His face was tinged with subtle disappointment.

It felt like he could predict what level of items people would bring just by looking at their faces when they came here.

Something that comes from… experience, probably.

Well, a kid whose blood hasn’t dried yet coming near closing time wouldn’t look good.

“Kid, go away. Nothing to do here.”

-Creak.

When he was about to just close the door,

I quickly stuck my foot in and showed a business smile.

“It’s a high-quality item I just received.”

It was special bomb black beer that dwarves in this world setting couldn’t resist.

.

.

.

Fortunately, he didn’t ask how I got the alcohol.

From a dwarf’s perspective, everyone except elderly humans would probably look like children anyway.

“You’re an interesting one. Show me the item quickly. It’s closing time.”

It was said that dwarves considered creating masterpieces as their life’s work.

-Click.

Seeing that he was already wearing a monocle magnifier, professional habits indeed couldn’t be hidden.

-Swoosh.

Instead of answering, I held out the Ring of Inscription that I had carefully stored in my pocket.

“…!”

He put on a serious expression, then

-Thunk.

Put down the drink he was about to take.

-Creak. Creak.

And began adjusting the magnifier to observe the ring.

“……”

“…”

“Where did you get something like this?”

He looked at me over the magnifier with a serious expression.

It definitely wouldn’t be something a mere student should have.

“It’s an heirloom passed down in my family.”

“An heirloom…”

The lies came out smoothly at this.

He wouldn’t pry further if it was about family matters.

“Hmmmm…!”

Ankerfall’s interest was now solely focused on the Ring of Inscription.

“This is the kind that’s hard to see even at Imperial auctions… If it were in an unappraised state, it would probably come out in the mid-to-late lots.”

“Is that so?”

I inwardly rejoiced.

I had been uncertain, but it seemed it really was a legendary item as expected.

“But it’s risky to appraise it as is. It’s too worn, and the magical formulas on it are complex.”

Appraisal consumed appraisal scrolls.

Naturally, higher grade scrolls became more expensive.

The problem wasn’t the price of the scrolls.

The skill of the practitioner using them, that is, the appraiser’s ability, was also important.

“Even… I can’t guarantee success. I’m not a magician. For an item of this level, it would be safer to use a professional appraiser connected to a large guild.”

Of course it would be good to follow his advice,

but I didn’t want to reveal the existence of this ring itself.

After all, I had intercepted it from Regilus.

If that causal relationship was discovered, it seemed I would incur quite a grudge.

‘Hmm…’

There were two stats that contributed to appraisal success.

‘Resonance’ and ‘Appraisal-Proficiency’ would be it.



Regilus would have excitedly mobilized all his connections to get it appraised after discovering it.

Ankerfall looked at me and spoke quite seriously.

“If it’s urgent, I can do it. But I can’t take responsibility if it fails.”

Gone was the treatment of me as a kid, he drew a clear line.

Well, this was also somewhat expected.

“Hmm…!”

I stretched and got up, then carefully looked around this workshop.

The equipment hanging on one wall.

The craftsman’s breath could definitely be felt through the years,

it seemed like you could smell the sweat thoroughly soaked into the wooden materials.

‘This should be… doable.’

First of all, didn’t I have the cheat characteristic ‘Gamer’?

Above all, I had 4.0 luck with me.

“In that case…”

Ankerfall was watching me intently, curious about how I would respond.

“…?”

And in front of this S-rank blacksmith renowned throughout the Empire, I declared:

“I’ll do it.”

This was what it meant to be a real man.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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As with all games, professional skills were not something that could be done just anywhere.

While charm items and bead-blessing type items that you use on yourself could be used immediately,

things belonging to craft could only be activated in places with professional workbenches.

According to this setting, [Reincarnated Hero] the original game also had the concept of location.

From apprentice workbenches to professional workbenches, and master craftsman workbenches.

In other words, this was exactly why I deliberately came to Ankerfall’s workshop.

His old wooden workbench filled with his soul.

-Ding.





Master Craftsman’s Workbench (Ankerfall)

A workbench frequently used by Master Craftsman Ankerfall. Increases success rate of crafting and appraisal!





And,





Master Craftsman’s Tools (Ankerfall)

Tools frequently used by Master Craftsman Ankerfall. Increases success rate of crafting and appraisal!





By using the tools he had been using until now, you could receive additional proficiency benefits.

As an aside, later on, interesting items like [Dwarf’s Golden Hammer] that could be used both as a weapon and for proficiency work appeared too, I think.

I politely asked Ankerfall, who had an expression like he couldn’t believe his ears.

“If it’s not too presumptuous, could I borrow your work tools?”

“…Young man. Are you seriously saying this right now?”

Ankerfall became serious.

Coming here, the most common things to hear seemed to be whether it made sense, or if you were in your right mind.

“Of course, it’s not because I don’t trust the master’s skill.”

“Yeah, even putting that aside…! Didn’t you say it was a family heirloom? Are you planning to break it? Right in front of me?”

“I don’t intend to break it either.”

“…Hah.”

-Gulp. Gulp.

Ankerfall downed his beer as if he couldn’t understand me at all.

Well, if others were watching this scene, they would probably think it was completely insane behavior.

But this was the only method possible for me who received the ‘Gamer’ characteristic.

When I unhesitatingly went to the workbench and put on his sweat-soaked leather gloves,

“Kahahaha! You’re really going to do it?!”

Ankerfall laughed boisterously.

“I thought I was someone who only dug one well. The vigor of youth is good, yes it is.”

“Is that so?”

“That’s right. Because you’re the first crazy bastard to do the work yourself with the Empire’s best blacksmith sitting right here…! And there won’t be another one in the future.”

-Glug, glug!

“Ahhh… but looking at you! Passion! Spirit! It reminds me of my youth when those two were all I had…”

Was it because of the bomb drink’s intoxication? Ankerfall seemed to be sinking into contemplation.

“Please don’t make a result that ruins the taste of my drink. I mean it.”

Like all adults, the moment they reminisce about their past, the ‘back in my day~’ comes out.

The past of an old dwarf who wouldn’t get drunk or open up from just one beer.

Honestly, I wasn’t curious about it, nor could I imagine it.

Around when I was thinking that, a status window appeared.

-Ding!





‘Master Craftsman’, ‘Ankerfall’s’ favorability has increased





‘Hooh.’

“I…”

Was it because of the favorability?

Ankerfall’s tone had become a bit more polite.

“…underestimated you too much.”

He got up from his seat and entered a narrow storage door that came up to about two-thirds of my height.

-Creeak…

And he started searching for something.

The acrid dust was visible in the lamplight.

“…Use this.”

What he brushed off dust and held out was none other than an appraisal scroll.

A purple appraisal scroll,

Made of silk, and given the color, which was considered noble in this world setting, it didn’t seem to be a simple commercial product.

When I received the scroll from him, a familiar status window greeted me.

-Ding.



📜 Item Information 📜





Professional Appraiser’s Appraisal Scroll

› A tool that allows appraisal regardless of appraisal proficiency or skill by using the scroll

› Can only be used on legendary items

› Creator: Clark Hizeman

› Success Rate: 30%

* If appraisal fails, the item will be destroyed





Clark Hizeman.

He was also one of the old war heroes.

‘Well, that’s not important right now.’

Anyway, while basic appraisal scrolls had a 10-15 percent success rate, this one had a whopping 30 percent.

Probably just this scroll alone would be worth quite a bit.

“An old friend left it with me, but seeing you made me realize I’d forgotten about it. Well, I don’t just do appraisals. Might as well bet it on you.”

‘If it really fails, it would be awkward…’

When I was feeling pressure knowingly or unknowingly, Ankerfall patted my arm and encouraged me.

“Give it a try…! Though I can guess the result! Hukhuk!”

-Ding.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





› Master Craftsman – Ankerfall cheers you on!

 Additional increase to professional skill success rate!

› Time Remaining: 59 minutes 59 seconds





‘That’s good?’

I took a deep breath and opened the professional skill status window.

-Ding.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





▶ Appraisal

 Proficiency Lv.1

› Unappraised Item

› ???: Ring of Inscription

› Reward: ???

› Would you like to check the unappraised item?

› Appraisal Success Rate: 0.001%

* If appraisal fails, the item will be destroyed





Since my appraisal proficiency was level 1, even with the resonance stat, the success rate was 0.001%…

Moreover, since I had used the test server’s first creation bonus on the Ash Dispersion combination, this was a much more difficult situation than before.

But…!

-Ding.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





▶ Base Appraisal Success Rate: 0.01%

* Includes proficiency level and resonance stat

+ Professional Appraiser’s Appraisal Scroll: +30%

+ Ankerfall’s Encouragement: +10%

+ Ankerfall’s Master Workbench: +10%

+ Ankerfall’s Soul-Imbued Leather Gloves: Grants 10% great success chance to all professional skills

+ Success rate increases due to Mysterious Luck(4.0)!: +40%

+ Great success rate increases due to Mysterious Luck(4.0)!: 4%

› Appraisal Success Rate: 86%(90%)

› Appraisal Great Success Rate: 14%

› Appraisal Failure Rate: 0%





“…”

According to the original plan, to supplement the insufficient success rate,

I had planned to wait until Ankerfall passed out drunk and then secretly use Mind Fire.

‘Well, that’s done.’



⚙ System Notification ⚙





▶ Would you like to appraise?





Unlike before, there was no chance of failure so it was comfortable, but



⚙ System Notification ⚙





 Appraisal Great Success Rate: 14%





Somehow that great success rate kept catching my eye.

…I wasn’t sure.

Well, let’s try it first.

“Appraise.”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

“Yeriel, you’ve worked hard today.”

“No! Aria and Lev, who were waiting, must be more tired!”

The Imperial City, a dormitory exclusively for cadets, situated in a prime location. 

Because the lodging was reserved for today’s awards ceremony, the entire three-story building belonged to Clarice’s cadets.

Lily, lately engrossed in research on summoning and summoning mediums, was already asleep, leaning against the sofa. 

Yeriel and Aria were by the window overlooking the street on the first floor.

“Today…! Were you two together all afternoon?”

“Yes. Mr. Lev kept me company.”

“That must have been fun…!”

Yeriel combed her hair with a brush and thought,

‘It really… must have been… fun.’

But she had been busy. 

As an Elder, Yeriel had to represent the party in the award interview, and, being accustomed to considering others, she had to politely decline the attention of those interested in her.

‘It’s been a while since I ate with Lev, hasn’t it…?’

When they were in the Black House, she could often eat with him or do other things together. 

After moving dormitories, she had seen him much less frequently. 

Especially since they were in different years and different dorms.

As she swallowed a slight bitterness, Aria handed her a small box.

“This is for you, Yeriel. Mr. Lev bought everything… for you.”

“…?!”

Unlike the others, it was a cake box tied with a blue ribbon.

‘Only for me…?’

She didn’t know why, but she felt good. Even this small gesture seemed special.

After that, while Aria took out a lot of cakes and cookies, Yeriel said with surprised eyes,

“Did you get it to go because there were so many people? I thought you came back really quickly…!”

“Ah, that’s because Lady Aveline…”

“Aveline?”

“Yes, Mr. Lev seemed uncomfortable with something and suggested they leave.”

As far as Yeriel remembered, she had never seen Lev and Aveline meet separately. 

Just recently, regarding the sparring practice between Edwin and Aveline, he had asked her to make the request on his behalf. 

What could have happened between them?

“There’s no way Lev would do that for no reason…”

The moment Yeriel inadvertently let slip words defending Lev, Aria cautiously spoke,

“…You always seem to trust Mr. Lev, Yeriel.”

“Huh…? Ah, because he’s a friend? I have to trust him! Yes. Right?”

Even though her reply was suspiciously evasive, Aria didn’t seem to mind and continued,

“Actually, I… suspected him… at first. He bothered Mr. Edwin, and he had all sorts of bad rumors surrounding him… There were many things.”

“Right, that’s possible…! But it’s not like that now, right…?”

“Yes. He often does unexpected things… but I feel like the results are always directed towards others rather than himself.”

“Yes, yes…! This award, too, is practically Lev’s achievement.”

Even now, favorable views of the cadet Lev Denec were probably uncommon at the academy, but these two were different. 

It felt like they shared a secret about him. That strengthened their bond.

Of course, the two had a few things they were curious about regarding each other… but now wasn’t the time.

“Still, it’s a little disappointing that he disappears sometimes without saying anything.”

“Right. It’s worrying…! He always came back late when we were at the Black House too…!”

Whenever they were outside the academy like this, Yeriel, as a dormitory prefect and Elder, and Aria, as a healer, ended up in a situation where they couldn’t help but keep an eye on him, who somehow seemed lonely.

As Yeriel was thinking about Lev, she cautiously suggested, “Let’s call Lev and Edwin too! Snacks are more enjoyable when shared…!”

“Lev won’t be there.”

“Huh…?”

At that moment, Edwin interjected, “I knocked on his door because of tomorrow’s departure time, but there wasn’t any response. Isn’t he out?”

Then, as if Lily had woken up, she added in a drowsy voice, “Lily saw with her familiar. Lev… was going towards a dark, red-lit alley…”

“Red light…?”

-……

In that moment, Yeriel’s and Aria’s gazes met.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Creation.

The moment these two simple words were uttered, the status window began to pop up.

Clang!!!!!





The Goddess of Fortune embraces you!

Enchantment successful!





Huh…?

Ding.



📜 Item Information 📜





Great Sage’s Memorize: Shackles of Inscription

› Rarity: SS

 Ring-shaped, seemingly capable of connecting something within.

› Equippable

› (View Skill Details)





‘Newbie, is this a good thing…?’

“KHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!!!! This is the real deal!!”

Before I could even ask, Anchorfall’s hearty laughter filled the air.

The originally gray ring had transformed into a luxurious ring with a purple gem and gold trim, clearly high-quality at a glance. 

Befitting the name “Shackles,” it had a beauty that made it seem like one would never be able to take it off once worn.

Surely, the original item name should have been [Memorize: Ring of Inscription].

Did a blacksmith from that MOBA game come and help…

“A family treasure, they said, but no matter how I look at it, your ancestors must have helped! I guarantee it on my name, Ankerfall, master blacksmith! This is worthy of being featured in the largest auction house in the Empire.”

Ankerfall seemed even more excited than me, chattering away beside me.

‘View details.’

I calmly checked the skill details first.

Ding.



📜 Skill Information 📜





Character Bound Effect

› Dual Casting

  Designate one skill to prepare a separate incantation.

› No skill currently designated





Yes, this was the effect I had originally expected.

And…



There was one more.

Ding.



📜 Skill Information 📜





Character Bound Effect

› Inscribed Casting

  Designate one skill to prepare a superimposed incantation.

* Mana consumption for the designated skill is tripled

› No skill currently designated





‘Inscribed Casting…?’

A simple ability that amplifies the power of a skill but increases mana consumption.

‘This is it…’

It seemed like I would be able to show unprecedented explosive growth in this Nether Gate.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

[Translator Notes]

 For Illustrations and Release Notifications join our Discord


⚙ System Notification ⚙






› Main Quest [God’s Apprentice] Unlocked!

› You have been granted an opportunity by the Arcane God’s to become a Korean Translator for Arcane Translations.

› Do you accept?

›  YES/ NO

    







  Prev Next   



  

  
  Chapter 77 .｡.:✧ Imperial Capital (5) ✧:.｡.

—————————————————————–

Translated By Arcane Translations

Translator: Wjin

—————————————————————–

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

“Late.”

It was quite some time later when I slipped out of Ankerfall’s workshop.

-Come take a look!

-Hey mister, what you’re looking for is this way!

Colorful customer solicitation.

As expected of the Imperial Capital, the nights showed no mercy.

Before I knew it, this street too was decorated with red flags and red lights.

There were many bars targeting dwarves near the workshop, and where there was alcohol, pleasure districts were inevitable.

Like the dark inner thoughts of humans,

only after meeting this late night did the pleasure district reveal its true colors.

Well, while returning late was normal, what really concerned me was Yeriel.

Even when I was at Black Tower,

she always waited for me on the first floor, taking short naps until I came.

‘It makes me feel too sorry…’

As a supervisor, she could have given me demerits at least once,

-Lev, you shouldn’t do this next time!

-It could be dangerous because there are people who come for surprise inspections!

After what was essentially just cute scolding,

-Today too, since you said you were training, I’ll let it slide!

-…And… aren’t you hungry?

She always vaguely let things pass like this.

Actually, if following the Academy’s FM regulations, I would have exceeded 50 demerits long ago.

In other words, thanks to Yeriel turning a blind eye, additional growth was possible and I could avoid expulsion.

“But… today couldn’t be helped.”

After finishing the antiques roadshow for the ring,

I couldn’t avoid having a drink… with Ankerfall.

He seemed to be in a good mood and kept bringing out drinks to offer me, and

-Ding.



📜 Item Information 📜





Ash Dispersion

› Rarity: SS

  A crossbow containing Greater Demon Leraje’s thoughts. It is said only those chosen by demons can possess it

* Black Dragon’s Tendon Effect: Dark attribute attacks are strengthened. Upper limit of possession rate increases according to growth value

› Can be equipped

› Unique effect available

› Details viewable





“Look at this ethereal form…”

Ash Dispersion had its bowstring replaced with the Black Dragon’s tendon, which had a higher rarity than the Water Dragon’s tendon, after Master Craftsman Ankerfall’s touch.

It seemed to like the bowstring too, as additional effects appeared.

‘Indeed, attribute attacks are a perfect match.’

So, my drinking was all for spec improvement, that’s what I mean.

‘The taste of alcohol in this world wasn’t bad either.’

Of course, given my status as a student, drinking might be somewhat problematic…

I was in my late 20s in my previous world, a mind-body training uncle, and…

Lev Denec wasn’t a minor in this world setting either.

Therefore, this level of small deviation should be fine.

‘Sweet…’

It had been a really long time since I had a drink,

and Ash Dispersion’s grade had also risen from S+ to SS grade.



📜 Item Information 📜





Legendary Items Possessed

› Ash Dispersion

›  Grand Sage’s Memorize: Shackles of Inscription





Two SS-grade items that could only be farmed in the late game.

Gradually, the equipment was taking shape.

What remained were the damn hard to raise stats and proficiency work?

Fortunately, there was still time left until [Gate of the Netherworld], so I had thought about what to do in between.

‘Trial 3 and Circle Magic, perhaps?’

If I raised my stats a bit more, Trial 3 would be worth trying,

and I had prepared a gift to thank Sinatis, the wind beast I owed from the day Tobiel appeared.

Also, for smooth use of the Shackles of Inscription, since mana consumption would increase going forward, it would be good to properly learn magic from Yeriel.

‘In the end, my thoughts come back to Yeriel.’

As I thought of her like that,

“Huh?”

Yeriel really appeared in the distance.

Unlike usual, her pure white hair wasn’t tied up but loose.

Wearing just thin clothes with a cardigan wasn’t her usual outdoor wear either.

She was looking around anxiously as if searching for someone.

-Tap.

I immediately approached her and grabbed her wrist.

-Thump!

“…! Lev…!”

While the Imperial Capital had good security during the day, that story changed when alcohol was involved.

Especially, as depicted in the original game, the underground pleasure district was somewhat dangerous for women.

“So you were here….”

She showed a momentarily relieved expression upon seeing me,

then with a tense expression again, she paced around me.

“…?”

In my current state, the smell of alcohol must be quite strong…

“Lev……”

Was the smell too strong?

Yeriel’s expression began to freeze rapidly.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

‘No way, Lev wouldn’t…?’

A tingling and unfamiliar scent.

For Yeriel, who normally didn’t touch alcohol, she couldn’t help but be sensitive to the smell… coming from him.

Yeriel’s heart sank with a thump.

Late hour wandering in the red-light district, a man alone, strong smell of alcohol….

Wasn’t the conclusion drawn from this combination simple?

‘Ughh….’

It was awkward.

Was it okay to get angry at him without thinking? When they weren’t even dating…

Yeriel began to seriously contemplate how to react.

Of course, even now if he said,

‘I just went to a restaurant that had a strong smell of alcohol!’

Yeriel would believe him right away.

Or if he would just tell her honestly…!

That alone would be enough.

She would try her best to understand.

Of course, since he had acted inappropriately for a student’s status, as an elder she would need to give stern advice.

‘Yes…!’

Yeriel decided to follow her convictions.

Public was public, private was private, so what needed to be said should be said.

-Swoosh.

Yeriel gently took Lev’s hand, then looking at his chest spoke.

“Lev, we are students of Claris Academy, the most prestigious in the Empire…?”

“…?”

“Of course, I understand well about… test stress, or the pressure that builds up during studies… And accordingly, the ways of relieving it… would be different for each student…”

“Ye…riel?”

“Yes. While that should certainly be respected… but regarding relationships between men and women…”

Somehow the more she spoke, tears welled up in Yeriel’s eyes.

“Still…”

Why was it?

Around when she was trying to forcibly suppress this emotion,

Lev’s mouth, which she had been desperately waiting for, opened.

“Yeriel, wait.”

“Huh…?”

“Hold tight.”

These three firm words reassured Yeriel.

It seemed like there had been several times like this in the past.

“Ah!”

Instead, Lev took Yeriel’s hand and led her.

“Lev…?”

.

.

.

-Buzz buzz.

-Tap tap!

After going around and around the noisy alley’s bars…

Lev and Yeriel finally stopped in front of a darkened blacksmith’s workshop, closed for the night. He sighed and brushed his bangs back.

“It might be hard to believe, but I came here to get my bowstring replaced.” 

He then showed her his black crossbow, his primary weapon.

“Oh…?” 

It certainly seemed true, judging by the fresh oiling.

“And I had a few items appraised. Wait, want to sit down for a bit?” 

Lev crouched down and opened a small backpack, and Yeriel joined him.

Inside the backpack were various scrolls and potions bearing the Imperial City’s insignia. 

Among them, she briefly glimpsed a white, shining ring. 

It was a beautiful ring, the kind used in engagement ceremonies. 

Come to think of it, Lev was also from a noble family, and there must have been talks of engagements with other families. 

He wouldn’t have visited the red-light district.

“…I’m glad. I’m glad…” 

As expected, he was the Lev that Yeriel believed in.

‘I’m an idiot…’ She was embarrassed. 

Countless people had passed through Yeriel’s life, but why could she never think calmly when it came to him? She had confidently declared in front of Aria that Lev was a good person and she firmly believed in him!

“Ah, and about the alcohol… The craftsman was a dwarf, and you know how the atmosphere gets? This is my fault, though.”

Lev’s confession brought Yeriel back to her senses. There was still this matter.

“R-Right! Lev, that wasn’t right…! We came to the Imperial City to receive an award, so we also represent Clarice Academy…!”

“Right.”

Embarrassed by her near-misunderstanding, Yeriel rambled, “As you heard at the awards ceremony, we always have to be exemplary… so…”

“Yes.”

Crouching down like this made them feel closer.

“…”

“So… uh…”

“So?” 

Lev’s expression seemed to ask why she wasn’t scolding him more. And when Yeriel noticed a subtle mischievousness in his expression,

“This kind of… behavior…” 

her gaze was already falling to the ground.

Slide.

“!!”

Lev whispered in her ear, “Why? Were you afraid I went into that red-light district?”

“…!” 

Yeriel couldn’t bring herself to deny it, her mouth opening and closing soundlessly. 

His pleasant voice tickled her ear.



“Yeriel… you have a richer imagination than I thought.”

“…………” 

Like the flickering red lights in the next alley, Yeriel’s face flushed hot. 

She wouldn’t be defeated. 

She grabbed Lev’s sleeve and spoke softly, “…Lev, you’re naughty….”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Underground at Crow Fey Guild Headquarters.

In this place where light barely reached, there was a red-haired man.

-Creak.

A moment later, when a heavy iron door opened and a stream of light leaked into this room,

the man muttered in a low voice without even turning around.

“…Is it over?”

“Yes.”

The woman who answered was Crow Fey’s manager, Sera.

-Tick, tick.

She lit a thin cigar with a magic tool that ignited fire.

-Hiss.

And after taking a puff of smoke,

she checked the man’s face.

Though he hadn’t been able to wash for quite some time here, his appearance was quite neat.

They say nobles have an aura or class about them.

‘I suppose there’s a reason why he gets attention.’

-Sigh.

Along with her sigh, thick smoke spread around.



Kaelan Hiss.

The first action he took after entering Crow Fey was renting the magic formula array constructed in the guild headquarters’ underground space.

Actually, Sara couldn’t know the reason for this.

She just occasionally came to check on his condition since Regillus had readily permitted it…

Anyway, there was no time to delay further.

Because it ended today.

“Put these on.”

-Swoosh.

What she handed over were casual clothes that fit his measurements.

And as if cautioning him, she added:

“I’ve roughly adjusted the schedule, so return to the Academy for the second semester.”

“Yes, I should.”

“…Remember that the guild has high expectations for you.”

“…”

From Sera’s perspective, the atmosphere she felt from him now was clearly different from right after recruiting him.

Unlike before when he knew his own worth but had a mixture of some despair and self-loathing,

now he seemed more composed than expected, as if he had accepted even those negative emotions.

No? Rather, like a demon… he was hiding his emotions in a somewhat chilling way.

-Sigh.

Sera took another puff of her cigar.

It was obvious where the depth of Kaelan’s emotions was directed.

“…”

Edwin Gwynne.

His only crime would have been… winning in a fair fight.

It was rather pitiful.

.

.

.

-Swoosh.

Kaelan began putting on the clothes Sera had brought, piece by piece.

-Won’t you die for me…?

-Wh-what are you saying…!

Yellody Latasia, who had asked if he would die for her.

That was the answer.

And she made Kaelan be reborn.

-But, we’ve already missed the timing… currently preserving your existing abilities is the best we can do…

-Still, wouldn’t the unknown curse have disappeared…?

-Crack…!

It didn’t matter.

If whatever was suppressing his growth had disappeared, that was enough.

‘Wait…’

It wasn’t over yet.

If he could just regain his sense in his current state,

he could even kill someone like Edwin, an inferior student, if he wanted to.

But still, something felt unsettling.

While repeatedly dwelling on the pain of defeat like licking his gallbladder,

his mind, which had rather become calmer, created new suspicions.

What he was thinking about now was indeed the background and timing of when the curse was placed.

And chronologically, falling into this curse happened after the duel with Lev Denec.

‘…’

Kaelan, now fully dressed, asked Sera.

“You.”

“…?”

“…Do you know Lev Denec?”

“Uh…. Lev Denec?”

At Kaelan’s sudden question, Sera’s hand unconsciously tensed.

-Crack.

Accordingly, her cigar was instantly crushed into a V-shape.

Sara also couldn’t help but know Lev Denec.

How much had she been beaten by Regillus because of that bastard.

“I know him. That bastard, despite his low rank, rejected Crow Fey’s recruitment offer.”

“He rejected it?”

“Why? You got a grudge against him too?”

“…”

The guy who wouldn’t show interest in anything except his own excellence was showing interest.

Sara smiled secretly without Kaelan noticing.

‘If I use this…?’

She might be able to get revenge on that youngster.

“He’s an interesting one? That Valantes woman from the circle you created was also trying to make contact with him, showing interest…”

“Aveline…?”

“Yeah. Well… the Academy’s semester has ended, and when the festival starts, isn’t it the age to get heated up? The genders match perfectly too.”

“…”

At Sera’s words tinged with laughter, Kaelan just maintained silence.

“Good luck~”

-Rustle

She stepped on her cigarette butt and disappeared leisurely.

With this, the fire was… set.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

Claris Academy, Hall of Struggle.

During vacation periods and exam periods, since people crowded the training halls,

this place temporarily served as a free training ground where people could freely interact and train with whoever they wanted.

And for several days after returning from the Imperial Capital, I had been receiving magic training from Yeriel.

“Lev… wasn’t yesterday supposed to be reading Chapter 3 of the Circle Magic theory book?”

“Was it?”

“But you’re saying you can already cast magic…?”

“Yeah. That’s how it turned out.”

“…!”

Yeriel, who had her hair half-tied today, looked back and forth between me and the magic book.

“Lev… amazing…”

While magicians in this world would faint from the lack of fundamentals,

thanks to the ‘Gamer’ characteristic that had lost its supporting role restriction and had its reins loosened, my speed of learning magic became ridiculously fast.



⚙ System Notification ⚙






› Prerequisites met

› Would you like to acquire the book’s information?

› Expected Fatigue: 68/100





As long as the stat requirements from the theory book were met, simply reading it allowed the information to be simplified and understood,

and the magical truths I realized at that time became automatically acquired as skills according to my standards.

After that, if registered in the skill window, I could use magic without particularly needing to chant or concentrate.

Of course, since these skill registration slots were limited and I couldn’t use all magic,

I could be considered a half-baked magician.

Well, it didn’t matter.

My main purpose was just to increase my mana amount to maintain two transformations together.


3rd Circle Achievement Conditions


▶Acquire 10 or more 2nd Circle skills (Achieved)

▶Magic Power Requirement: 3.0 or higher (Achieved)

▶Mana Requirement: 3.0 or higher (Achieved)





Therefore, it was enough to just painfully learn one skill at a time according to the grade and raise the circle.

-Ding.



📜 Status Information 📜






▶  Strength: 3.3

▶  Vitality: 3.35

▶  Agility: 3.3(4.29)

▶  Magic Power: 3.1(3.41)

▶  Mana: 3.4

▶  Mental Power: 2.6

▶  Resonance: 2.3

▶  Luck: 4.0

▶  Specialization

› Circle Magic(3)

› Crossbow – Proficiency(7)

›  Curse Resistance(4)

› Fire Resistance(3)

› Physical Resistance(4)





Thanks to the luck stat, magic power and mana had accumulated over time, so meeting the conditions wasn’t difficult either.

“Lev. You’re too fast…”

Yeriel seemed shocked by my growth speed and was looking at me with somewhat reverent eyes.

Finding that cute, I wanted to tease her.

“Yeriel.”

“Yes?”

“Hand here.”

What I pointed to with my index finger was the back of my head.

She put her hand in an awkward position where my hair tips touched.

“…Wh-what is it?!”

“I was wondering if you weren’t going to praise me today.”

“……Huh?”

“During the written test, you patted my head saying ‘well done.'”

“……Hah!”

At the words “pat pat,” Yeriel quickly withdrew her hand with a start and began looking around.

“……L-Lev! Shh! And that time was…!”

Her reaction was perfect.

Why was she so fun to tease?

Her blush was working hard today too.

“That time I did it without thinking…!”

Actually, after the misunderstanding in the Imperial Capital, she seemed to have become somewhat uncomfortable with me,

occasionally keeping her gaze on the floor at just one word from me, or extremely avoiding physical contact.

“I just wanted to praise you somehow…! Though I really did think it was amazing too…!”

Probably, being teased then had been more embarrassing than expected.

“I know. It’s a joke. A joke. I got this far thanks to my capable teacher.”

“……”

I packed my things and got up from my seat.

“Same time tomorrow? No, was today the last day…”

“Ah…”

Yeriel had said it would take at least two weeks of training.

Well, I was learning faster than expected so the end was being brought forward.

“Wait…!”

Yeriel quickly held out a magic book along with her answer.

“It’s until to-tomorrow, so you must come… read this first, same time, same place.”

“Aren’t you going?”

“Go… first.”

“Okay, thanks for your hard work.”

I left the Hall of Struggle, leaving behind Yeriel who was speaking like a robot.

.

.

.

A day was short. There was much to do.

My next destination was the Evolution Chamber.

The reason was…

‘Kaelan…’

It had been about two weeks since he went into seclusion at Crow Fey.

By now I could roughly predict his movements.

Actually, the bug I used.

The curse using parasitism had a solution.

It was what I saw from Tobiel when I went to Black Tower to save Yeriel,

a technique that high-ranking demons possessed:

Using the ‘Spring of Souls’.

To activate the Spring of Souls, death must precede it.

In other words, death meant returning to nothingness.

One reset here.

Afterwards, the demon’s cradle prepared in Pandemonium would reconstruct the soul considering the injected magic power or practitioner’s qualities.

Probably at this point, if reconstruction succeeded, the parasitism skill wouldn’t follow.

After all, it was a technique that utilized a bug.

So I wanted to keep this point in mind to some extent.

Crow Fey was a large guild with connections to demons,

so there was a possibility they might have taken that method.

Of course, it didn’t matter.

First, when checked with demon eyes, Kaelan had already lost his copy skill so it couldn’t be recalled even with the Spring of Souls.

He had crossed a river of no return.

Second, using the Spring of Souls meant he had become either a demon or a demonkin.

This could be seen simply as ‘powering up!’ with shounen manga sensibilities,

but naturally since the Academy was hostile to demons, he couldn’t fully use his power,

and even in the worst situation, my characteristic ‘Hermit’ activated against demons so it was rather thank you.

‘Next is… Information, Demonkin Transformation, Fallen Angel Transformation.’

-Ding!



📜 Skill Information 📜






▶  Demonkin Transformation [Lv.1] (Active) (Ultimate Skill)

▶  (Current stats+0.5)x1.05 status bonus.

* Maintainable time with current mana amount: 124.32 seconds

▶  Exp: (0/300)

▶  Acquisition difficulty: Extreme





-Ding!



📜 Skill Information 📜






▶  Fallen Angel Transformation [Lv.None] (Active) (Ultimate Skill)

Control fallen angel power to be possessed by darkness for a certain time.

› All stats increase slightly.

(*Increase amount rises in proportion to Necessary Evil)

▶  Reduces consumption values of all skills except ‘Fallen Angel Transformation’.

▶  Passive – Necessary Evil – When defeating demons while using this skill, the ‘Fallen Angel Transformation’ skill is permanently strengthened.

*  Maintainable time with current mana amount: 124.32 seconds

▶  Fight evil with evil.

-Fallen Angel, Belial.

▶  Exp: (None)

▶  Acquisition difficulty: Extreme





The maintenance time for both skills had increased.

And both techniques consumed the same amount of mana.

In simple arithmetic, using both together should halve the duration,

but probably when using Fallen Angel Transformation, since it reduced the consumption values of skills used during that time, the final maintenance time would be a bit longer.

The most core cheat aspect of these two skills was the black magic power that gushed out.

At first, I couldn’t control this so it was meaningless but…

As my weapon, Ash Dispersion, accumulated this as possession rate and could utilize it as magic power, its applications became endless.

In other words, at this strengthened point, there was no problem with me challenging Trial 3.

Although I couldn’t use Ash Dispersion in the chamber since I had to use Academy-issued weapons…

Since I needed the Evolution Chamber and Sinatis’s awakening gland to acquire wind archery next anyway.

It couldn’t be avoided.

‘Let’s get a new skill.’

After a long time, I knocked on the chamber’s door.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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“Why… is he avoiding me?”

In the Hall of Struggle, the blonde knight, Aveline Valantes, was walking around the training ground with her thumb nail against her lips.

Raymond and Emma’s testimony that a man using a crossbow was heavily involved in defeating the Pleasure Lord.

-I’m telling you it’s him! That person!

Even with testimony, it was hard to believe.

The Pleasure Lord was an expedition-level boss, how could someone do it alone?

Nobody could easily accept it without witnessing the process of defeat with their own eyes.

In the end, she had followed Lev to confirm this, but he openly avoided Aveline.

No, he ignored her.

Lev Denec, just a rank B man.

Meanwhile, Aveline was the young lady of a prestigious family with the background of the highly regarded [Divine Valhalla].

Naturally, when such a woman showed interest, wasn’t it a man’s duty to respond?

But he left his seat as if he disliked even starting a conversation.

-Gnaw.

“Did he really defeat the Pleasure Lord alone…!”

Unless it was to that extent, there was no reason to act so high and mighty.

Aveline recalled Lev Denec from her memory.

‘Come to think of it, he wasn’t overwhelmingly outmatched by Kaelan either…’

Though the outcome was Lev Denec’s defeat, hadn’t he surrendered by his own mouth?

Truly, the thought that he might be hiding his true abilities excited Aveline.

And if it was true that he had defeated [Pleasure Lord] alone, if other guilds were to find out about this fact…

It was clear as day they would try to recruit him with burning enthusiasm.

‘Then I, I must hurry…!’

With Kaelan faltering, Aveline was feeling urgent.

When the second semester started, they would begin selecting hero candidates separately.

To belong to a hero party consisting of five people, capable companions were absolutely essential.

-Gnaw.

It was a natural truth to bet on the highest card if you had one.

She couldn’t stay still if she wanted to avoid tarnishing Divine Valhalla’s honor.

-Gnaw!

“…!”

When Aveline was driven to such psychological crisis, she saw a ray of light.

Where the male students’ sidelong glances were directed.

Yeriel Artina caught her eye.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-Thump thump.

Several days after returning from the Imperial Capital, Yeriel’s heart wouldn’t calm down.

‘I told a lie…’

Actually, the private tutoring to teach magic was supposed to end today.

Given his limit as measured by the crystal ball that detected innate magic power, his growth potential was around 3rd circle.

Of course, his growth speed was amazingly fast, taking much less time than Yeriel had expected.

Originally, she should have seen his face for over two weeks…

-It’s until to-tomorrow, so you must come… read this first, same time, same place.

Was that why? Yeriel had unconsciously said there was a schedule tomorrow too.

“Really…”

Since vacation had started, Rev probably had his own schedule like returning to his family temporarily.

She had told an unwanted lie.

‘I have to go back this time too…’

Of course, she too had to return to the Artina family mansion located at the border before vacation ended.

That’s what being noble meant. One couldn’t invest all their time just in the Academy.

This wasn’t the end of the schedule.

If there was one thing Yeriel was looking forward to now,

-Yeriel… I might have to see those kids again… First years really don’t listen! Just because we’re the same age they think they can take it easy, what’s with that?

As her friend Daisy, who had skipped grades together, had grumbled,

after the Claris festival that would be held in a few days ended, there was a travel schedule for improving relationships between seniors and juniors.

Of course, since they would go as a group, she didn’t know what the detailed composition would be,

but if she was lucky, she could become part of Lev’s supervised group.

Also, since the one night two day journey to the Imperial Capital was fun, wouldn’t travel be even better than that?

‘And… I need to work harder in the second semester…!’

Yeriel clenched her fists.

With great difficulty… she had received permission to operate Black Tower in the second semester.

It was thanks to Lev not making things big.

‘…’

And Yeriel left a part of her heart empty.

Lev who had been with her throughout the first semester.

Now that he had cleared all his demerits, expecting him to choose Black Tower again would be greedy.

“Lady Yeriel.”

“?”

At that moment, a familiar shadow approached her.

“It has been a while since I saw you.”

The Academy’s unique way of speaking. It was Aveline.

“Aveline?”

“I am glad to see you look well.”

The two finished their friendly greetings.

And Yeriel asked with a peaceful smile.

“Did something happen?”

“Well, actually… I have a favor to ask…”

“You can speak comfortably…!”

To Aveline who was slightly trailing off, Yeriel answered with the intention of granting her request if possible.

After all, it was Aveline who had helped with Edwin’s training at Lev’s request last time.

“From my perspective, Lady Yeriel seems to maintain quite a close relationship with that man, Lev Denec…?”

“Le…v?”

When Lev’s name came from Aveline’s mouth, Yeriel was momentarily flustered but soon handled it calmly.

“…I… guess? So that’s how it looks… Ah, I suppose it’s because I’ve been teaching him various things these past few days…!”

“Then this will be quick. There has been talk of recruiting Lord Lev at my guild Divine Valhalla.”

“At Aveline’s guild…?!”

Divine Valhalla was generally known to the public as the Holy Knights Guild.

Of course, since they couldn’t fulfill all guild missions with just holy knights, they had built up some level of cooperative guilds and members.

Therefore, being directly under Divine Valhalla could be seen as an extremely exceptional offer even if not as a holy knight.

Above all, even more so because one could cooperate with experts comparable to the Imperial Knights in the Empire.

“However, could Lady Yeriel tell him to come visit Divine Valhalla for a tour? Of course, if both of you came together, I would welcome it even more.”

“Ah, that…”

Yeriel thought for a bit, then organized her position.

“Since it’s related to the guild, wouldn’t it be better for Aveline to tell Lev directly rather than me, an unrelated person…?”

“…Well…”

“?”

To Yeriel’s question, Aveline slightly turned her head and avoided her gaze.

Guild experiences, tours, or even recruitment tests were frequently seen at the Academy during vacation.

And it was quite exceptional for a large guild like Divine Valhalla to show interest in a first-year student first.

‘But why… ask me?’

“As Lady Yeriel knows! Since we’re not close, it’s difficult to make a separate occasion… that’s why.”

“I see….”

“That… didn’t I grant Lady Yeriel’s request last time?!”

“That’s true but…”

“So if you help just this once… I would be really grateful!”

At Aveline’s words, Yeriel suddenly remembered what Aria had told her in the Imperial Capital.

-Yes, Lev seemed uncomfortable somehow, so he said we should leave.

The story that Lev had avoided his seat when Aveline approached.

Of course, she would need to hear both sides, but Lev must have had his reasons for acting that way too.

‘Since I… decided to trust Lev.’

She apologized to Aveline in a polite tone.

“Sorry, Aveline, but this request seems difficult.”

“!!”

Though she was someone who had trouble refusing requests, she could be infinitely firm when it came to Lev.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Claris Academy, Evolution Chamber.

-You came.

Sinatis spoke as if she had known I would come.

After the Yeriel rescue incident, this was the first time properly facing Sinatis.

Of course it was awkward.

-Swoosh.

I held out the gift first without preamble.

“A gift for you that I brought from the Imperial Capital.”

Sinatis, who received the well-wrapped small box, looked at me in silence as if telling me to explain.

-…

“I’m grateful for flying me to Black Tower then. You’ll like it.”

Sinatis used most of her mana for operating this chamber.

Therefore, both flying me with the griffin then and bringing Edwin must have been quite burdensome for her.

-…

After receiving my gift, Sinatis looked at me briefly, then walked ahead.

It seemed like she was telling me to follow, so I followed behind her.

.

.

.

-When alone, here.

After passing through numerous rooms like that.

At the end of the chamber’s corridor. A place with few people.

What she led me to was what looked like a private training room…

A private room.

-As Spirit King Ariel said, helping you is my duty.

She seemed to have opened her heart to me a little like in the novel, no longer speaking in two syllables.

And what this implied was simple.

Due to the Fallen Angel Tobiel incident, Sinatis seemed to have noticed something about me.

At least about me using demon power.

So the reason for preparing a private room was… that she wouldn’t restrict the use of dark magic.

“You knew.”

-….

Sinatis didn’t deny it.

But I had already contracted with the Wind Spirit King,

and since she was a beast of the spirit realm, this was all there was to our relationship.

Sinatis would grow me with awakening glands,

and I would get awakening essence to strengthen wind archery.

She probably wouldn’t intervene with me beyond that.

It was Sinatis who had sworn not to get involved with humans anymore after losing the previous hero Kroon.

“I look forward to working with you.”

-…Don’t need, explanation?

“No.”

I answered briefly and entered the chamber.

.

.

.

What was tested in Evolution Chamber’s Trial 3 was simple.

If Trial 1 was strength and magic power,

Trial 2 was resonance and mental power, agility and vitality,

Trial 3 evaluated these comprehensively.

In other words, the wind avatar created by Sinatis…

Had to be overcome.

‘That means it’s an impossible difficulty…’

While curiosity might arise about how other year students at the Academy did it,

it was simple.

From Trial 3, the entry limit expanded to 5 people who had cleared Trial 2.

In other words, it was content meant to be cleared as a party.

What Sinatis had tried to explain to me was probably ‘this isn’t a place to go alone…’

But…!

There was a reason for ignoring that and coming in.

The super hell difficulty… was reflected in this Evolution Chamber’s trials too.

-Ding.








 Trial 3: Choose the achievement to challenge

Super Hell Difficulty

▶5-Person Clear (Recommended)

▶3-Person Clear (Not Recommended)

▶1-Person Clear (Never Recommended)

*The skill (Wind Archery) obtained differs according to difficulty!





While saying it’s not recommended, they give differentiated rewards.

This is completely… tsundere isn’t it!

Anyway if asked whether I could resist this…

“Absolutely not.”

I chose the third option, ‘1-Person Clear’.

-Ding!








 

▶1-Person Clear

*Once selected, it can never be changed





‘Doing it. 1-Person Clear.’

-Ding.








 

Are you sure you want to select this?





‘They’re really laying it on thick.’

When demons are about to invade and threaten lives soon, would I be scared of just this?

I shouted yes naturally, like shouting “dollar”.

-Ding.








 

Trial 3 Entry.

Starting in 30 seconds
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After Lev Denec disappeared into the chamber,

-Rip.

Sinatis unwrapped the gift he had given.

It was a music box.

Just an ordinary music box that the previous hero Kroon Darunhill used to carry.

Sinatis unknowingly began winding the music box’s spring.

-♪?♩~

A memento that Kroon had used to reassure her when first meeting her as a beast.

She had lost it a long time ago,

how did he know to bring this?

-♪?♩~

Lev Denec used demon power.

But as if asking her to believe that it wasn’t in a bad direction at all,

the familiar melody reassured Sinatis.

-……Kroon.

.

.

.

-If you understand, then apologize to my companion.

-Hey, what kind of attitude is that toward the professor?

Even suddenly standing up for himself.



-Given… time is running out. Must go.

-It’s urgent. Please give me a ride.

Not hesitating particularly in his actions either.

Above all, even though it was a trial made considering 5 people, not coming out… indeed…

-You, resemble him.

Though their personality and appearance were very different, why did he overlap with him?

While fiddling with the music box,

Sinatis showed a lonely smile.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Evolution Chamber’s Trial 3.

In fan fiction Chapter 4, second semester part,

Edwin had achieved the feat of clearing it with two people by forming a party with Selena.

-They cleared Trial 3 with just two first-years?

-Impossible!

The Academy was shocked and the world was shocked.

It was good that Edwin formed a good atmosphere with Selena here.

The problem was the fan fiction writer’s brain malfunction that followed.

As Kaelan, who copied Selena’s wind archery and Edwin’s execution, cleared Trial 3 alone,

he became maximally spotlighted…

It became a collection of self-insert daughter characters.

‘That won’t happen anymore.’

Anyway, because of this narrative,

unlike Trials 1 and 2, Trial 3 had some description of the strategy in the original work.

First, the target to be defeated was the high-rank wind spirit, Jinn.

I already knew about this spirit being’s setting from the fan fiction.

Unlike low and mid-rank spirits, Jinn itself had intelligence and could switch between close/long-range combat according to the situation.

Since it used high-rank wind magic and its unique swordsmanship here,

many aspiring vanguards and rearguard students wanted to learn magic or sword techniques from it.

However, after the demon invasion began, the spirit realm maintained neutrality with a passive attitude as much as possible,

and with the number of spirit users and elementalists greatly decreasing, those who could summon high-rank spirits like Jinn to the mortal world were quite rare.

In the end, Sinatis had implemented Jinn’s avatar in Trial 3 for hero training.

‘That was roughly the setting…’

This guy’s pattern was simple.

It was divided largely into close/long-range stances,

in close-range stance it attempted high-powered attacks and finishing moves using a dagger with [Wind Sword Technique],

in long-range stance it only attacked with simple wind magic like [Wind Cutter], [Wind Edge], but maintained virtual invincibility by constantly maintaining [Wind Wall], a defensive magic equivalent to 6th circle.

Therefore, only when Jinn maintained close-range stance was there any possibility for me to deal damage.

The problem was that due to the compatibility between archer and assassin, when it approached to attack, I naturally had difficulty shooting the crossbow.

That’s why this was a trial requiring party play, and the vanguard and rearguard strategies diverged depending on what form Jinn took.

For example, when it was in long-range form, the vanguard would disrupt its magic casting while the rearguard aimed for effective hits in that gap.

Conversely, when it was in close-range form, the vanguard would need to position well to prevent it from approaching allied rearguard and midrangers.

Reviewing Edwin and Selena’s cooperation method was the same.

When Selena supported Edwin with wind energy through covering fire, it looked roughly even, but when Selena ran out of wind energy, Jinn switched to close-range stance to target Selena first.

Here Selena couldn’t withstand its fierce attacks and was out.

But Edwin awakened in that gap and overcame Jinn, that was the story.

There had never been a pattern that completely went against the original story.

Therefore, if I kept this in mind and actively utilized it, it would surely be an easy victory.

-Tick.

When the pocket watch bought in the Imperial Capital was approaching about 6 PM,

-Ding.





Trial 3 Start





A simple status window message popped up.

And after that, one spirit being revealed its appearance.

-…

The overall appearance was a tall adult male,

with flowing long hair that could appear in Greco-Roman mythology.

The whole body sparkled with emerald light, giving a hologram-projected feeling.

This dreamlike atmosphere harmonized to create mystique.

-Next challenger?

The guy’s low resonating voice.

Though it looked quite gentle and sweet…

its combat style was not like that at all…

The clear condition was simple.

Using exclusive weapons that could only be used in the chamber, not substitute weapons like Ash Dispersion,

I had to reduce its HP to 0%.

Damage judgment would be applied considering what Sinatis had set up.

Since it was literally an illusion, I wouldn’t die either, but if I exposed vital points or got hit too much, I would be disqualified immediately.

As I was quietly organizing my thoughts like that,

it asked me in an emotionless voice.

-…We’ll start when your companions finish entering.

As expected, it didn’t know I was challenging alone.



📜 Character Information 📜





Jinn

› High-rank Wind Spirit

› HP: 100%

› Stance: None





‘No stance…’

I carefully asked it.

“When entry is complete, can we attack first?

-Alrig…

-Fweeeeee!

-!!

Its word “alright” was not completed.

It might have been underhanded, but my wind archery reacted first.

And,

-Keeeeek!

The sound of wind ripping through wind.





Critical Hit!

› Additional damage proportional to agility

› Jinn

› High-rank Wind Spirit

› HP: 61%

› Stance: None





-…?!

Afterimage Shot-Curved Shot excellently penetrated Jinn’s left side.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-…

Rapid fire was about shooting quickly in a straight line by catching gaps the opponent didn’t expect.

Even high-rank spirit being Jinn had seen quite a lot of aspiring archer students’ patterns.

Of course, even so, it hadn’t expected the bluffing that utilized the fact of challenging alone.

Usually most challenged with 4 or 5 people, and this person was the first to challenge alone.

Therefore, Jinn was forced to let its guard down.

-Alrig…

-Fweeeeeee!

As soon as it gave permission for first strike, blue wind arrows rushed at it.

-‘Human… wind archery…?’

It was too late to deploy magic. Therefore, Jinn tried to escape the trajectory with minimal movement.

But that rather became poison.

-Whoosh!

When it hurriedly twisted its body,

-Keeeek!

-!!

His wind arrow properly penetrated Jinn’s side as if predicting this.

It wasn’t rapid fire.

What he shot was [Wind Arrow-Curved Shot]

Moreover, a wind archery technique never seen before.

A blue attack that left afterimages in its trajectory.

-‘Even at this speed… curved shot…?’

From the aiming posture to the trigger-pulling shoulder motion, everything passed like it was cut off.

Adding a bit of exaggeration, it wasn’t visible.

So, naturally it had judged it as rapid fire, but.

-…!

-Wheeee…

The clear trace of the crossbow arrow penetrating its side remained, then disappeared with the wind.

It had given up an effective hit from the start.

-Never go easy, never let your guard down.

The words Sinatis had cautioned Jinn with.

They were real.

This guy wasn’t trying to play around.

He really intended to overcome it alone.

Jinn changed its stance first.

Powerful wind pressure began to swirl around it.

From now on it would not allow any attacks.

-‘This feeling… how long… has it been.’

Looking up, the guy was making an expression without a hint of hesitation or confusion.

Originally, spirits had little interest in humans who weren’t spirit users but.

Jinn unknowingly asked the boy.

-…Name?

“Lev Denec.”

Lev Denec…

Maybe because it took a good hit aggressively.

The ordinary yet suitable human name felt somewhat distant.

After reciting this once, Jinn,

-Whoooooo!!

As if his name had become an incantation spell, began casting wind magic in both hands.

.

.

.

In a ranged vs ranged fight, it was an easily seen aspect.

-Clang! Clang Clang Clang!

With each of Jinn’s controlled movements,

wind blades, Wind Cutters became projectiles, pouring down on Lev.

Crescent moon-shaped wind boomerangs.

-Fwit!

-Bang! Babang!

And Lev shot these down one by one with his crossbow.

On the surface it seemed Jinn had the initiative, becoming a situation where it unilaterally pushed Lev back, but that was just how it appeared.

Jinn’s extending attacks were all repeatedly blocked by the guy’s wind archery.

And his wind arrows penetrated through Wind Cutters, subtly aiming for Jinn’s vital points.

-‘Is he reading my attack trajectories?’

He wasn’t some run-of-the-mill archer.

Of course since Jinn had the wind wall, it wouldn’t give up any more effective hits but…

Actually it thought Lev’s actions were a bit awkward.

While knowing how to shoot the crossbow so quickly, he seemed to lack combat experience, excessively responding even to just one Wind Cutter.

Looking at Lev who didn’t control power and just distributed skills,

Various miscellaneous possibilities came to Jinn’s mind.

-‘He’s probably just waiting for my mistake.’

It didn’t matter.

That very act of dealing with magic projectiles through shooting, while being a kind of ‘look how good I am’ that only exceptional archers with amazing dynamic vision could do, was also extreme waste at the same time.

Wind archery used ‘wind energy’ as a cost.

In other words, there was a limit to its use.

Moreover, the guy was solo, not a party.

Without even being a long battle, in 1-2 minutes he would collapse on his own from lack of maintenance power.

In comparison, the Wind Cutter that Jinn used was equivalent to 3rd circle magic in Circle Magic so the cost-effectiveness was overwhelmingly good.

-‘Soon.’

Jinn planned to continue appropriate attrition warfare from range until Lev’s wind energy showed bottom.

And when the guy’s wind energy was depleted, it, who could engage in close combat, would use Wind Walk, a mobility enchant skill, to lead him into melee.

Being an archer and having wind archery sealed, he would clearly be very vulnerable in close combat.

Having taken a big effective hit at the start, this was Jinn’s composure to block any possible variables in advance.

Like that, Jinn’s Wind Cutters began pouring down on Lev again.

-Clang, clang clang!

“Kugh!”

Gradually the power of his wind archery began to plummet rapidly.

-‘Is this all…?’



Jinn was disappointed in the boy… Lev.

Was that first attack really just luck after all?

Or was it because its response had been too careful?

-Bland.

After exchanging several more rounds of wind archery and Wind Cutters like that, confusion began to frost over on Lev’s face for a moment.

Now he had no wind energy remaining.

-Over.

-Swoosh!

-!!

Leaving those words, Jinn switched stance and charged at Lev.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Since Jinn was a wind spirit,

it could know the total amount of wind energy I had, and it had a gimmick of switching to close-range stance to target archers first when that became 0.

And, each stance switch had about a 20-second cooldown.

Therefore,

-Ding.





Remaining Wind Energy: 0





I wasted wind energy.

Intentionally.



📜 Character Information 📜





Jinn

› High-rank Wind Spirit

› HP: 61%

› Stance: Close-range





‘Got it.’

The first victory condition, making Jinn take close-range stance.

-Tadadadat!

As expected, realizing I was empty, it began infiltrating while drastically reducing distance.

‘Whew.’

Finally it was time to test it.

The moment Jinn tried to point its dagger at me,

-?!

I activated the ultimate skill.

‘Fallen Angel Transformation.’

-Ziiing!





Fallen Angel Transformation

 Greatly reduces consumption values needed for skill use!





-Whoooong!

A wave of black magic power spread to the surroundings in an instant.

There wasn’t much difference in feeling from Demonkin Transformation.

Unpleasant magic power made my blood boil and excited me like my sanity would snap if I lost focus even a little.

-Ziiiiiing!!

-!!

Though it seemed momentarily confused by the pitch-black thing gushing out, it ignored it and attacked aiming for my vital points.

-Kaclang!

-!!

But it was like with Kaelan.

The wind barrier I had deployed in advance blocked this and bounced it away for a moment.

-!!!!!!

‘Double Chant.’

Following that, I cast Demonkin Transformation stored in [Shackles of Inscription].





Demonkin Transformation 

Skill power increases!





-Babababababang!!!

Then an even bigger black wind pressure burst out and enveloped Jinn, the spirit being charging again.

-Whoooooo!!!

Alien magic power occurring in succession.

For reference, where demons pass by, flowers and plants all die.

Naturally, spirits who value nature would instinctively feel a terrible feeling.

As if detecting danger, it withdrew its attack and calmly created distance to check my condition.

-…A demon?

“…”

I didn’t answer.

I only thought about the conditions to defeat Jinn.

First was that I could deal damage when it was in close-range stance,

‘This is done.’

Second was that sufficient distance must be maintained to shoot the crossbow.

‘This is done too.’

Seeing me silently raise my crossbow,

-Swish.

For a moment, it took a defensive stance with its dagger.

It would think it could block ordinary crossbow shots that weren’t wind archery anyway.

Regardless, I immediately used Fallen Angel Transformation once more with the Ring of Inscription.

‘Inscription Chant.’

-Whoooooooooo!!!!



📜 Skill Information 📜





Fallen Angel Transformation: Greatly reduces consumption values needed for skill use!

▶ Current State

› Ultimate Skill: Fallen Angel Transformation

› Double Chant: Demonkin Transformation

› Inscription Chant: Fallen Angel Transformation

› Maintainable Time: 12 seconds





‘Ughhhh…’

Similar to when I first used Demonkin Transformation and overdid it, pain like my whole body was burning transmitted.

Probably because the triple-layered transformation of Fallen Angel – Demonkin – Fallen Angel was burning the mana in my body like crazy.

Even though I had trained harshly with Yeriel to increase mana amount, the estimate in my hand was… just 12 seconds.

Instead, during this short time the wind energy consumption value was reduced to the extreme.

-Whooooo…

-…!!!!

As if noticing some unknown threat, Jinn tried to switch back to long-range form, but 20 seconds hadn’t passed yet.

I would end it in that time.

No, I wanted to end it.

Actually, for that… I had no attack means remaining.

-Ding.





Remaining Wind Energy: 0





Wind energy 0 that disappeared from waste. Mana to maintain Fallen Angel, Demonkin for about 10 seconds.

Of course thanks to this, I could lure Jinn into close-range stance, but the black magic power filling this wide chamber was gradually disappearing too.

Because without Ash Dispersion I couldn’t convert it to possession rate.

-…?

Jinn couldn’t help but know this too.

-…

When I stayed still, its emerald eyes wavered for a moment.

With no wind energy, no mana, and the mysterious black magic power cleared, what kind of attack could a man like me make.

-!!

-Tadadadat!

Not missing this moment, it rushed at me once more.

I checked my pocket watch with a sidelong glance.

The time now was on the hour.

It was late, and I…

‘Won.’

-Ding.





Remaining Wind Energy: 16





The wind energy recovery cycle that only existed during closed beta.

Though not a bug, wind energy recovered by hour units then, not minute units.

This was patched to minute unit ticks after open beta.

In other words, for me who received the original passive, wind energy didn’t accumulate at 0.26 per minute,

but filled up 16 at once per hour unit.

And I had entered the chamber timing with this.

-Thud.

I threw the pocket watch on the floor and concentrated all my mind on the crossbow.

With 16, how many shots could I fire.

At least it should be enough to finish it now that Wind Wall was gone.

-……!!!!!!

Jinn, the spirit being that felt the suddenly gathering wind energy, opened its eyes wide as if flustered.

“Take this.”

I calmly recited one syllable at a time.

‘Afterimage Shot, Curved Shot, Rapid Fire.’





▶ Fallen Angel Transformation: Greatly reduces consumption values needed for skill use!

▶ Demonkin Transformation: Skill power increases!

▶ Fallen Angel Transformation: Greatly reduces consumption values needed for skill use!





-Chalang.

At this moment when I pulled the trigger, everything merged into one, as if existing just for this moment.

-□□□□□□□□□□□□□□□□□□□□□□□□□□□□□□□

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

.

.

.

-Dingaling!


Academy Achievement


Congratulations! Awaken Chamber Clear!

› *1-Person Clear Achieved: Enhanced Wind Archery will be granted

› Reward Distribution: All Stat Bonus, Skill Point

› Luck Activated!: Agility, Vitality, Mana additionally increase

› Awakening Essence 3 Recognized

› Wind Archery Level increases!

› New Skill Acquired!





When I came out of the chamber clearing away the messy status windows, Sinatis showed no surprised expression as if she had expected this.

“Lev, good work.”

Only her maid Flora handed me a towel and water.

When I roughly gave an eye-greeting of thanks to her who had even taken care of my belongings, Sinatis spoke.

-Trial 4, want to, do it now?

“……”

From Trial 4 was the elite course. Said to be hero course level…

It was probably Sinatis-style joking.

“I’m tired today.”

-Heh.

At my retort, she laughed…

Doesn’t she only show her smile to Kroon…?

This won’t do.

I need to escape before Sinatis’s character breaks down.

“Ahem, I’ll eat we~ell. You’re giving the trial clear scholarship too, right?”

-…Wait.

At my question Sinatis stopped me.

“?”

-…

And when Sinatis hesitated, Flora answered instead.

“She wants to say she liked the gift you gave her.”

“…No need for thanks.”

With those final words, I really left the chamber.

.

.

.

“Ughhhhhhh…”

A groan burst out.

I collapsed on a nearby bench at the platform waiting for the circular train.

Felt like dying.

Though I acted tough in the chamber,

stacking three transformations was too much after all.

Being unfamiliar, I couldn’t bring out the abilities’ true nature fully,

and since I suddenly drained all at once the mana container that I had forcibly expanded recently, my body couldn’t help but be strained.

Above all, the weak point was that Lev Denec himself had a setting of no talent for magic.

‘Here, if I were to use Ash Dispersion’s possession rate too…’

Could I handle it?

‘This is crazy.’

My animal instinct was telling me.

If I lost consciousness in a situation with possession rate…

I might really get devoured by demons and become a demonkin.

‘Then it wouldn’t be different from becoming a rag doll…’

Of course, this was my groundless thought, but anyway that’s how much pain it was.

“Phew.”

Only after letting three trains pass did the pain subside.

The problem was that I couldn’t get up at all with no strength in my whole body.

‘I’ll have to wait until I recover.’

It would be nice if Aria appeared with a ta-da and healed me…

-Am I some kind of potion!

Somehow I felt like I could hear her voice.

-Again, again! Where did you get hurt like this…!

Well, thinking about the nagging I would have to hear while being healed, this might be better.

“Ugh.”

-Shudder shudder.

Anyway it seemed like it would take quite a while,

and with nothing to do, let’s check the new skill.

‘New skill.’

-Ding.



📜 Skill Information 📜





▶ Wind Archery [Lv.3] (N/A)

›  A technique that could be used after contracting with Wind Spirit King Aerial.

› Can acquire new techniques as level increases.

▶ Currently Acquired Skills

› 1st Form Wind Arrow

› 2nd Form Wind Barrier

› 3rd Form Wind Destruction Arrow (new!)

▶ Exp: (Awakening Essence 4 needed)





‘Oh…??????’

The moment I saw the status window, the pain disappeared completely.

According to the original wind archery manual,

what I should have gotten was 3rd Form – Wind Blast Arrow in sequence.



But, perhaps as a reward for clearing Trial 3 alone, it had changed to Wind ‘Destruction’ Arrow.

Though it was hellishly difficult, was this giving a reward worthy of that?

-Gulp.

This must become the key to carry [Beast Descent: Gate of the Netherworld].

After painfully swallowing,

following the flow of consciousness, I selected view skill details.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Abyss.

-Hrrrrhrrrrh!!

The 26th demon, Bune, was twisting his body while making strange groans.

The time for human hunting was approaching after a long while.

Because that guy Andras had led the undead army he made for him and went on a rampage of plundering ten years ago,

until recently, there hadn’t been a turn for Bune to step up.

Of course, even though his creations had become weakened,

and there was no reason for demons to fear humans.

Those guys calling themselves gods of heaven weren’t just pushovers.

Even among humans, agents who received inherited abilities from these gods could perform demon slaying or execution,

and even strong demons sometimes met their end at the hands of such humans if they were unlucky.

Also, demons became weaker the further they got from the demon realm-Pandemonium, and conversely, the closer they got to sanctuaries-God’s blessing where humans gathered.

-I thought I was done for!

In that context, Andras was foolish.

His personality was violent and eccentric, disregarding everything when his temper flared.

Probably while venting far from his authority in Pandemonium.

After falling into a sanctuary’s trap, he would have met his end at the hands of soon-to-be-praised ‘national heroes’.

Of course, Greater Demons could be revived in Pandemonium thanks to the demon’s spring,

but for some reason, he had disappeared.

About that point, even Bune couldn’t understand why.

Anyway, the fortunate thing was that the Empire’s emperor was a coward.

He always only deployed heroes, that is, inheritors, in the center of the Imperial Capital and the borders.

This case was the same.

The surprise show Bune was planning was attacking Claris Academy, called the Empire’s cradle.

He had already had Fallen Angel-Tobiel do work on the Netherworld gate.

-Foolish one.

Tobiel had died doing unnecessary things without being ordered.

-That was the limit of his vessel.

Anyway, he would take advantage of the gap when security became lax due to vacation.

Unlike the demon forces that always only nibbled at the borders when invading,

if his newly created magic beasts appeared before youngsters who hadn’t developed their abilities, they could deal quite significant damage.

He was so curious to see how they would struggle, what kind of fear they would show to entertain him.

Moreover, Bune, a master of necromancy magic, had devised a way to return to Pandemonium even if danger arose during the slaughter.

In other words, perfect preparation…

What remained was one-sided massacre.

-Kehitkehihihit!

The cowardly emperor, and McClone who had annoyed Bune in the last war.

Their hopes… were gathered at Claris.

He would trample those buds without missing any before they grew.

-Looking forward to it…

The woman with saint qualities that Andras regretted not tasting.

The woman with fallen angel seeds planted.

They were all there.

-Lick.

He would tear them to shreds before heaven’s touch reached them.

When Bune looked around while licking his lips,

around his throne made of human bones where he sat, undead legions were standing in tight formation.

Though their combat ability couldn’t be called good since training was still incomplete…

Their numbers and amount of magic power were comparable to the Empire’s combined forces.

The next war would completely exterminate the creatures.

Bune trembled and trembled for a long while imagining that scene of slaughter.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

With a familiar sound effect, a status window popped up before my eyes.

-Ding.



📜 Skill Information 📜





▶ 3rd Form Wind Destruction Arrow (Active) (Ultimate Skill)

›  Demon Control Evil Destruction – Shoots everything away like wind sweeping.

› Attacks enemies in a vast range when cast.

* 1 time usable

* Due to contract with Ariel, consumed wind energy decreases and damage dramatically increases

* When usable count becomes 0, changes to 3rd Form Wind Blast Arrow





“?”

A wind archery technique I’d never seen before following Afterimage Shot.

Not only was it an ultimate skill, but it could only be used once.

In other words, it meant it was an incredibly strong skill in exchange for only being usable once.

If I added possession rate to the Fallen Angel and Demonkin Transformations I had now…

I couldn’t gauge how powerful it would be.

How should I use it to achieve maximum efficiency.

It would be too wasteful to use this technique that could only be used once ordinarily.

Reviewing the fan fiction, [Beast Descent – Gate of the Netherworld] was an event where named undead beasts rushed from a dimensional gate.

Greater Demon Bune came saying he would test the beasts he created.

A dark elf briefly came along to tempt Selena.

And buying time against these monsters was Edwin and Kaelan…

In the end, the Academy suffered quite heavy damage, and when the war heroes arrived, Bune taunted them saying “Well~ I just need to escape,” and leisurely slipped away through the dimensional gate.

He didn’t really speak exactly like that, but I remembered his dialogue being vulgar and frivolous despite being a Greater Demon.

Anyway, while Edwin and Kaelan’s rival consciousness strongly ignited, it could be seen as a frustrating development where the Academy’s atmosphere became much heavier.

And I who knew this fact…

‘It’s too wasteful to let this pass like this.’

Bune later appeared being promoted to legion commander after his necromancy abilities were recognized, though there wasn’t much mention of him afterwards in the fan fiction, in the original game he appeared, and tormented players by creating many grotesque monsters.

In other words, since his qualities could be rated a bit higher than a Greater Demon, if I caught this bastard, I could hit a proper jackpot.

I quietly recited.

‘Gate of the Netherworld, Bune, Spring of Souls, Wind Destruction Arrow…’

-…!

At that moment, a very revolutionary method occurred to me.

‘Would that work…?’

It was worth trying.

A method to demon slay every single one of those demon bastards from this world without missing any.

Because that was the cornerstone of my happy Academy life.

It was when I finished that thought.

-Throb.

Through my dizzy vision,

the last circular train entered the platform.

I needed to board now.

-Groooan…

‘…!’

Ash Dispersion on my back was trembling.

I had let my guard down.

Probably absorbed the black magic power faintly remaining around me.

‘Possession… rate…’





Possession Rate: 2/130





Just 2.

But looking at my condition, this wasn’t a good flow.

Like that day after defeating the Flame Demon.

-Whoong!

-Thump! Thump!

My heart pounded thump-thump, and strength left my whole body.

When I was about to lose consciousness like that.

What appeared before me once again was the silver-haired girl with a hint of purple.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

It was Aria who had been helping with healing duties at the Hall of Struggle as usual.

After all, holy magic and healing magic were very important for practice.

-Aria, you overdid it today. You can go back now.

-Ah, just this person.

Given Aria’s personality, saying just one more person, just one more person, she ended up taking the last train back again today.

“…?”

But on the platform going to the chamber, there was a familiar gray-haired man.

“Lev…?”

“…”

He was sitting with his head lowered.

He didn’t move at all.

But Aria could instinctively feel it.

It was like with the Flame Demon.

Because alien black magic power could be felt from Lev.

“Stay still.”

Having just finished healing until now, Aria barely had any mana available.

Therefore, when she calmly tried to take out a mana potion from her bag,

-Thump.

“…!”

Her wrist was covered by Lev’s large hand.

-Swoosh.

-!

And his sturdy shoulder pulled Aria’s body too easily.

Aria and Lev’s faces got close.

An expressionless, deep gaze.

Despite the appearance that could be called decadently beautiful, Aria spoke without budging.

“……Let go.”

“Don’t want to.”

While holding Aria’s wrist with one hand, he stroked her hair with the other hand and spoke.

“Indeed a nice scent.”

“…!”

A sensual voice tone that would only exist between lovers.

‘It’s exactly like that time…’

This wasn’t his true self.

If it was his usual self, he was the type to never touch another person’s body at all.

‘Sigh…’

Therefore, Aria sighed once and was about to chant purification magic right away.

-…Hesitate.

But suddenly curiosity arose.

What would happen if she left him like this?

This was curiosity that the usual Aria would never even think about.

But a weakened Lev, Lev Denec who had lost his reason was hard to see except for now.

What was he trying to demand from her…

Various thoughts passed through Aria’s mind.

He had been seen together with Lady Yeriel often lately.

Come to think of it, in the Imperial Capital too, those two had only come back when dawn was breaking…

‘But why is he saying I have a nice scent…?’

“…”

While curiosity bred more curiosity,

“Need this?”

He held up the mana potion and swished it.

“…Yes.”

Even if Aria reached out or stood on tiptoe, there was no way she could reach Lev’s hand given their height difference.

When her hand cut through empty air several times, Lev added a condition.

“Ask for it.”

“…Please give it to me.”

Though Aria’s plain tone looking up at him was sufficiently cute,

Lev just grinned and added one more word.

“More desperately.”

“Sigh…”

How rude.

She wanted to punch him once.

Indeed his sharp face must exist for times of such mischief.

Though she didn’t understand, seeing how there were several female students who just followed him around lately just looking at his face…

“You’re going to pretend not to know again when you come to your senses.”

“…”

He was still smiling even at Aria’s sharp remark.

Until just a few months ago, he was a man who had shown unnecessary bluster and harm to students including Edwin.

How much of it was his true self?

Was he really a demon?

And would he answer now?

“……”



Finally, the chance for choice came to Aria.

While wanting to believe he wasn’t,

While knowing it was a Pandora’s box that shouldn’t be opened,

She ended up confessing.

“Are you…”

“…?”

A desperate, yearning question.

“Greater Demon… Andras… aren’t you?”

Please, don’t let it be the answer she was thinking of, Aria wished and wished again.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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The Claris Academy was vast, and the night was long.

The last train had passed, leaving the platform empty.

-Tick.

All but one central light, which illuminated the two figures, turned off simultaneously.

In the silence that followed, Aria’s gaze finally settled on the gray-haired man, as if finding its proper place.

-…

It was a silence that could be considered long.

And this silence, turning into unease, ached in Aria’s chest.

“…I…”

Finally, when Lev was about to speak,

“…It’s fine.”

Suddenly, she stood on her tiptoes as if to kiss him.

“!”

Unfortunately, it didn’t lead to physical contact.

Aria merely snatched the vial containing the potion from Lev.

-Pop!

She lightly uncorked it, drank it, and then placed both hands on Lev’s chest.

-Shaaa…

Instantly, from his body… the demonic energy of Andras, whom she hated to no end, began to be purified.

.

.

.

-Ding.





Subjugation: 0/100

Purified!





“Ugh…!”

When I finally regained my senses, I was facing Aria.

It overlapped with the first time I met her.

Back then, I was also holding her wrist.

“Ah.”

When I released my hand, a red mark was clearly visible on Aria’s pale skin.

She averted her gaze from me and turned her head towards the train tracks.

Her small, doll-like face, the elegant line of her profile.

Aria’s hair, bathed in moonlight, resembled the Milky Way.

As I thought this… I denied reality.

‘I must be crazy…’

It wasn’t like I was drunk and blacked out,

Nor was I mentally incapacitated!

Judging by the heavy atmosphere, I must have crossed the line again with my words.

“…Did I say something weird?”

“…Not really.”

But the atmosphere had become quite awkward for that to be the case…

I wondered how to continue this conversation.

‘Ah, right. There was that thing.’

I remembered the item I had intended to give to Aria.

Of course, it was a concept light-years away from real-life dating…

But in games, there was something called “increasing affection,”

Which involved giving artifacts that matched each character’s disposition to advance the relationship.

Surely, no one dislikes gifts.

I took the “Wave of Healing” out of my pocket, a reward from defeating the [Lord of Revels].



📜 Item Information 📜





Wave of Healing

› Rarity: B

 A rather beautiful ring set with a pure white gem. It could easily be mistaken for an engagement ring.

› Cannot be equipped

* Requires Holy Power Level 4 or higher to equip





In the upcoming monster invasion, she would have many occasions to use healing magic.

It wouldn’t have much meaning if I kept it.

“Here.”

“…?”

A pure white ring, clearly visible even in the dark night.

It would suit Aria well.

She looked up at me with a slightly bewildered expression.

“Why are you giving this to me…?”

“Just, you help me out every time. And you’ve been overworking yourself lately.”

Aria, who had never been extravagant in her life, hesitated to accept it.

I awkwardly added a word.

“Just now, too… if it weren’t for you, I probably…”

“…?”

“Never mind.”

‘I might have become a demon.’

I swallowed the last part.

It was a delicate situation.

I wanted to tell her everything, but

It still didn’t feel like the right time.

The side quest the author gave me,


▶ Side Quest


Main Event 3

›Mission Objective: As a side character, you know the answer. Inform the healer ‘Aria Bluebell’ of Andras’s whereabouts.

›Reward: Side Character Score 300

›Time Remaining: Unlimited





This was clearly a trap.

If you thought about it for a moment,

Aria had lost her family to Andras, and that had completely changed her destiny.

But,

Assuming Aria believed that Lev Denec, a third-rate villain, had defeated a great demon that even war heroes struggled against,

Saying something like,

‘I shattered Andras’s skull and inherited his power.’

Would be like declaring to Aria,

‘I inherited the power of the one who killed your parents.’

In this world, the hatred and fear towards demons were immense, and the perception of dark magic was abysmal.

The very purpose of Claris Academy was the eradication of evil.

Ultimately, in this world,

Even if my act of avenging Aria’s parents could be defined as “good” in her eyes,

Wielding the power of a demon would never be understood by the public.

Even if Aria took my side,

People who didn’t know the details would throw stones at me.

‘Because that’s what a witch hunt is.’

Therefore, making someone other than me keep my secret was too cruel.

I didn’t want to put Aria through the test of choosing between her hatred for the demon that took her family and her personal feelings for me.

Indeed, it was best to keep this truth to myself.

“Take it. My arm hurts.”

“Thank… you.”

Aria awkwardly accepted the ring.

Her gaze darted around, unsure where to land.

Why was she so adorable when she was this flustered?

For a moment, I imagined a scene from a K-drama and considered putting the ring on her finger, but…

‘Let’s not overdo it.’

I gave up and tied it with a string, hanging it around her neck.

-…

“I… what you’re thinking…”

“…Yes?”

“Never mind, just talking to myself.”

My true feelings slipped out for a moment,

But Aria’s eyes, filled with questioning, looked at me.

She probably didn’t hear it.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Back in her dormitory, Aria tied her hair with one hand before washing up and examined the area around her neck.

The elegant ring Lev had given her rested on her collarbone.

-Are you… the great demon, Andras…?

Once again, she had asked a foolish question, swept away by the atmosphere.

‘…I was impolite…’

Why would Andras save her, or even Yeriel?

Moreover, using a demon as a metaphor in a joke was quite a rude remark.

However, the question of his subjugation still lingered.

Of course, it was said that those lacking in holy power were at risk of being subjugated when fighting demons.

This was quite natural, and it was the reason why most vanguards were paladins.

Then, that meant he was encountering demons somewhere, specifically Andras’s minions, whenever he was alone.

Could this be related to the occasional surges of black magic?

‘I don’t know…’

Not all the questions were answered yet.

But probing him while he was subjugated was cowardly,

And, besides, anything heard in such a mentally weakened state couldn’t be trusted.

‘Because he just jokes around…!’

-More earnestly.

-I… what you’re thinking…

Different versions of Lev played in her mind.

“…Which is the real you?”

Suddenly, a question arose in her mind.

If he, in his original state, were to confess everything, would she be able to accept it, no matter what it was?

-Squeeze.

The demons had killed Aria’s family in a horrific manner.

Therefore… she could never forgive them.

But…

“…Why is it?”

What was this current emotion that took precedence over that?

The wave of emotion she had felt that day when Yeriel and Lev had returned late,

Washed over Aria once more.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Claris’s Festival.

The Holy Fire Festival was a celebration commemorating the hero, Crun Darunhil, who died protecting the sanctuary,

And how he protected the holy fire’s embers until his last moment.

Leaving the central square, where cadets were gathering, behind,

The pink-haired mage, Melissa, and the paladin, Abelin, were passing by the training room at the professor’s request.

And right in front of them, a light-green-haired man training alone caught their attention.

It was Edwin Gwynne..

.

.

.

“Training… again today?”

“Are you not tired of it?”

“Huh?”

Stretching before sword training to prevent injuries was as natural to him as breathing.

“Since you’re here, why don’t you two start too?”

“No thanks. Training until the eve of the festival? I’ll pass…”

“Ahem, I’m also on an empty stomach today.”

The relationship between the three…

Had somewhat returned to how it was before the selection test.

When they first arrived at Claris,

From the first day they were assigned temporary dorms, for the two months of training before enrollment, Edwin Gwynne was the only cadet who trained every single day without fail,

And the hardworking geniuses, Melissa and Abelin, had watched this with interest.

Of course, that was only until Kaeran established the Royal Class and invited the two of them.

‘I feel a little bad, you know…’

Melissa still had uneasy feelings towards Edwin.

After the duel between Kaelan and Edwin, Kaelan disappeared,

And Edwin still treated Abelin and Melissa without any sign of resentment.

‘He should at least show that he’s upset…’

She needed to apologize for this, too.

He really was a fool, a kind-hearted fool.

As Abelin and Melissa exchanged glances, Edwin spoke.

“If today’s a day off… aren’t you two enjoying the eve of the festival?”

“Well… um…”

Originally, if it were Melissa, she would have been with Aria.

But, their relationship had become distant,

And Abelin asked Edwin back.

“What about you? Are you not associating with anyone?”

“Oh? I still have a long way to go. I need to focus on training.”

A long way to go. Wasn’t it unfair to say that after defeating even Kaelan, who was called a genius among the freshmen?

As the two were thinking this, Edwin added a word.

“The duel with Kaelan was luck… I can’t be satisfied with that, I need to keep striving. Especially if I don’t want to fall behind Lev, I need to train harder…”

“Lev…? You’re the same rank…?”

“Ah, yes. That’s true. Actually, I’ve come to admire him a little, I guess….”

He smiled awkwardly, a good-natured look on his face.

Sweat was already dripping down his hair,

But even that made him look quite handsome.

“Melissa, you saw it too, he helped us during our selection test.”

“…Uh-huh.”

“During the dungeon investigation, he even did more than his share of the work.”

“…Really?”

“Yeah. In the second semester, they’ll be selecting candidates for the hero’s party. I can’t just stay idle…”

As Edwin spoke, his image began to surface in Melissa’s memory.

‘That’s right, Lev Denec.’

She had forgotten because of Selena’s sharp words.

Melissa, as if possessed by something, asked Edwin.

“Ed… win. Are you close with him…?”

“Huh? I guess you could say that…? He helped me with my training last time. And… he cheered me on, saying I could definitely win…”

“That’s it?”

“I think so…? But somehow, he always appears and helps out when it matters.”

“……”

While Melissa was briefly lost in thought,

Abelin covered her mouth with her hand.

She couldn’t control her expression.

She kept breaking into a smile.

Her judgment was not wrong.



If Edwin, who had defeated Kaelan, said this much, then he must be hiding something extraordinary.

At the same time, she felt a sense of urgency.

He was Divine Valhalla, perhaps even more valuable than her own squire.

It wouldn’t be safe if he became known to those around him.

‘So this was why Yeriel tried to hide him…’

Abelin said to Melissa with a slight smile,

“Miss Melissa, I shall yield to you today.”

“Uh… what do you mean?”

“I hope you two have a good time.”

As Abelin glanced towards Edwin,

Melissa blushed, realizing what she meant, and Edwin asked with a smile,

“Oh, am I paired with Melissa?”

“W-we’re not like that yet!”

Now that Kaelan was gone, everyone’s attention should be turned to Edwin.

And…

She would nominate him during the social dance the day after tomorrow.

If he was a nobleman, he wouldn’t refuse.

She had heard that the Denec family was currently facing financial difficulties…

If the conditions were favorable, they could have a conversation.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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The main event of Chapter 3.

[The Descent of the Demonic Beasts: The Gate of the Underworld]’s time was approaching.

Today was the eve of the Holy Fire Festival.

And I was in the Hall of Contention, receiving private magic lessons from Yeriel.

As the second-year magic department’s student representative on the temporary committee, she seemed a little tired, perhaps due to being busy with festival preparations.

-No! I want to train with Lev…

My mana capacity had sufficiently increased, so I told her she could rest for the middle day.

Anyway, despite being so busy, she had just washed up, and her clear skin was filled with a soft, fragrant scent.

“Lev…”

“?”

“Did something happen yesterday?”

Yeriel checked the mana detection device and looked at me with a serious expression.

It was rare to see her, with her smiling bunny-like face, make such an expression.

“Yesterday?”

The only things that happened yesterday were getting my magic checked by her,

Clearing Trial 3…

And being purified by Aria…

They were significant events, but things I couldn’t fully explain.

“Uh… I guess?”

Fortunately, I didn’t need to come up with a suitable answer.

“Your mana has noticeably increased… I definitely thought the upper limit was around the 4th Circle.”

“Really?”

-Ding.



⚙ Status Window ⚙





Stats

›  Strength: 3.4

›  Stamina: 3.5

› Agility: 3.6 (4.68)

› Magic Power: 3.2 (3.52)

›  Mana: 3.75

› Mental Strength: 2.7

› Perception: 2.4

› Luck: 4.0

Specialization

› Circle Magic (4)

› Crossbow – Proficiency (7)

› Curse Resistance (4)

› Fire Resistance (3)

› Physical Resistance (4)





It was probably because my overall stats increased after clearing the trial.

“It must be… because I have a good teacher.”

As I quietly muttered, gauging her reaction,

“You’re doing it again?!”

Yeriel narrowed her eyes, as if asking if I was teasing her again.

“Just kidding, just kidding. So, is today’s lesson over?”

“Uh…?”

A moment of bewilderment crossed Yeriel’s face.

The social gathering was the day after tomorrow,

Tomorrow, there was Professor McClone’s illusion magic performance and a treasure hunt prepared by the student council.

And when the cadets were scattered throughout the academy for this treasure hunt event, that was when the Gate of the Underworld would open, and the demonic beasts.

Therefore, today could be considered a relatively safe day.

“You worked hard.”

“Wa, wait, Lev!”

“?”

As I was packing up to leave, Yeriel called me to a halt.

“Have you practiced your dancing… for the social gathering…?”

“Ah.”

The original Lev Denec would have learned to dance, being a noble and all, but

I was a terrible dancer back in Korea.

While I was contemplating whether it was a necessary event,

Yeriel closed her eyes tightly and said to me,

“They’re letting us reserve the Hall of Culture in advance for dance practice…! I was going to practice with some others, but if you’re okay with it, I can help you practice as your partner…!”

-Junior! It’s okay. I was like that too. Let’s do our best together!

Yeriel was described as a fox wearing an innocent rabbit’s mask, unknowingly charming others with her eye smiles and gentle tone,

But I wondered why she was so shy, as if she was still uncomfortable around me.

“Weren’t you busy?”

“That’s why I finished all my work and came… It’s fine!”

“Hmm…”

Yeriel repeatedly touched her fingers together, making a face that seemed to ask, ‘Wouldn’t it be okay…?’

It felt like a strangely orchestrated situation, but there was no harm in learning.

“Alright.”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-♩♪♪~

Classical ballroom music spread throughout the reddish Hall of Culture.

Of course, it was a smaller version of Claris’s main hall where the actual ball would be held, but it seemed to have been designed with that in mind, with its high ceiling and hanging chandeliers, making it quite realistic.

“There are a lot of people.”

“Yeah, more than I expected…”

When Yeriel and I arrived, many cadets were already practicing in the Hall of Culture.

In fact, it was more like finding a partner under the guise of practice.

Because it was the principle to enter the Claris Academy’s social gathering with a partner.

Of course, it wasn’t mandatory to only dance with a predetermined partner.

Claris Academy outwardly pursued equality.

Therefore, it was considered polite to accept when asked to dance, as much as possible.

The dean’s intention was to create a place of harmony where everyone could mingle.

Anyway, in this kind of situation, it seemed right for the man to lead,

So I took Yeriel’s waist and her opposite hand.

“!!”

Yeriel seemed momentarily surprised by the sudden physical contact, her waist muscles tensing up.

Even though she was wearing a uniform, not a dress, I could feel the curve of her figure.

And Yeriel, not looking at my face, pressed herself against my chest.

‘This isn’t going to work…’

It was rare to see such stiffness from her, usually so gentle.

There was a risk of injury.

I spoke to ease Yeriel’s tension.

“You said you’d teach me?”

“…I, I said I’d help you, not teach you…!”

“Alright, relax your hand first.”

“…Lev! You seem more familiar with this than I am…”

“I’m a noble, too.”

“Right…”

But that was it.

When I just held the pose and didn’t move further.

“What the…!”

Yeriel let out a small laugh, and the dance lecture began.

.

.

.

-Carefully, match your steps.

-Yes, slowly like that.

-What, Lev. Were you pretending to be bad at this…?

-……

Just like with magic, Yeriel’s dance instruction was detailed.

Of course, I was able to get used to it quickly due to the game system’s proficiency correction.

Gradually, I could lead Yeriel and take steps without conscious effort.

She, too, had now completely entrusted her body to me.

.

.

.

“Lord Lev! Lady Yeriel!”

“…?”

Just then, the one who suddenly inserted herself between us was the knight, Abelin.

“It is truly an honor to meet you here.”

She greeted us with dignity and then approached me.

“I need some practice as well, would you mind partnering with me?”

Taken aback by her sudden friendliness, I replied curtly,

“No.”

“…!”

When I spoke honestly, Abelin’s expression turned sour.

And, Yeriel tugged at my sleeve.

It felt like she was worried about me.

Well, this was the Hall of Culture, and there were many eyes watching.

“Just give me five minutes.”

“…Thank you.”

.

.

.

-♩♪♩

When the dance with Abelin began, a slightly faster-paced music started playing.

“Why did you avoid me in the capital?”

“We’re not close, and it was uncomfortable.”

“…That’s… true, but!”

Strictly speaking, it was because I knew the story that would unfold later.

According to the fanfic, even if Kaelan hadn’t been parasitized by me, he would have been absent during the vacation.

This was the author’s way of somewhat suppressing Kaelan’s power inflation, and also to build the narrative for the villain guild, Crow Fey,

And at this timing, the relationship between Melissa, Abelin, and Edwin gradually recovered.

The three went on field trips and formed a party together…

But the problem was the main episode in Chapter 4 of the second semester, the Hero Selection Exam.

-I’m sorry, Edwin! I’m thinking of… leaving this party…. You understand, right?

-I feel the same way. You’ve worked hard… until now. I hope to see you… at a higher place.

-Ah, could Edwin leave…? That would be a bit more comfortable…

Kaelan returned, and with the overwhelming skills he demonstrated,

Abelin and Melissa abandoned Edwin.

The general narrative was that Melissa did it for the revival of her duchy,

And Abelin did it out of an inferiority complex towards her siblings and a single-minded ambition to prove her own worth.

‘Does that make any sense?’

After that, it was simple.

The original heroines still had no presence, but Edwin didn’t give up and continued to grow.

Incidentally, this story of growth and academy life was described in great detail and length.

So, I naturally anticipated Melissa and Abelin’s regret towards Edwin,

And I patiently read through it, looking forward to seeing Edwin soar with the original heroines…

But what awaited me in the latter half was,

-Edwin, do you want to join my party? Things are going to get a bit bothersome, so… If you don’t want to, that’s fine.

Kaelan’s offer.

In the end, Edwin, who had lived only for the hero, abandoned everything and, for the sake of eradicating evil,

Took on the dishwashing role in Kaelan’s party, taking care of all the miscellaneous tasks.

I’ll skip all the frustrating things that happened along the way…

And so, the final mission assigned to him was to be sacrificed on a bridge…

“It makes me want to cough up blood just thinking about it again.”

“What did you say?”

Anyway, because of this situation, I couldn’t like Abelin or Melissa.

“What’s the reason you keep coming to me?”

“…”

-Tremble.

She might appear dignified on the outside, but she was the type to let her strength speak before words.

I didn’t know the exact reason, but it seemed like I was in the position of power now.

Even with my rude tone, Abelin took a deep breath and forced herself to compose her emotions, saying,

“I, I came to make a go, good proposition to a ‘B’ rank like you… I, I.”

“One-sentence summary.”

“Ha… One-sentence summary? Ah, to cut to the chase and get straight to the point, I want to recruit you to Divine Valhalla.”

“Rejec.”

“Wh… what did you say…?”

“It means ‘rejected’.”

“…!”

-Tremble, tremble…

‘She’s quite reactive, isn’t she?’

My socially awkward way of speaking seemed to be increasingly irritating Abelin.

She put on a forced smile with a slightly flushed face.

“I, I’m not joking!! Divine Valhalla is a large guild recognized even by the Imperial Family. Therefore, I believe it could be of great help to your family, the Denecs…”

She seemed to be testing the waters, suggesting this was her trump card.

Was this it…

I had long since been disowned.

Denec, shmenec… I was busy enough trying to make a living.

“I don’t care.”

“What… did… you…?”

“I said I’m not interested.”

“What… that’s…!”

Abelin stammered, as if in disbelief.

She probably couldn’t accept it because she lived and died by the honor of her family.

“Your, your family?! I heard there were talks of marriage. If you understood my, my words, how could you say such shameless things…!”

“Is that all you have to say?”

“Lo, Lord Lev… Please wait…!”

I pushed Abelin towards a group of men who were looking for partners.

“Lady Abelin wishes to be escorted.”

-Lady Abelin!

-Please dance with me!

“Wait!”

As I returned to Yeriel, I could hear her small shouts from behind.

.

.

.

While Lev was briefly with Abelin,

Yeriel was reminiscing about their dance.

She was surprised that he led so well.

The past rumors of his uncultured behavior could be believed to be mere rumors.

Anyway, it was a short time, but it was nice.

Entrusting her body to the music, leaning on him,

Step by step.

This was how she was exchanging emotions with Lev, one step at a time.

Just then,

“Huh?”

A familiar face.

Yeriel encountered Aria.

.

.

.

-Aria, I’m sorry. I was so selfish…

Aria had come to the Hall of Culture at Melissa’s request.

-I’m really sorry. I’ll bring Edwin. Wait for me here!

And Melissa had said she would bring Edwin from the training room, seemingly to dance with him.

-♩♪♩♪

As the two beauties faced each other,

The male cadets began to play a game of trying to be the one to ask them to dance.

“Lady Yeriel. We meet again.”

“Yes! Have you been well, Aria?”

“Yes.”

Aria thought she had become close with Yeriel after the awards ceremony in the capital.

Definitely…! She had.

But Lev Denec, he went out without permission again…

And Yeriel went out to look for him.

Even though Edwin warned her it was dangerous, she said she would just check the surroundings.

After that, it was a long time before the two returned to the dormitory.

‘That’s all it was…’

But this fact had unknowingly formed a knot in Aria’s heart.

The two, who had opposing personalities, seemed to get along surprisingly well.

-Junior! It’s okay. I was like that too. Let’s do our best together!

Yeriel, who was popular in the academy for her equal kindness to everyone.

-Aria, be my master just for today.

And Lev Denec, who sometimes seemed reckless but also seemed to act for the sake of others.

That was why she was curious.

How could their relationship be defined?

But asking directly what happened that day wouldn’t be polite.

“He was really a bothersome person.”

-!!

While Yeriel and Aria were each lost in their own thoughts, the man at the center of those thoughts, Lev, returned.

“Lev, did something happen with Abelin…?”

“Nothing much… Oh, wow.”

“…”

Yeriel, who had noticed Aria late, said to Lev,

“Since Aria’s here too, practice with her! I taught Lev well, so…!”

“I’m fine…”

“Don’t be like that! Quickly.”

As Yeriel was about to push the two together,

Something shining around Aria’s neck caught her eye.

“Huh…?”

Aria received Lev’s escort, as if she had no choice,

“There are points involved, so help me out.”



“…I’ll try my best.”

The two figures merged and moved away.

‘……Why is that…?’

She had definitely seen it when Lev had shown the inside of his backpack to assert his innocence? in the capital…

The pure white ring.

The ring she had thought was the Denec family’s engagement ring was hanging around Aria’s neck.

-♪♩♪

As the two moved little by little in their dance,

Yeriel’s eyes began to waver.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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The eve of the festival, greeted by a bright full moon.

-Clip, clop.

Long, dark purple hair.

A woman dressed in a cadet uniform walked along the cloister bathed in moonlight.

She was a beauty of unparalleled splendor.

Her straight hair reached her waist, accentuating her slender figure,

And her features, as if touched by the hand of God, added the finishing touch to her enchanting aura.

Her presence was so overwhelming that wherever she passed, a hush fell over the crowd.

The only clues the cadets, who could only gaze at her from afar, could gather about her were from her attire.

The thin, long longbow and hand crossbow slung across her back, and the black finger guard, hinted at who she might be.

“Ah!”

Just then, someone spoke to the woman as she walked towards her destination.

It was Diena Ashkar, Claris’s archery professor.

“I heard you arrived, Violet.”

“Professor.”

“We agreed to drop the ‘Professor’ title, remember?”

Despite her words, Diena wore a broad smile.

Violet Decrescent.

Diena, who was called a master archer, was proud of her lovely and cherished pupil wherever she went.

No, she could no longer be called a pupil.

Even though she was a third-year student at the academy, she possessed skills exceeding those of the fourth-years, a level only a select few reached.

The Decrescent family was a prestigious lineage among human archers whose blessing in archery had not been broken,

And they were the only remaining hope when archers were replaced by elves during the long war.

Moreover, since Violet was an only daughter, she must have been treated like a princess in her family.

‘I’m just worried that she’s too cold…’

Having little emotional fluctuation was a good trait for an archer who needed to be calm,

But Diena’s only concern was that she might appear to lack human warmth.

“Are you going straight to the committee tomorrow?”

“Yes.”

“Oh dear, not even a day’s rest…”

Diena wanted to catch up with her student after a long time, but it was impossible.

Claris was busy preparing for the festival,

And after the festival, the student council would have to select the hero candidates.

With a hint of regret, Diena let her go.

.

.

.
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The Hall of Culture.

Shortly after the social dance practice ended.

-Can we team up for the treasure hunt tomorrow?

-I don’t see why not. But wouldn’t the reward distribution be awkward?

-That’s true…

-Still, if you want to get something big, a team is the way to go, right…?

Simple refreshments were prepared in the hall where the lively dancing had taken place.

It was probably a formality, a rehearsal for the parties that would follow the ball.

The cadets had already caught the mood and were gathered in small groups, chatting.

-It’s Senior Yeriel!

-I’ve never seen her in person before…

-Hello, Senior Yeriel!

“Ah, yes! Hello!”

Even while greeting the surrounding cadets, the image of the ring was still lingering in Yeriel’s mind.

Aria, and Lev.

-I left something behind. I need to go quickly.

-Ah, yes!

-Lady Yeriel, me too. I have an urgent call from the Hall of Restoration…

-It’s alright, go ahead!

Lev had disappeared, saying he had urgent business.

Aria also said she had to return to prepare for tomorrow’s schedule.

She couldn’t bring herself to ask Lev to go together.

The reason was…

‘I’m really so oblivious…’

There were actually quite a few instances.

During the dungeon investigation, the two were embracing each other,

-Lev, where did you leave your girlfriend while you’re hitting on my cute junior?

-Right, are you perhaps cheating on her? I’m sure you said you had a girl…friend… who could use healing magic… Huh?

Scarlet and Dustin’s key testimonies.

And decisively, the ring she had seen in the capital…

‘……’

Now that she thought all that was left was to truly accept it,

Yeriel’s heart ached.

It felt like she had lost something precious.

‘It’s okay! Lev can’t be a possession…!’

His choice to like someone was entirely his own.

Just like the affection Yeriel felt for Lev, it should naturally be respected.

Even just the relationship between a dorm supervisor and a resident was enjoyable.

‘It’ll be hard to see him in the second semester…’

But, if she continued to teach him magic, wouldn’t she be able to see him, even if only for a short while?

‘Lev’s growth rate is too fast…’

To do that, Yeriel resolved to dedicate herself even more to her studies.

As a colleague, as a fellow student.

He was a good person even with just that kind of relationship…

‘So… Yeriel, it’s okay. Yes.’

The problem was, it wasn’t just that her heart ached.

-Thump!

‘Huh…?’

Something… an emotion that should never be awakened, felt like it was about to surface.

It was completely against her true feelings… it was beyond her will.

‘Wait…’

Just then, as if on cue, Melissa approached Yeriel with a drink.

“Senior Yeriel!”

“Ah… Melissa…?”

“Try this!”

“Thank you! You can speak casually to me…!”

“Okay, I will!”

Edwin was next to Melissa, who smiled brightly.

“Yeriel, where are Lev and Aria?”

“They left earlier because they had something to do…!”

“It’s not training again, is it?!”

Melissa reacted with exasperation at those words.

“Edwin, I don’t think there’s anyone who trains more than you…”

“Is that so?”

.

.

.

‘What was that emotion earlier…?’

The impulsive emotion that had surged for a moment subsided as quickly as it had appeared.

Yeriel, having calmed down a bit, looked at Edwin calmly and tried to think of other things.

‘Were these two this close…?’

Originally, Edwin spent most of his time training alone.

He seemed to have become more popular after the duel with Kaelan.

“Hey, Edwin.”

This time, a brown-haired man with glasses approached.

It was Dylan, a Rank S vanguard lancer.

“I’m late in saying this… but I enjoyed watching your match in the ranking battles.”

“Huh?”

“I shared a waiting room with that Kaelan guy. Heh. When I told him his match with you was set, the look on his face was priceless.”

“Right, I knew that guy would end up like that!”

Raymond Rolleno, the knight who had been miserably defeated by Kaelan, also chimed in.

“I hear he’s been out of sight lately?”

“Probably ran away. Heh heh.”

-……

At the sudden mention of Kaelan, Melissa’s expression subtly crumpled,

And Yeriel stepped in to mediate.

“Everyone, stop. It’s not good to badmouth someone when they’re not here.”

“You’re right. My apologies.”

Dylan immediately apologized.

Even though they were the same age, Yeriel was the second-year magic department’s top student; there was nothing to gain from getting on her bad side.

And as if he had been waiting for this moment, he brought up the main point.

“The Royal Class, was it… That circle Kaelan created, I wonder what happened to it?”

“……”

Dylan’s gaze was blatantly directed at Melissa.

Perhaps it was mere venting.

Kaelan, to suit his taste, had tried to recruit only the most outstanding among the Rank S students.

Dylan was extremely annoyed that Kaelan had shown no interest in him. It fueled his inferiority complex.

-……

Conversely, Melissa had nothing to say, even if she had two mouths.

After entering the Royal Class circle, she had abandoned Edwin.

In the silence that followed, the one who spoke was Edwin.

“Melissa, the fact that you helped me remains unchanged. I’d rather not distance myself over something like that.”

“Edwin…”

“Ha, really.”

Impressed by Edwin’s gullibility, Dylan shook his head and moved to the next table.

“Um… Edwin, I’m sorry! I missed the timing to apologize…”

“It’s fine, what’s important is the future.”

Edwin smiled generously.

‘…Why is this person so foolishly kind?’

Melissa thought that her eyes weren’t wrong after all.

In her mind, her evaluation of Edwin had been completely revised.

Kind, considerate, and quite decent-looking.

‘That’s not what’s important right now.’

More importantly, since Abelin had yielded, she needed to make the most of this opportunity.

What Melissa needed to think about was the pure white woman standing right next to Edwin.

Yeriel.

‘They said they met during the dungeon investigation, right…?’

The female cadet Edwin had met while Melissa was doing the field training with Kaelan’s party.

She was as pretty as a doll,

And her personality was as nice as her gentle voice.

A multi-talented individual with the title of the second-year magic department’s top student…

She could understand why Edwin sometimes stared at her blankly.

‘This might be a bit dangerous…?’

Melissa felt it was time to be more proactive.

“Edwin…! We’re going together tomorrow, right?”

“Uh, yeah?”

“Don’t tell me… you’re going to back out now after being my partner today…?”

“Ah, right. Two is better than one…”

“What? You should be honored that I’m being your partner!”

“Yeah. I understand.”

Edwin eventually agreed to accompany her, unable to resist Melissa’s advances.

And Melissa looked at Yeriel with a triumphant expression.

Edwin, who seemed uncomfortable with the situation, was a bonus.

“…?”

But Yeriel responded with a pure smile.

To her, it was merely someone else’s thoughts.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Behind the magic tool shop, the commercial district alley with a waterway.

The clear water flowing through the channel beautifully reflected the bluish moonlight.

And I… was looking for something.

“It should be around here.”

There was only one reason I left the Hall of Culture early.

I wondered if I could find any clues about the Gate of the Underworld if I went to the academy’s commercial district, the location where the demonic beasts were supposed to appear.

However, the location was vaguely described in the book, and the Claris Academy’s grounds were larger than expected, making it difficult to pinpoint the exact spot.

‘If only I could find it…’

Since a dimensional gate required a very complex and elaborate spell,

In [The Reincarnated Hero], it usually took one or two days to summon a dimensional gate without the aid of a magic tower.

Therefore, I thought I should be able to feel the flow of mana by now, and if possible, I planned to interfere with it, even if only slightly…



‘The author made up some ridiculous setting…’

Even though teleportation was definitely a high-level magic, it didn’t require any prior preparation or groundwork…

No matter how bad the author was… I didn’t think he would have made it that absurd…

‘Let’s check that alley one last time.’

Just as I was about to enter the outskirts of the commercial district,

I heard a languid voice from behind.

‘…What are you doing heeere…?’

A voice that was instantly etched in my mind the moment I first heard it.

The Great Demon, Yelody Ratasia.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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The commercial district of Claris Academy.

Yellody Latasia, who had been kicked out of the cafeteria after loitering until closing time, was caught by the committee secretary, Laura, and had to endure a scolding.

“Do you have any first-year students in mind?”

“Too much trouuuble…”

Yellody walked with a sluggish gait, as her words implied.

‘Sigh.’

Laura sighed quietly, so Yellody couldn’t hear, and continued.

“I heard that the Knight Department has already gathered their opinions.”

“Don’t knoow…”

The reason for the Claris Student Committee’s organization was simple.

To select potential hero candidates from among the first-year cadets.

And by taking on the responsibility of committee chair,

They aimed to cultivate various practical skills, not just combat abilities.

Department heads were usually third-years.

This was because, by the time a student advanced to the third year at Claris, they were usually past the age of majority, and most were performing actual duties outside the school.

Therefore, the student council president, who needed to be stationed at the academy, was given to a second-year,

While the committee, which only gathered for special events like this festival, was generally assigned to third-years.

Naturally, only Claris cadets could join the committee, and only those who had served as department heads or had equivalent skills could undergo the entrance examination.

“Can’t we just pick that one? You know, the one called Li-li-li something…”

“If you’re referring to Liris Larochelle, then no.”

The vice-chair supporting Yellody had various concerns.

Most students joined guilds after finishing their second year,

So each department head needed to identify promising freshmen before outside guilds could get their hands on them.

The problem was that there weren’t any outstanding talents.

Originally, the second-year student council president of the Magic Department, Liris Larochelle, whom Laura had served as secretary, had completely lost her way.

Her talent wasn’t particularly high, and she had many flaws…

‘She totally backed the wrong horse…’

And decisively, at some point, she suddenly started holing up in her dormitory.

“Isn’t there anyone elseee?”

“Currently, the only talent we see is the second-year, Yeriel Artina. Although she’s an illegitimate child, she has a good background. The problem is… she’s not interested in taking on the president position…”

“Just ask her to do it…”

“…It’s not that easy.”

Laura’s patience was reaching its limit, feeling like she was talking to a child.

However, Yellody Ratashia was an overwhelmingly powerful individual.

Above all, she was a second-year, and she had hired Laura, who was considered to be in Liris’s shadow.

-You look like you’re good at your job…

-Yes?

-You’re hired.

‘She recognized my abilities…!’

…or so she thought, but that was a mistake.

Yelody, she only did what she wanted to do.

She refused professorial apprenticeships and maintained her field training just enough to avoid expulsion.

However, when she did put her hand to something, she handled it thoroughly.

‘She definitely has the ability.’

Yesterday, she was searching through the magic department’s freshman records,

So Laura thought she was finally taking an interest in committee work, but she ended up finding her lounging in the cafe.

‘Why did she even take on the committee chair position if she’s like this…’

The answer to Laura’s concern was simple.

The reason Yellody took on this role was

Because of Kaelan Hiss.

“Yaaawn…”

First, although Yellody had the innate talent to overturn the demonic hierarchy, she couldn’t become a Great Demon herself because she couldn’t eradicate evil,

So she needed someone to kill the Demon King for her.

And she had judged Kaelan Hiss to be the right person to defeat the Demon King.

Considering his ambition and selfishness, there seemed to be no problem using him as a pawn.

She had already laid the groundwork for a demonic contract by granting his ambitions a few times in the past.

All that was left was for him to willingly become a hero.

Just in case his wayward personality prevented him from being chosen by the Sword Department, she, as part of the Magic Department, was planning to select him as a hero candidate.

‘But then…’

A variable occurred.

A curse that not even Yellody, who was proficient in 13 types of magic, including dark magic, could clearly define, was gnawing at Kaelan.

There was only one clue.

Kaelan weakened after his first ranking match….

And his opponent was,

‘Le…v… Denec…?’

She had clearly searched the student records, but he was just an insignificant nobody.

Just then.

“Oh my…?”

Her steps came to a halt, and Laura’s face brightened.

“Have you finally decided…?”

The guy Yellody had been thinking about was right there in the alley ahead.

.

.

.

“…What are you doing heeere…?”

“……”

Yellody’s light blue hair shimmered like the surface of water.

‘Is this Liris 2.0…’

To meet the latter-half villain, Yellody Latasia, here…

The good news was that there was another female cadet next to her, who seemed to be her aide.

Yelody was also a demon, and if anything, she had more reason to hide her identity than I did, so there was no need to be scared.

I quickly replied.

“Who are you?”

“……”

“Do you know me?”

-……

It was a very opportune response.

Because it was right for me to not know her.

And she clearly said,

-…What are you doing heeere…?

It wasn’t even dormitory curfew time yet, and there were people passing by.

But for her to ask that question here,

Meant that the mastermind of Chapter 5, Yellody, had started to take notice of me.

-Step.

At my question, Laura, who was next to Yellody, adjusted her glasses and approached me.

“This is the Magic Department’s student committee chair, Yellody Latasia. Have you perhaps met before…?”

“…I don’t know this person.”

I turned away with a ‘What the heck’ expression.

I had never seen Yellody and Edwin interact in the fanfic during this period.

And her specialty was to make demonic contracts as smoothly as flowing water.

She would suddenly appear and solve your problems,

Then, when you were at your weakest psychologically, she would subtly tempt you with a demon’s whisper.

‘The moment you become that woman’s minion, it’s game over…’

So the best course of action was to ignore her until the Saintess Psyche appeared.

.

.

.
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The long eve of the festival ended, and today was finally the first day of Claris’s festival.

-Next, we will have a congratulatory speech.

An official retirement ceremony was held, showcasing Professor McClone’s achievements, and Claris announced the start of the Holy Fire Festival.

I only participated in the necessary events and skipped the celebratory performances by sleeping in my dorm room.

I hadn’t been able to rest properly after meeting Yelody last night because I had a lot on my mind.

.

.

.

When I woke up again, it was already early evening, and the sun was setting.

As the long celebratory performances ended, first and second-year cadets began to gather in the central square.

-Everyone, wear one each!

At a booth prepared by the academy, bracelet-shaped magic tools were being distributed to the cadets.

The main event of Chapter 3, the treasure hunt, had begun.

-I’ve been waiting for this day!

-Do you think there will be rewards that increase our ranks…?

-Keep dreaming.

-No, it’s possible, isn’t it?

-Money is the best, money.

Who in the world dislikes treasure…?

It was an event everyone was looking forward to.

Although it was an annual event,

According to the fanfic, this year was even more special.

To commemorate Professor McClone’s retirement,

It had become an event where they would defeat monsters created by his illusion magic and obtain treasures.

Of course, for me, it was even more special.

Because this treasure hunt was also [The Descent of the Demonic Beasts: The Gate of the Underworld].

“Ahem. Ahem.”

In the center of the square where the cadets had gathered,

A familiar voice came from a large sound amplification magic tool.

“Since everyone seems to be here, shall I give a brief explanation?”



It was Sylvester, the likable guy with perpetually squinted eyes, making a rare appearance.

“From now on, as you explore the academy grounds, you will come across magic circles that react to the bracelet-type magic tools given to the cadets. They will be hidden from view, but the moment you come into contact with them, monsters will appear and attack the cadets.”

-Jingle.

Above the cadets’ heads, holographic images of the monsters were projected into the air.

They looked quite realistic, like wolf beasts, and everyone was in awe.

“Of course, these monsters are illusions, so they won’t actually harm the cadets. However, if the bracelet determines that you have taken a certain level of damage, its ability to recognize magic circles will gradually decrease. In other words, you will be at a disadvantage in the search.”

-So it’s better to form a party, after all?

-Seems like it…

“However, the bracelet can be restored to its full functionality with holy power or healing magic, so it would be wise to stay close to cadets who can use healing-type magic.”

At Sylvester’s words, everyone started looking around.

-Do we have any healers here?

They were now looking for healing-type cadets.

“Lastly, upon successfully defeating a monster, you will receive rewards based on the card it drops. Of course, taking another cadet’s card is considered cheating… and this will also be reflected in your evaluation…”

Anyway, the fanfic’s plot was obvious.

Just like how Liris tampered with the selection exam, the Great Demon, Buné, would summon real monsters among the illusion monsters and carry out a horrific massacre, which was the gist of this chapter.

‘I didn’t find anything yesterday, though.’

The Gate of the Underworld probably wouldn’t appear until today.

What I could do was

Quickly locate the large demonic beasts, take them down if possible,

And if it seemed difficult, stall until the academy’s guardians, professors, or other strong individuals arrived.

Originally, in this chapter, Claris Academy suffered significant casualties, and the remaining festival schedule was completely canceled.

Even though death in the face of monsters was considered a step towards the empire’s future here,

Death was still death, so the atmosphere became heavier, and the curriculum became considerably more rigorous from the second semester onwards.

This might be a novel to me, but to these people, this was their reality.

‘They have families, too…’

Even if I couldn’t save everyone, reducing the damage as much as possible was the right course of action.

First of all, to utilize the Hermit attribute, it was not good to have party members.

They would only become primary targets if they were with me.

Just then.

-Senior Yeriel! How about we team up?

-Yeriel!

Amidst the crowd…

-Squeeze.

“?”

Next to me, a pure white girl suddenly appeared and tightly grasped my sleeve.

“…Yeriel?”

Judging by how she was trying to catch her breath, was she perhaps looking for me?

“Lev…! Can I be with you…?”

Her tone was as encouraging as always, but for some reason, it sounded forlorn.

It seemed like she hadn’t slept well after the social gathering practice yesterday…

In the original story, as Edwin recovered his relationship with Melissa and Abelin,

There was a depiction of Yeriel worrying that he might get hurt again because of it.

And Yeriel, in order to test Melissa’s sincerity, was monitoring her…

-Stay away from my juniors!

Eventually, when Melissa and Edwin were cornered by a demonic beast, Yeriel awakened for the first time and succeeded in stopping the monster.

In a fanfic where the original characters weren’t treated well, this was one of the few scenes that proved Yeriel’s worthiness as the main heroine.

And here, Edwin gained an increase in his holy level, as well as the [Acceleration], [Elasticity], and hidden attributes.

But the reason Yeriel came to me was… Could it be…

I used my Mind’s Eye on her, which I hadn’t done in a while.

-Ding.



📜 Character Information 📜





Yeriel Artina

▶ Stat Average: 5.1

▶ Specialization

› Circle Magic (6)

▶ Unique Traits]
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› Elemental (Lv.6)
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“……”

Where was… Yeriel’s true heart directed…?

-Snap.

“Shall we begin now?”

Putting my confusion aside,

With the sound of Sylvester snapping his fingers, the treasure hunt… where the demonic beasts would descend, began.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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-Boom! Kaboom!

Signal flares were fired simultaneously.

As the treasure hunt began,

-Let’s start with the Lintz Forest area!

-Is there a party that needs a Rank A vanguard?

-We need a support class! Rank doesn’t matter!

The cadets, having formed their parties, started to depart one by one.

And I…
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Faced a variable.

‘Fallen Angelification, Stage 1…?’

“Lev…?”

Outwardly, there was no noticeable change in Yeriel.

As befitting the object of admiration for the cadets, she was just as pretty and cute as ever.

‘Hmm…’

Since the original game’s plot also revealed this fact only at the last moment,

It was unlikely that there would be any outward signs.

And if I recalled the conditions for Fallen Angelification, it was clearly stated that it occurred when Yeriel realized her true feelings.

Of course, this information came from the game, not the fanfic… so it was just a brief mention.

‘The specific circumstances were probably…’

Yeriel realized that the reincarnated person was Edwin, and she felt guilty about her past where she couldn’t be with him or protect him when he was sacrificed as a hero.

And she also learned that the things that went wrong at the academy were actually just misunderstandings.

Even before meeting Edwin again, Yeriel had always carried a sense of apology in her heart,

And those fond feelings gathered, expanding to mean that she had feelings for Edwin.

However, at that point, Edwin already had many other romantic interests.

In the end, Yeriel thought that she wasn’t qualified to be Edwin’s lover,

And so, she underwent Fallen Angelification…

‘Wait, then…’

The trigger was simple.

The sincere feeling of loving someone, and the resulting frustration.

In other words, angst…

But if I considered the current relationship between Yeriel and Edwin,

There was no way she would fall into angst because of Melissa.

So, the reason she approached me now was…

Yeriel smiled at me with a slightly trembling voice.

“Lev, you can refuse if you want…! I’ll be fine…!”

“…”

Just as she said,

If I refused here, she wouldn’t follow me or bother me.

She was too kind-hearted; she would rather suffer alone than burden others.

It was the same during her Fallen Angelification.

Even while her mind was being eroded,

She didn’t want to burden Edwin,

She didn’t want to trouble others,

-Goodbye, Edwin…

So she tried to seal herself away.

Perhaps her saying she wanted to team up with me today was her own resolution.

It wasn’t just a simple desire,

It meant she had a definite reason to be with me.

‘It’s an important timing, but…’

However, I needed to be alone today.

I had things to do, and more importantly…

According to the fanfic’s plot, the one who could save Edwin and Melissa,

Was Yeriel.

“Yeriel, it seems like you have something to say to me.”

“Uh… huh?”

Yeriel gently ran her fingers together.

It was a gesture she made when she was caught.

“…I’m sorry, but I’m planning to go alone today.”

“Alone…?”

At my setting of boundaries, Yeriel’s expression momentarily turned downcast.

“Instead, let’s meet after the event. Just the two of us.”

Suddenly, Yeriel’s eyes widened.

“…J-just the two of us?”

I felt like I might have caused another misunderstanding…

But seeing Yeriel’s expression brighten again, I didn’t feel like taking it back.

Well, it should be fine.

Time was of the essence.

“I feel bad saying this, but Yeriel, please keep an eye on Edwin.”

“Edwin…?”

“Yeah, he’s such a pushover. I’m worried he might get into trouble.”

“Ah… Okay…!”

I explained it vaguely, but Yeriel seemed to understand.

“Lev…! See you later! I’ll be waiting!”

“Alright.”

Leaving her smile, which made me feel good just looking at it, behind, I headed towards the old commercial district.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-Thump-thump.

“Haa…”

Yeriel’s heart started racing again.

She had really planned to ask him today.

She wanted to ask about his relationship with Aria for sure, and to sort out her feelings.

But…

Just the two of us…?

The words “just the two of us” automatically replayed the events from the capital in her mind.

-Yeriel… you have quite the imagination.

-…Lev, you’re naughty….

‘St… Stop!’

Yeriel’s face quickly flushed.

It seemed too early to conclude about Lev and Aria’s relationship.

‘But…’

If he was in a relationship with Aria,

And he was acting like this to other girls besides her…

-……

“Lev, that’s unforgivable…”

Suddenly, Yeriel’s tone and eyes turned cold as death.

Fortunately, it was only for a moment.

“Because Lev isn’t that kind of person…!”

There must be a misunderstanding caused by jumping to conclusions.

And the best way to clear up this misunderstanding was through conversation.

If they talked alone tonight, it would be resolved one way or another.

.

.

.

Afterwards, Yeriel searched for Edwin as Lev had asked.

It wouldn’t be easy to find him among so many cadets,

But she clearly remembered yesterday,

-Edwin…! We’re going together tomorrow, right?

Melissa had said that, so they must be together.

-Thud.

Actually, Yeriel’s mind wasn’t only occupied with Lev, but also with Edwin.

Even though he couldn’t find a party for the dungeon investigation, he diligently trained alone.

It was only recently that she had felt sorry for him and brought him into her party.

But after the ranking battles, the number of people approaching him had noticeably increased.

On one hand, she thought it was a good thing,

But on the other hand, she was worried.

He seemed to trust people too easily.

‘Is that why Lev…’

Asked her to keep an eye on Edwin?

“So that’s why…”

She felt somewhat embarrassed.

Unlike her, who had jumped to conclusions based on just a ring and made a sudden request,

Lev was thinking about Edwin as well.

-Lev helped me! He’s surprisingly meticulous, you know?

He had helped Edwin with his training until the day before the ranking battles.

Aria, who had nearly suffered a disaster at the hands of the fire demon during the dungeon investigation,

‘He also came to rescue me when I was kidnapped by the black coffin…’

He just didn’t show it outwardly, but he had been acting like that towards everyone.

Perhaps the reason he was going alone today wasn’t just for his own sake, either.

‘I wish he would take care of himself a little more…’

For some reason, the more she saw him, the more affection blossomed in Yeriel’s heart.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-Rumble!

-Clang!

“Dy…lan, this way……! Hurry!”

The knight of sword and shield, Raymond Rolleno, who was full of noble pride, was wrestling with a wolf illusion.

“Yeah, Raymond. Hold it steady…”

-Stab!

-Screech!

Dylan’s bluish spear pierced through the wolf-shaped monster.

The creature, with its spiky mane, let out a short shriek before dissolving into illusory dust.

“These illusions are so realistic… Did we get anything good this time?”

“Hmm…”

What dropped for the two of them was an ordinary-looking white card.

“Again…”

They had encountered and fought illusions about five times so far,

But aside from one green card, all they had received were white cards.

“…”

Rank S. Raymond and Dylan.

The two, who had become friendly yesterday at the Hall of Culture during the social gathering rehearsal due to their shared goal of ‘defeating Kaelan’, had decided to team up for today’s event as well.

However, unlike Raymond, who genuinely thought they could become close friends,

Dylan’s thoughts were a little different.

‘I have to prove that I’m no less than Kaelan.’

Kaelan, who had been the most talked-about freshman.

After he left, Dylan expected that the public’s attention would naturally shift to him, who was also Rank S and ranked third or fourth among the vanguards.

However, Dylan was still treated like a nobody.

He received many offers from insignificant small and medium-sized guilds, but the large guilds remained silent.

What was even more infuriating was that the Rank C Edwin Gwynne was starting to receive far more attention.

Of course, it was highly unusual for a Rank C to defeat a Rank S, so it was understandable that it would be a hot topic,

But even so, for even the Crimson Flame, Melissa, to be…

Fawning over him like that.

“Why, for such a guy…!”

“Wh-what’s wrong? Dylan.”

-Thud.

Startled by Dylan’s sudden outburst, Raymond grabbed his shoulder.

“Phew, it’s nothing.”

Dylan brushed off his shoulder irritably.

Why weren’t the members of the Royal Class circle paying attention to him?

He definitely wanted to show that he was just as strong as Kaelan.

However, it was impossible due to the vacation.

Therefore, this treasure hunt was important.

By obtaining higher-ranked cards than others, he would re-establish his value.

The areas where the treasure hunt was taking place were,

The old commercial district with four waterways,

The closed training grounds and outdoor colosseum,

And half of the Lintz Forest area where the selection exam was held.

The stronger magic circles were likely to be hidden in more secluded locations.

Dylan adjusted his glasses and said to Raymond,

“Raymond, we’re going to the commercial district.”

“Huh? Why?”

“It’s the closest, and there are waterways.”

“Waterways…?”

“Yeah, forget hunting monsters, this is a ‘treasure hunt’ first and foremost. Naturally, higher-ranked cards would be hidden in more difficult places.”

“Are you talking about the underground waterways?”

“Why? You’re a vanguard too. A Rank S warrior with holy power. Raymond Rolleno.”

“Well, that’s true, but….”

“We don’t use mana, we use stamina, so we’ll rely on mobility.”

Dylan’s words made sense, but Raymond carefully asked, trying not to sound scared,

“Bu, but what if we step on two at the same time? Wouldn’t it be a bit dangerous to face two of them…?”

“Don’t worry about it. You hold them off, and I’ll finish them. This spear is a famous blacksmith’s work. It’s said to even be able to slay demons.”

“S… slay demons?”

Slightly reassured by the word “slay demons,”

Raymond followed Dylan with a resigned expression.

.

.

.

Since the current commercial district had been moved closer to the dormitories for the convenience of the cadets,

The old commercial district had long lost its vibrancy.

However, there was an underground waterway here, which was occasionally used for transporting trade goods by boat.

-Drip. Drip.

Humid, damp, and musty…

Inside the underground waterway.

“Dylan… I really doubt Professor McClone would have set up magic circles all the way down here… Don’t you think?!!”

“…!!!”

-…Rustle…

-Rustle, rustle…

“Wh-what…”

The cowardly Raymond’s words were cut short.

-Thud!

-Clang!

A corpse-like ghoul, its face difficult to discern, lunged at him.

-Bang!

“Kyaaa!!!!”

Raymond, who managed to block it with his shield in the nick of time, was pushed back,

-Stab!

And Dylan’s spear pierced the ghoul from behind.

“Haaa..”

-Drip. Drip.

And from the tip of the spear flowed…

Rotten blood… emitting a foul stench.

“Ugh!”

Raymond, already feeling nauseous, started vomiting on the side of the waterway.

“This is an illusion…?”

It wasn’t an illusion.

And as the two became accustomed to the darkness,

What stood before them was.

A stone gate that looked like it had been carved from a demon’s face.

Ominous symbols representing the forces of Pandemonium were drawn all over it, and there were even shapes that looked like impaled skulls.

For now… the demon’s mouth was closed.

Like the calm before the storm.



Like a venomous snake hiding its fangs.

-……

At the sight they had never seen before, Dylan and Raymond’s bodies froze, sweat dripping down their bodies.

“D-Dylan, wha… what is tha…t…?”

“……”

They had to report this.

Every nerve in their bodies was screaming that.

“I, I’m sorry. I, I need to go first! This… I think it’s better to report this to the academy…!”

Just as Raymond was about to run away before wetting himself,

-Creeeeaaak!!!

-!!!

-Whoooosh…!

The demon’s mouth opened.

The Gate of the Underworld…

Had been opened.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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“Edwin, it’s too deep…”



“Just hold on a little longer.”

Claris Academy, inside the Lintz Forest, thick with large trees.

Edwin’s adventurous spirit was burning for the treasure hunt event.

“This is… out of bounds, isn’t it?”

“It probably still is. Lintz Forest is big, you know…”

‘Boys will be boys…’

Melissa sighed with a smile and followed behind him.

The chirping of birds stopped, and the presence of people around them disappeared.

‘Should I just grab him?’

Melissa, conscious of being alone with Edwin, was contemplating whether or not to hold his hand.

That was when it happened.

-SHAAAAA!!!!!!

“Wh-What was that!”

“!!”

With a deafening roar that pierced their eardrums, the area of the forest where Melissa and Edwin were standing began to glow and tremble.

-BOOOOOOM!!!

And this shaking soon stopped.

“???”

The unidentified red light became clearer and began to draw something.

“A, a magic circle?”

Melissa, well-versed in theory, knew it well.

This was a large-scale spell.

Moreover, looking at the shape, it wasn’t an illusion magic circle mainly used by human wizards, nor was it an ancient spell.

It was a black magic circle.

In other words, a demon’s spell.

“It’s, it’s black magic…”

-WHOOSH!

At that moment, the lines of the spell shot upwards.

-WHOOSH! WHOOSH!

And diagonally, sometimes vertically, it moved in irregular directions, crisscrossing, starting to draw something.

As if trying to summon something.

Its scale far exceeded the height of the two by five times.

“Melissa, behind me!”

“O…okay.”

Sensing danger by instinct, Edwin stepped in front of Melissa.

-WHOOSH!

The light revealed its identity and took shape in an instant.

-GROOOOOWL!!!

Suddenly, standing before them was a giant, monstrous creature.

A face whose shape was hard to discern due to needle marks, a body that looked like three ogres combined.

Holding a chain in one hand and a meat tenderizer in the other…

It was a patchwork made of corpses.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Chapter 3’s main episode, [Demon Advent: Gate of the Underworld], simply proceeds with two parts simultaneously.

First, the giant demon beast that Edwin and Melissa encounter in the Lint Forest, surrounded by a demonic barrier.

The battle with [Tyrant Chains-Corpse Stitch].

And inside the academy, the [Corpse Legion] invading from the Gate of the Underworld.

Mixed with the illusionary monsters appearing in the treasure hunt, it becomes a cauldron of chaos.

And the one who helps Edwin and Melissa is, of course, Yeriel.

As Edwin receives help and stops Corpse Stitch, the great demon, Bune, appears and starts the second phase.

In my estimation, Corpse Stitch’s rank is at least A or higher, and Bune’s rank is likely higher than that, so it’s safe to say that there’s no possibility of Edwin defeating Bune.

Ultimately, if it follows the original work, Bune, recognizing that Yeriel has the power of a fallen angel within her, tries to kidnap her but fails.

Instead, he curses her, sealing all her elemental abilities.

In short, just as she shows her true power, she loses her strength and becomes a character whose presence disappears.

The enraged Edwin tries to fight by squeezing out his awakened power, but he’s absolutely no match for the great demon Bune and is only humiliated.

Eventually, only after the professors and the academy’s guardians arrive does Bune, having slaughtered numerous students, leisurely escape through the return portal to Pandemonium.

In the end, the reason for this narrative’s existence can be seen as the author’s device to suppress the growth of Edwin and the main heroines while Kaelan is absent.

Therefore, I have two options.

I can either help Yeriel avoid having her powers taken by Bune, or I can quickly close the Gate of the Underworld so that the academy’s forces can focus on Bune.

“I…”

In the end, I chose the latter.

Containing the Gate of the Underworld.

The reason is that I have a good method to contain the Gate of the Underworld.

And I had a very big picture to test through this gate.

‘I can’t just let such a big episode go to waste…’

If things go well, I might be able to catch two birds with one stone, including saving Yeriel.

I just hope that Edwin can hold out until I get back.

‘Please be worth the Essence of the Black Dragon…’

.

.

.

The old commercial district.

I was searching… for the Gate of the Underworld.

-Aaaah, run!

-Hey! They said up to two!

-Are we disqualified?

-We just found two!

Many students were already battling ‘illusionary’ monsters here.

It was much more chaotic than usual because of the festive atmosphere.

So, even if monsters from the Gate of the Underworld suddenly poured out here, people might think,

‘Oh, is it a new treasure hunt event?’

.

.

.

I wondered how long I had been running around like that.

Suddenly, a status window popped up in front of me.

-Ding.





Life Achievement!

Discovery: Gate of the Underworld





Huh?

There was nothing around me.

Just the middle of a peaceful commercial district street.

But the status window disappeared when I went far away,

-Ding.





Life Achievement!

Discovery: Gate of the Underworld





and it reacted when I returned to this spot.

‘Wait… the status window appears because of the Gamer trait.’

Thinking in terms of the game…

‘It’s the z-axis.’

It’s simple if you think about the game’s minimap.

If a ping is marked on the map, but you can’t see the NPC even when you get there, it means they’re either above or below ground.

Since there’s only the sky above, the answer is underground.

Was it because of the influence of the extreme difficulty?

‘To think they hid it in the sewer…’

I immediately went down into the sewer.

.

.

.

-Kue? Kueeee!!

-Clang! Clang!

“I can’t… hold on… anymore…!”

Raymond’s moaning voice and the cries of the corpses echoed throughout the underground.

“Dylan…? Dylan!!”

-Cough.

Dylan coughed up blood instead of answering.

Raymond was in front, heavily armored, so he might not know, but Dylan had been bitten by ghouls on his right thigh and left ribs long ago.

“F**k…”

He thought the corpse monsters, ghouls, would be easy to deal with because they tended to rush in uniformly.

But the reality was different.

He couldn’t properly pierce them with his spear, and some ghouls didn’t fall in one blow, persistently harassing Dylan.

Eventually, because he had to worry about this, he failed to manage his stamina properly and suffered two critical wounds.

The corpses of ghouls got caught on Dylan’s feet.

He was starting to get used to the foul stench and the flies.

He had somehow managed to kill dozens of them.

But there’s no end.

The fear that ghouls would continue to pour out of that gate was consuming Dylan and Raymond.

And the murderous intent of those creatures was genuine.

“What am I supposed to do! I can’t anymore!!”

Raymond’s cry was desperate.

He was barely holding them back with his sword and shield, but he was gradually being pushed into a corner by the accumulating ghouls.

He was losing all the strength in his body.

The moment he lowered his shield, these ghouls would devour his body.

Just thinking about it made him tear up and snot run down his face.

“Am I, am I going to die?”

“Shut up, Raymond.”

‘F**king hell. So my destiny was to end up in a ghoul’s stomach.’

Yesterday’s social gathering felt like a dream.

What was that peaceful daily life?

It’s the Empire’s top academy… how can they not manage something like this?

Why do I have to die here…

And the thought that tormented him the most.

‘Was I really not meant to be Kaelan after all?’

Dylan’s consciousness faded due to excessive bleeding,

“I don’t want to die…!!!!”

-Thud!

Raymond also collapsed, exhausted.

.

.

.

-Kieeeek

-Kieeeek!

Maybe it was because he had lost even the sense of pain.

He couldn’t even feel the ghouls eating him.

As heavy eyelids drooped over his narrow field of vision,

-Whoooosh

Something passed by.

Ghouls soared up.

That was all.

.

.

.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





› Critical Hit!

› Additional damage proportional to Dexterity

› Weak Point Attack! Additional damage proportional to Critical Hit

› Damage Multiplier: 1250%

› Aggro + 0

› Aggro: 5

› Luck Activated! Crossbow-Proficiency experience increases rapidly!

› Crossbow-Proficiency is about to reach 8!





Ghouls coming out in droves.

For monsters that have just respawned in Reincarnation Brave, aggro doesn’t apply for 2 seconds, so it was great for managing the Hermit gauge.

The proficiency was even more rewarding.

8 is something that only war heroes can achieve, but since the crossbow is such an unpopular weapon and easy to use, it seems I reached this point quickly…

But…

‘Why are they here…’

When I roughly cleared out the pouring ghouls, there were two male students mixed in among the corpses.

Of course, I don’t remember their names…

Anyway, it’s a slightly different development from the fanfic novel, but I’m a little embarrassed, but inadvertently, they bought me some time.

“So far, so good.”

For now, I have no intention of reporting the Gate of the Underworld to the academic staff.

Soon, this will become a very big picture.

The Gate of the Underworld is a high-dimensional black magic that connects the Empire and Pandemonium in one go, so it’s a very large and difficult spell to cast.

They probably succeeded in constructing it by grinding up all the magical beings in Pandemonium.

But, unlike creating this Gate of the Underworld, closing it is simple.

High-ranking demons, great demons, can easily solve it with a single command.

In other words, if I use Demonization, I’ll be judged as a great demon.

-Kueee!

-Thud!

I blew off the head of a ghoul crawling out of the gate and chanted.

‘Demonization.’

-Whoooosh!

And when I, in my demonized state, touched the demonic shape, a status window popped up.

-Ding.





Gate of the Underworld

› Currently Active

› Closure Possible





‘I’ll be back, so see you later.’

“Close.”

With just my one word…

-Creeeak…

-BOOM!!!

This massive demon’s mouth slammed shut.

“Phew…”

And then, I carried the two who were becoming corpses and escaped the sewer.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

By the time Edwin and Melissa looked up, the sky had turned purple.

It was because of the demon’s unique barrier.

And,

-BANG! BANG!

Corpse Stitch’s chain attacks,

-BANG!

crushed the ground.

“Melissa, stay away from me!”

“…Edwin!”

Edwin pushed Melissa back.

And when Corpse Stitch tried to lift the meat tenderizer stuck in the ground again, he seized the moment.

-Dash!

Edwin’s nimble form moved to the right side of the Stitch and slashed at its arm joint.

‘Sever!’

-Slash!

-GROOOOWL!

At that clean strike, the Stitch flinched for a moment, but it instantly regenerated the wound.

-GROOOOWL…

“!”

-Tremble…

“?”

Recognizing Edwin, the creature began to spew filth from its entire body.

-Tremble…

-GROOOOOWL!!!

And with a speed incomparable to before,

-SWISH! SWISH!

it began to swing its arms.

-BANG! BANG! BANG!!

Each blow was heavy enough to pulverize even a plate-armored knight, yet,

‘Crazy!’

it possessed unpredictable speed.

Edwin judged that it was even stronger than the Flame Ghoul.

-BANG! BANG!

The continuous thunderous roars caused the trees of Lintz Forest to break… and the soil and rocks to shatter and scatter.

It became a scene of utter chaos.

‘It’s on a different level from the selection test’s Stitch…’

The stitched-together corpse had many weaknesses, but its recovery speed was just as fast.

In other words, unless it was a blow imbued with divinity, it was difficult to deal effective damage to the creature.

‘Focus.’

Edwin, still not used to handling divine power, closed his eyes and concentrated.

-D, dodge it!

Perhaps it was a blessing in disguise.

Because it was so loud, students near Lintz Forest began to gather one by one and help Edwin.

-Cast support magic on that guy first!

-Isn’t that the C-rank guy?

-Does that matter?!

Edwin in the vanguard.

Melissa and a female student who could cast support magic in the middle.

And a male student with a dagger in the rear, forming a makeshift party.

-Clang!

-Dash!

Thanks to the acceleration support magic, Edwin was barely able to escape Corpse Stitch’s attack range.

But that was it.

A student handling a poisoned dagger tried to sneak behind the Stitch using stealth, but

-Clatter!

-!!

“S…sav…!”

He got caught in the chain and became a victim of the meat tenderizer.

-BANG! CRUNCH!

-Kyaaaaaa!!!

The gruesome scene of him instantly losing his shape and blood splattering everywhere.

No one could even scream.

Only the feeling of nausea welled up.

-GROOOOOWL!!

Having killed one, Corpse Stitch tore off and ate the student’s face, then

-THUMP! THUMP! THUMP!

suddenly, it began to move its massive body deep into Lintz Forest.

“Melissa, are you okay?”

“E, Edwin… I, I’m okay, but the problem is…”

“Problem?”

“It’s probably targeting another corpse…”

“What do you mean?”

Melissa’s explanation was simple.

Deep in Lintz Forest was the grave and monument of a war hero who wanted to be buried in the academy.

Of course, it could be defined as just a corpse with only bones remaining.

But to the corpse-eating Stitch…

There was a slight possibility that it could lead to the worst-case scenario.

“…Edwin?”

Edwin stood up without hesitation.

“Melissa, since it’s a festival, there are probably guardians stationed everywhere.”

“N, no. Don’t leave me…”

“It’s okay, it’s just that guy around here. Go to Professor McClone where there are many people.”

-Dash!

After speaking briefly, Edwin kicked off the ground and ran.

-Slash!

Once again, Edwin’s sword strike scattered on the Stitch’s back.

But the creature didn’t even budge.

And then it brought its two weapons together,

-WHOOOOSH!!!!

“!”

and attacked Edwin with a 180-degree rotation.

-BOOOOOM!!

“Ugh!”

The trees in the trajectory where Edwin had dodged were turned into a mess,

-S, sorry! This is impossible!

-I’ll call for others!

-It’s a demon’s barrier! The entire Lintz Forest… it’s trapped us!

-What?!?! We can’t… escape…?!

Even the students hiding nearby were in despair after hearing that they were trapped.

Just as Edwin was trying to get up and grab his sword again, the Stitch’s rotational attack continued relentlessly.

-BOOOOOM!!

‘Ugh!!!!!’

It was hard enough to just dodge the Stitch,

“Edwin!”

-Creeeak…

-!!

-THUMP!

Even the trees in the forest were falling, threatening Edwin.

-Creeeeak…

-THUMP! THUMP!

Edwin’s range of movement was narrowed by the layers of fallen trees, and just as Corpse Stitch was about to finish him off by raising its arm,

-WHOOOOOOSH!!!!

-GROOOOOWL!

The area around the Stitch suddenly became bright.

And the mysterious flames began to mercilessly burn the creature,

-WHOOOOOOSH!!!!

-GROOOOOWL!!!

then gathered again and merged into the form of a bird.

A phoenix.

An immortal bird.

An awe-inspiring presence that burns away even fear.

A density of flames that not even Melissa, known as the Crimson Flame, could approach.

“Stay away from my junior!”

The elementalist, Yeriel, had appeared.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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-Whoooosh!!!

Through the eyes of the burning Corpse Patchwork, the one observing this situation.

The 26th Great Demon, Buné.

He was unable to contain his excitement.

He was annoyed that some insignificant, light-green-haired creature was bothering him.

But a moment ago, a delicious-looking, pure-white girl had appeared.

-Hehehehe!!! Hehe! Did you think she was a fucking angel, or a saintess?

The magic Yeriel had cast was Phoenix.

An application and advanced-level technique among fire elemental magic.

It was a well-known fact that holy magic was the most effective against demons, but the fact that she used elemental magic unfortunately proved that she was neither a saintess nor an angel.

-Lick.

For Buné, it was even better.

As a demon, those with holy power were more difficult to handle.

-Then, what kind of noble bloodline do you have…?! Hehe!

From a far, humans were quite entertaining.

They were mere creations, yet they divided themselves by status, called themselves gods, and worshipped and served each other.

It was so ridiculous how they proclaimed themselves emperors and played at being noble kings.

And when those loud-mouthed creatures were stripped naked and violated, the essence of humanity emerged. Despair.

And the betrayal felt by the followers who had to watch as the one they worshipped was defiled and could only struggle to survive.

-Hehehe! That’s the only reason you human bastards exist, you know?

This was one of Buné’s favorite scenes of pleasure.

In that sense, the girl in front of him was perfect.

A girl like a fluttering white cloth in the wind.

There were other ‘virgins’ like her, full of untainted purity, if you looked for them,

But this one was different. More rare.

For some reason, within her body… the seed of a fallen angel was growing.

It stimulated Buné’s five senses, no, his six senses, begging him to sprout it quickly, to make her his kin.

It aroused him.

-Hmm… if you want it that much, I should personally caress you…! Hehe!

He wanted to approach her and violate her as soon as possible.

-What kind of screams will you make?? Hehe!

Now he even understood Tobiel’s impulsive actions.

There was plenty of time anyway.

By now, the academy must be preoccupied with the feast of corpses that had poured out from the Gate of the Underworld.

It was a shame that he couldn’t properly train the corpse legion without Andras,

But the ghouls’ relentless, aggressive nature was obvious.

It would be enough to divert their attention.

And this forest area had a demonic barrier, so no one could enter or exit except demons.

In other words, he had plenty of time to slowly savor and violate this girl.

-Heee! Heeeeee!!

Therefore, Buné had to make a decision.

Should he order the patchwork to gruesomely tear her flesh and devour her corpse…

Or should he sacrifice the patchwork and teleport directly to the spot to embrace her himself…

-Hehehe! I need to preserve her form as much as possible… but there aren’t many spectators right now…

As Buné was contemplating which method would be more violating, he made his decision.

-First, kill that worm of a boy.

Eliminating the eyesore came first.

-Creak. Creak.

The patchwork, whose flames still hadn’t subsided, carried out the order immediately.

-Swish..!

Edwin was clearly outside the patchwork’s attack range,

But when the creature extended and swung its chain,

-Swish!

The iron flail stretched out, threatening to reach even Yeriel.

-Swish!

“!!”

-Boom!

“Ugh!”

The one who blocked this terrifying attack was Edwin.

It was a physically impossible scene.

Edwin’s sword was a standard training sword issued by the academy.

Of course, it was a bit sharper than a practice sword and had some alloys mixed in, but that was the extent of the difference.

In that instant, Edwin’s activated Sword of Enforcement had managed to deflect this obvious outcome once.

Yeriel didn’t miss this opportunity either.

-Whoooosh!

The phoenix, now larger than before,

Let out a clear cry and directly struck the patchwork.

-Boom!!!

This time, it was a direct hit, and the patchwork’s movements were sealed,

-Ho-oh?

-Dash!

With Buné’s slightly surprised words as the end, Edwin charged.

-Swish… Slash!

And a crescent-shaped silver flash struck the patchwork’s abdomen.

A clean and sharp strike, honed by countless hours of sweat and effort.





[Holy – Strike of Conviction]





In fact, Edwin, who couldn’t yet wield aura, knew.

Even if these combined attacks continued, it would be difficult to defeat that creature.

In other words, their best bet was to hold out until the barrier was broken and the academy’s forces came to their rescue.

His body was already covered in wounds, both large and small.

He was no longer in optimal condition for battle, but he wouldn’t give up.

The speed emanating from that giant body of the patchwork.

‘Just a little…!’

If he could just match that speed, he might be able to find an opening.

Conversely, Buné was disgusted by the boy’s unwavering eyes of conviction.

-Hmm, the struggles of an inferior being are just boring…

Controlling that patchwork himself was indeed a hassle.

Moreover, his opponent was just a boy.

-Kill him yourself. As quickly as possible.

-Groooowl!!

Buné gave the patchwork free will to kill Edwin and leaned back, resting his chin on his hand.

As long as the pure-white girl didn’t suddenly jump in and sacrifice herself in some disgusting melodramatic scene, there shouldn’t be any problems.

-Thump! Thump! Thump! Thump!

As the patchwork charged towards Edwin,

And Edwin strained to imbue his trembling hands with holy power…

-Whoooooosh.

This time, a blue wind swept over the patchwork.

-Stab!!

-?

At the successive interruptions, Buné’s face momentarily contorted.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-Groooowl!!!!!





› Critical Hit!

› Additional damage based on Agility

› Weak Point Attack! Additional damage based on Critical Hit Rate

› Damage Multiplier: 650%

› Hermit Trait: Deactivated





The heavy impact I hadn’t felt in a while.

My wind magic had pierced the patchwork’s eye.

The creature writhed in pain.

‘I’m not too late.’

First, I had left the two in the underground waterway to Aria.

She also seemed to sense the gravity of the situation, as she didn’t ask me any further questions and immediately took them to the Hall of Restoration.

I immediately reported the barrier in Lintz Forest to the academy staff.

They were probably putting on a show to break the barrier by now.

I had also temporarily closed the Gate of the Underworld,

So the situation was progressing faster than in the original story.

‘So far, it’s according to plan.’

And I had secretly entered the barrier using Demonification.

The next scenario was to help Yeriel and Edwin kill the Corpse Patchwork and provoke Buné to manifest here.

That was the only way to catch him…

“Lev…!”

“Lev… how did you…”

Ignoring Edwin and Yeriel’s words,

As I approached the Corpse Patchwork, a status window popped up in front of me.

-Ding.



📜 Character Information 📜





Tyrant Chains – Corpse Patchwork

› Rank A Monster

› Composite, Boss

› Danger Level: Serious

› Characteristics: A creation of the Great Demon, Buné

› Encounter with the Boss!: You can preview its patterns!

› Details available





In fact, there was no need to preview this creature’s patterns.



📜 Skill Information 📜





Tyrant Chains – Corpse Patchwork

▶ Skills

› Corpse Feast (Passive)
 Devours corpses to cumulatively increase its random stats.

*The increase varies depending on the memories of the corpse.

› Acceleration (Passive)
 Attack speed and movement speed increase cumulatively during attacks.

*(Active Effect)
 When used, forcibly increases current Agility by an additional 0.3 and fixes movement speed at 1.5x.

› (Cooldown (3 uses): 12 hours)

* Cooldown resets upon using Corpse Feast or Regurgitate.

› Resilience (Passive)
 Damage dealt is adjusted regardless of the target’s armor type (adjusted to the average value).

› Also reduces physical/magical damage received.

› Combat Recovery (Passive)
 When damage is taken, 90% of that damage is gradually recovered. Can also be instantly recovered using mana.

› (Cooldown (10 uses): 12 hours)

*Cooldown resets upon using Corpse Feast or Regurgitate.

› Regurgitate (Active)
 Vomits out the body’s corpse remnants along with filth to reset the cooldowns of Acceleration and Combat Recovery.

› (Usable once after using Corpse Feast 10 times)

▶ Special States

› Frenzy
 Activates when health reaches 0%. Uses the Corpse Explosion skill.

*Corpse Explosion
 The Corpse Patchwork self-destructs. Explosion damage is proportional to the number of corpses eaten.

› Groggy
 [Tyrant Chains – Corpse Patchwork] is a summoned creature. It is only affected by status effects from its summoner. When conditions are met, it enters a groggy state for ? seconds, and damage received is increased by ?%.





To put it simply, this creature was,

‘I don’t have skills, but I’m damn strong.’

In other words, it didn’t have many active skills,

But it was the type to rely solely on brute physical strength.

‘Hmm.’

The problem was that it was difficult for me to use Demonification.

My Demonification was based on Andras,

So if Buné caught my scent, there was a risk of things going wrong.

In other words, it was better to help Yeriel and Edwin hold it off, as in the original story.

That way, these two would acquire traits and grow, and I could also maximize my rewards by delivering the final blow.

Another point to consider was that, according to the novel,

After Yeriel and Edwin barely managed to hold off the patchwork, he personally teleported,

And violated the original characters with overwhelming dark magic.

Realistically, that made sense in terms of balance.

He was a Great Demon, and this was extreme difficulty, so he would be incomparably strong.

So there was no way that first and second-year cadets who had exhausted their strength fighting the patchwork could stand a chance.

And when the academy’s guardians and war heroes arrived, Buné used teleportation again to calmly ‘escape’.

However, things were different now that I had intervened.

‘Teleportation dark magic uses a lot of mana. If I use that…’

As I was organizing my thoughts, Yeriel came in front of me and started to scold me.

“Lev, it’s dangerous here…!”

“Yeah.”

“Why did you come here…!”

Yeriel stood in front of me as if to protect me.

It wasn’t the right time to say this, but… it was a scene that wasn’t in the novel, so it was really cute…

“Hey.”

“?”

I handed Edwin a real sword.

“Listen carefully to what I say from now on.”

“…”



Instead of answering, he nodded,

-Swish!

And he drew the sword I gave him from its sheath as a response.

Anyway…

After Andras, this was a rare opportunity,

A once-in-a-lifetime chance to hunt a Great Demon.

I would take this opportunity to surely eradicate him.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Even when playing [The Reincarnated Hero],

Battles against Great Demons were incredibly tough.

Essentially, unless certain stats like Holy Level, Curse Resistance, etc., exceeded a certain threshold, it was impossible to even scratch a Great Demon.

You needed the specs of a War Hero, and even then, it was only doable with a 5-person party.

Of course, as with any game, the ‘first time’ was the hardest.

Once you broke through that, subsequent battles became easier due to significant stat increases.

That first time was now.

Currently, I, Edwin, and Yeriel,

With protagonist buffs, were probably equivalent to 1-2 War Heroes in terms of strength.

Therefore, looking purely at stats, the possibility of us defeating Buné was…

Nonexistent.

.

.

.

-Clatter…

Along with the ominous sound of chains clashing,

-Crash!

A heavy mace split the ground.

“Ugh!”

-Boom! Boom!

The Corpse Patchwork relentlessly targeted Edwin.

He must have been ordered to attack Edwin first, probably to make an example before violating Yeriel.

‘He’s grown.’

Edwin wasn’t being pushed back significantly.

As expected of a hardworking person, he had gained strength through relentless training, acquiring the Black Dragon’s Essence, defeating Kaelan, and improving his stats and gaining… enlightenment.

Also, he was getting an equipment buff from the expensive, custom-ordered sword I had given him.

And to top it all off, I had told him how to exploit the Corpse Patchwork’s weaknesses.

He had become stronger than even the fanfic described.

I had given Edwin three orders in total.

The first was to slash along the seams of the patchwork’s body, its weak points, using the Strike of Conviction,

-Slash!

-Groooowl!!

Edwin slashed along those crooked, uneven lines,

“Yeriel.”

“Yes…!”

-Whoosh!

-Stab, Burn!

And my enchanted fire arrows, enhanced by Yeriel’s elemental magic, successively hit the creature’s wounds.

[Strike of Conviction] was a holy skill, and holy power had the ability to inflict wounds that couldn’t be healed by demons.

Adding fire magic to burn the wounds would only double the effect.

Weakening the patchwork with these two debuffs was only a matter of time.

-Groooowl!!!

-Clatter!

Frustrated by our relentless attacks, the creature roared and started swinging its mace wildly.

-Crash!

-Boom!

In response, Edwin retreated without overextending and created distance.

-Creak…!

-Thud!

The patchwork, despite being hit by countless falling trees, started chasing us relentlessly.

“At this rate, it’s doable.”

The second order I gave Edwin was to avoid taking unnecessary risks and focus on dodging safely.

The reason was Edwin’s trait, ‘Tenacity’.

[Tenacity] from level 3 onwards had an amazing effect that, upon receiving fatal damage, would drastically reduce all his stats in exchange for surviving death once.

This was arguably a top-tier survival skill,

So it would be a waste for this skill to be used up by the patchwork, unlike in the original story.

Therefore, I planned to have Edwin maintain distance, keep the [Tenacity] effect, and trade it for Buné’s ultimate skill.

-Thump, thump, thump…!!!

-Thud, thud!

The Corpse Patchwork chasing us was gradually losing control of its body due to the fallen trees and its own Acceleration trait,

And at this timing, Edwin would strike from the side, and we would provide ranged support.

-Groooowl!!!

And we would repeat this process indefinitely, until the creature became an idiot and chased us again.

The strategy, which fully understood the patchwork’s weaknesses, was slow but effective.

Moreover, the Corpse Patchwork needed to eat corpses to get stronger, but there were none here.

Well, even according to the original novel, Edwin and Yeriel were able to defeat this boss on their own.

It was just a bit easier now that I had intervened.

‘Buné will be… the problem.’

-Ding.





Remaining Wind Energy: 195





I wasn’t using even a bit of mana, Wind Energy, or Subjugation for the fight against Buné.

Nevertheless, the reason I was able to deal effective damage to the patchwork was, of course…

“Yeriel, keep enchanting.”

“Yes…!”

Because of Yeriel’s help.

She had grown even stronger than last time.

In fact, Yeriel’s enchantment was practically the main source of damage, more so than my crossbow bolts…

-Groooowl!!!

“I’ll cut it now!”

Edwin’s confident shout.

-Whoosh!

In response, I loaded a Shadow Bolt.

The Corpse Patchwork, with most of its seams already torn and irreparable, was leaking flesh and filth.

-Whoosh!

One last Shadow Bolt to put the tattered creature to rest…

-Fwooooosh!!!!!!

-Grooooaaaargh!!

The wind’s afterimage sliced through the creature’s body like a blender.





The effect of ‘Rivalry’ activates Eradication!

The Tyrant Chains – Corpse Patchwork will soon enter its Frenzy state!





And its whole body, like an erupting volcano, swelled up red,

“Lev, Yeriel! Get back!”

Then it started to explode.

-Boom!!!

.

.

.

‘Easy, it’s easy.’

-Drip! Drip!

Amidst the rain of acidic filth, status windows started popping up.

-Ding!!


Achievement Cleared!


Boss: Tyrant Chains – Corpse Patchwork has been defeated

›Number of Bosses Eligible for Reward Acquisition: 95

›You can acquire the Demon Hunt reward!

›You have gained experience!

›Your stats have increased!

›You have gained skill points!

›Luck activated! Your stats have increased further!





I chose the reward that would be the final puzzle piece and prepared for the main game, the second phase, the battle against Buné.

The last order I gave to Edwin was…

“Y-you hunchbacked bastard…! Stop hiding…! Show yourself!”



To make a cowardly provocation to increase aggro.

‘Because I can’t be the one to take the instant death skill…’

-Hehehehehehe!

-!!

Was it because of that?

No, as in the original story, Buné revealed himself.

A large, bald head with black horns, reddish skin, a hunched back covered in disgusting scale-like things, and a waist adorned with straw dolls and totems, likely used for curses.

There was also a setting that Buné had become hunchbacked due to his deep involvement in witchcraft since he was young.

Walking with a bone-decorated staff, he literally looked like a zombie.

‘He looks like a complete mess.’

-Ding.



📜 Character Information 📜





26th – Buné

› SS-Rank Great Demon

› Great Demon, Boss

› Danger Level: ?????

› Characteristics: 26th Great Demon, commands a legion of corpses, main ability is necromancy

› Encounter with the Boss!: You can preview its patterns!

› Details available

※Warning: There is a high probability of death if you engage in battle with your current stats





Ignoring the warning, I drank a potion and focused on the details.

-Ding.



📜 Skill Information 📜





26th – Buné

▶ Skills

› Great Demon – Magic (Passive)
Greatly increases Magic, Mana, Mentality, and Sensitivity. Can exceed the stat limit by up to 50%.

› Great Demon’s Dignity (Passive)
 Can acquire three additional unique traits.

› High-Level Magic Shield (Passive)
 As long as Buné has mana to use, magic below the 7th Circle and attacks below Proficiency 8 cannot deal any damage to Buné.

* The shield weakens as Buné’s mana decreases

› Mana Oppression (Active)
Uses the black mana of a Great Demon to render living creatures within its radius groggy.

 (Resistance is possible with Stun Resistance, Curse Resistance of level 7 or higher, or Holy Trait of level 7 or higher)

› Targeted – Demonification (Active)
 Infuses black mana into a target other than itself, demonifying them, and then retrieves their soul. (Level 8 Curse)

› The amount of black mana consumed and the time required vary depending on the target.

› Upon retrieving the soul, all consumed black mana is recovered.

› Targeted – Living Dead (Active)
Targets a corpse or soul, revives it, and makes it its minion. (Level 8 Curse)

› When used on a corpse – Growth is limited.

› When used on a soul – Retains the abilities of its past life, and there is no growth limit.

* The Living Dead cannot act of their own will

› Buné’s Authority – Instant Death Curse (Active) (Ultimate Skill)
 Designates a non-demon target and instantly kills them. (Level 9 Curse, cannot be dispelled)

* Consumes a large amount of mana

› The instantly killed target must writhe in eternal agony, and the only way to be saved is through Buné’s Living Dead.

(Usable once per day)

› Buné’s Authority – Dimensional Travel (Active) (Ultimate Skill)
 Can travel anywhere through a personal dimensional spell.

› There is no cooldown, but it consumes an enormous amount of mana.

 However, if the destination is Pandemonium – within Buné’s domain, all mana is returned after 44 minutes.

* The time can be shortened by sacrificing members of the Corpse Legion

▶ Special States

› Frenzy: None.

› Weakness
 [Buné] is immune to status effects. However, as a mage-type Great Demon, the higher the mana consumption, the weaker the High-Level Magic Shield becomes, which is its only weakness.





‘This is insane…’

Was this the taste of extreme difficulty?

Skills that put even Kaelan to shame…

I didn’t even read all of it. I skipped the general active attack magic.

The thoughts that came to mind after seeing this were…

First,

‘Damn it, this is too much.’

Second…



📜 Skill Information 📜





▶Rivalry Lv. None (Passive)

  If you defeat a Great Demon belonging to the 72 with this skill, you can inherit the target’s abilities.

* While this skill is active, it grants [Eradication] (*Usable once)

‘If you want to rise to the rank of Great Demon… use your abilities to create a festival of blood.’

› -The Demon King, to the fire demon at his feet.

* Acquisition Difficulty: Very Difficult





‘If I catch him, are all those skills mine…?’

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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In [Hero of Another World], gates, dimensional portals, and summoning circles were optimal farming spots for experienced players.

When you recruited a new hero, the fastest way to level them up was to form a party with a strong hero, occupy a suitable gate, and hunt the enemies pouring out of it all day long.

It was like auto-hunting.

But it wasn’t enough for me.

Waiting for enemies in front of the dimensional portal, I thought and thought about how to gain even more, an even more extreme advantage.

Clearly, in the game, I was human, so the gate was just an object.

But now, I’m also a demon, right?

And not just any demon, but the successor of Andras… an archdemon.

So…

Just taking what’s given is over.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

.

.

.

-Thud, thud, thud!

The patchwork monstrosity burst apart with a disheartening ease.

And fragments rained down like a shower.

-Kukukuhehehehe!!!

A chilling laugh escaped Bune’s lips.

He was a genius of necromancy.

A great necromancer.

Even though the patchwork horror hadn’t received Andras’s touch, it was still a work Bune had put effort into creating.

His original expectation was, that the patchwork would grow by devouring the corpses of the Claris novices, and if that McClone came to clean up the mess, he would kill him in front of everyone and make him his thrall.

But things went wrong.

He thought they were just newbies, but they managed to defeat the patchwork with some semblance of strategy.

-Slurp.

Bune licked his lips again.

It was even better this way.

Corrupting those with the potential to become heroes by making them his thralls was exciting in a different way.

In the end, thinking he needed to vent his anger, Bune used [Ability – Dimensional Shift].

.

.

.

Soon, Bune materialized in the Lintz Forest.

Dimensional Shift consumed a tremendous amount of mana, but for Bune, with his high magical aptitude, it was a readily usable ability.

-Sniff… Ha.

After a long time, the disgusting… smell of humans pierced Bune’s lungs.

-It’s like dogs. Kihihik!

Annoyed by just this, Bune tapped the ground once with his staff.

-Thump.

-Kwaaaaaaaaah!!!!!

With just that one motion, everything in the surrounding area began to explode.

Bune’s magical pressure.

-!!!!!

-Kyaaa!

The three who had just been toying with the patchwork horror were instantly knocked down.

-…Kihihit!

Bune was in a dilemma.

Aside from making them his thralls, he had to think about how to kill each one of them as painfully as possible.

He considered making them into living wax figures and slowly killing them, but unfortunately, he didn’t have the time for such meticulousness.

Just then, Edwin rose,

-?

and staggered towards Bune.

-Kuhit!

Seeing the stumbling figure, Bune grinned widely.

-Wooong…!

A black, spherical magic bullet formed at Bune’s fingertip.

-Shishik!!!

It struck Edwin directly.

“!”

-Kwang!

Edwin managed to dodge most of them, but was immediately thrown to the ground by one exploding magic bullet.

But he didn’t give up.

He got up again and attacked.

-Kuhit! If you want to die that badly…!

What Bune hated the most was the messy melodrama of humans.

Therefore, he used an instant death skill on the one who annoyed him.

Showing the difference in their levels.

Suddenly, black magic power surged through Bune’s body,





[Bune’s Ability – Instant Death Curse]





The ominous energy swirled around and enveloped Edwin’s body.

Just that.

“?”

Then, a malice that seemed to condense all the darkness in the world began to eat away at Edwin’s brain.

“Ku… kuhuhk kuhk!!”

“Edwin…!”

“…”

“…!”

‘……’

Yerial, who barely managed to regain her senses, felt it.

The patchwork was really child’s play, and this archdemon was unbeatable.

But she couldn’t be afraid.

‘The more this happens… I need to… keep… my head clear.’

Even if she died, she needed to buy time to save at least one person.

Contrary to Yerial’s wish, Bune’s next target was the ashen-haired boy.

-A human archer. Kikik!

What is this pathetic creature doing, when its nothing? Is this the dignity of Claris, which aims to exterminate evil?

Bune casually tossed the boy, who seemed to be already unconscious, next to Edwin.

-Thud.

And with a look of disgust, he commanded Yerial.

-Wench? Obey me. Then I’ll let you finish off those two worms yourself. Hihihit!

-Fwoosh!

Instead of answering, a flame ignited in Yerial’s hand,

which stimulated Bune’s nerves even more.

-Crack!

“Kuuh….!!!”

“Le… Lev!”

Bune reflexively broke one of Lev’s arms.

Lev bit his lip and endured the pain.

This sight made Yerial’s heart waver.

“Wai… wai…!”

If she didn’t listen to him here… Lev might die after Edwin.

Then Lev grabbed Yerial’s wrist.

“…!”

His surprisingly calm eyes shook from side to side.

As if telling her not to.

“…”

The flame in Yerial’s hand flickered and then died down.

She knew the truth.

The demons were probably after her.

So it would be best not to provoke them.

-Mongrel. You’re last… Why, you ask? Kihihit! Because I need to make you my thrall and have you violated by my army for eternity…! Kuhuhut!

After saying that, Bune began to inscribe demonic runes on Yerial, who was no longer resisting.

“Huuut…!”

Simply killing her and taking her soul wouldn’t work.

Inside this woman’s body was the curse of a fallen angel, and to preserve and awaken it required a very delicate process.

-Scratch… scratch…

With each stroke, all of Yerial’s magic power disappeared, and the inherent curse of the fallen angel was forcibly awakened.

Unlike with Tobiel, it wasn’t being forced, so it would probably take about two hours for her to become a demon.

-Kihihit!

Bune was already envisioning the dark future where this soon-to-be-corrupted girl would open a brothel in Pandemonium.

“……”

However, Bune was annoyed by Yerial’s lack of reaction, just enduring the pain, so he picked up Lev instead.

-Why aren’t you reacting? Kihihit!

Only now did Yerial react.

-Hihit! You look absolutely disgusting, kuhit!

And Bune began to throw Lev around in front of Yerial.

Yerial’s face turned pale.

“Just… kill me! That’s what you want!”

The human body isn’t that durable.

Especially since Lev was barely conscious now.

Bune looked at Lev’s blood-soaked body with a grim expression and said,

-Right… But this worm is kind of annoying… Kihihit! I’ll make you a special demon.

“…!”

-Ah… Will your body burst before you become a demon? That’s not my problem, kihihit!

With those words, Bune began to inject black magic power into Lev.

-Wooooong…

-Wooong…

-Hooh…

Surprisingly, a lot was going in.

A human archer with this much capacity… Was this guy also a demon candidate?

Of course, that was it. The guy absorbed Bune’s black magic power like a sponge, and soon the demonization circuit was engraved deep inside his body.

In about 20 minutes, this guy would become a demon and wreak havoc on the academy.

-Kuhit!

It was then.

-Shaaaaaaa!!!

White flames, holy fire, erupted around Bune’s neck.

-What, kuhit! Already?

The academy’s guardians, and the war heroes alongside McClone, whom Bune hated, had arrived.

And, a late report came in from his subordinate demon in charge of strategy.

-Almighty Lord Bune. My apologies. The gate to the underworld… has been closed.

We thought you had closed it yourself…

-??

Bune was momentarily confused.

-You idiots…

But only another archdemon could close the gate to the underworld.

Moreover, the gate to the underworld was installed in the academy.

There was an archdemon in the academy…?

-This is a pain… Kihihit!

He wanted to play more…

But he needed to go back and check the status of the gate to the underworld…

In his excitement, he had used too many curses on these mongrels.

Moreover, in this place with a holy barrier, the power of demons was greatly weakened.

Therefore, Bune only had enough mana left to return to Pandemonium.

-Tsk… Kihihit!

Reluctantly, Bune decided to postpone things.

-I’ll be going ahead, see you soon, kihihit? Though you’ll be my slave, kihihit!

The one with light green hair would die instantly.

He had placed curses on the wench and the ashen-haired worm,

so they would soon be corrupted.

Then, those foolish war heroes would have no choice but to kill the corrupted ones with their own hands.

And the souls of those two would be retrieved by Pandemonium.

What a beautiful puppet show.

-Tap tap tap…!

As the guardians surrounded Bune at Professor McClone’s command,

-Kihihit!

Bune used his ability and leisurely disappeared.

.

.

.

“Damn, did he escape…!”

The former war hero, McClone.

And the guardians.

Scarlett and Dustin, who had come after receiving Lev’s urgent call.

What they faced was… horrific.

Flesh and blood splattered everywhere.

“Wai, wait a minute! He’s… he’s alive…!”

The priest from the Temple of Restoration confirmed that Edwin wasn’t dead, but he was barely clinging to life.

Yerial looked fine on the outside, but…

“Dus, Dustin! Can you do something about this…?”

“At this rate…”

Dustin swallowed the rest of his words at Scarlett’s question.

It was an archdemon’s curse.

She would probably soon lose her body, and her soul would be taken by Pandemonium.

The curse she was under was of the highest grade.

Even with the best curse-breaking specialist in the empire, it would take a lot of time.

Dustin asked Scarlett in a serious voice.

“…Where’s Lev?”

“…Huh?”

He had disappeared at some point.

-…

In this situation where everyone was confused,

only Yerial was recalling his last whisper.

He had done nothing for her, yet…

-Don’t forget today’s promise.

-!

The usual pleasant tone calmed Yerial.

“…I don’t understand… Lev.”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-Drip. Drip.

Where the musty water droplets fall.

The Clarice sewers.

-Stumble, stumble

With each step, the sound of bones, the drops of blood fall out of sync.

“Kikikikik… He really didn’t let me land a single hit…”

Did a black dragon possess his left arm?

Did he go crazy after meeting a boss that was too strong without any conscience?

His team was destroyed, but he kept laughing.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





› Combat Recovery (Passive)
 When damage is taken, 90% of that damage is gradually recovered. Mana can also be used for immediate recovery.

› Cooldown: 24 hours





He was beaten to within an inch of his life,

but the reward he quickly chose after defeating the patchwork horror, Combat Recovery, was forcing his body to move.

-Screeeech!

‘Damn noisy.’

And at the same time, the incessant cries, suggestions, coaxing, and whispers of demons in his ears.

Bune had nicely cast [Targeted Demonization (Active)] on him.

Thanks for that.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





› Corruption: 565/130





Thanks to that, he had filled up his corruption gauge far beyond the limit.

And the reason I can barely hold onto my sanity right now is.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





In 2 minutes, the effect of the Potion of Free Will will disappear

› Potion of Free Will Cooldown: 30 days





The Potion of Free Will, which he had drunk in advance before the Bune fight.

This had made him a 2-minute time bomb.

In the game, it had the option to prevent status ailments during its duration, so the cooldown was a whopping 30 days.

It seemed a bit excessive, but that was the closed beta standard.

Later it was changed to 7 days.

‘Enough with the digression…’

The ultra-hell mode was spicier than he thought, but… it was all according to plan.

I suppressed all this and dragged my body to the ‘Gate of the Underworld’.

It’s not a saying I particularly like, but there’s a saying in Korea.

“You might have come in on your own, but you won’t be leaving on your own.”



When I placed my hand on this demonic-looking gate, the cold, rough texture of limestone greeted me.

This gate was definitely connected to Pandemonium,

specifically, to Bune’s home base.

And in [Hero of Another World], dimensional portals opened by others cannot be used unless you are in the same party.

That means, the dimensional portal opened by me, the gamer, can only be used by me, right?

“Wow, it’s been a while, hasn’t it?”

A thought that came to mind at least once while playing the game.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





‘Question’



If you attack into a dimensional portal, will the attack occur at the destination?

 ‘Answer’ 
???





I definitely remember. During the closed beta of Hero of Another World, if you attacked and interacted with a dimensional portal at the same time, the skill would be transferred… a bug.

And the only weakness of Bune stated in the strategy guide is, now, after controlling the patchwork, using dimensional shift twice, casting instant death on Edwin, and cursing Yerial and me, he has consumed a huge amount of mana.

He has no survival skills left.

“You don’t have it, do you…? Greater Magic Shield…”



📜 Skill Information 📜





▶ Third Form: Wind Extermination (Active) (Ultimate Skill)

› Demon-Slaying Destruction – Unleashes everything as if swept away by the wind.

› Attacks a vast range of enemies upon activation.

* Due to the contract with Ariel, the consumption of wind energy is reduced, and the damage is dramatically increased.

*Can be used 1 time

* When the number of uses reaches 0, it changes to Third Form: Wind Explosion





“Experience points, 100 times.”

All that was left was to pour everything I had into this damn gate.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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The Netherworld and Pandemonium.

Somewhere in between.

[The Abyss]

Bune returned to his home base, the 14th Legion, in a foul mood.

-You have returned.

Seeing his strategist, Retaka, acting as if nothing was wrong to avoid provoking him,

-You imbeciles.

Bune emitted a subtle killing intent.

-I have no excuse. Please, kill me.

At the mechanical response, Bune clicked his tongue.

Of course, the patchwork experiment was a complete failure, and the plan to move the corpse legion through the Nether Gate had also gone up in smoke.

In the end, he was the only one who had gone all out against some Claris underlings.

It was a situation that could be considered a disgrace to the dignity of an archdemon.

Still, it wasn’t a complete loss.

He would soon be able to bring the woman Tobiel had been after to the Netherworld,

and he had also managed to cut down a promising hero candidate.

-Well, that’s good, but… Kihihit!

If news of this reached the ears of the other archdemons, he would surely be ridiculed,

but if he could nurture those two, it would be enough to be re-evaluated for his shrewdness.

-By the way, there’s someone in the academy who can close the Nether Gate?

-Yes, …that seems to be the case…

Bune hurriedly followed Retaka.

He needed to check the Nether Gate first.

If there was nothing wrong with it or if they had made some ridiculous mistake,

he was planning to imprison the person in charge in the depths of the abyss and make them work as punishment.

-Ssss… Ha.

And the desirable virgin he had found after a long time.

-I’ll have to caress every inch of her soul, won’t I? Kihihit! Tonight will feel very short.

Tasting the blood of a virgin was his top priority.

Bune just hoped that those so-called war heroes would kill her cleanly and send her to Pandemonium.

-Kihhhhhhhhhhh

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Opening the Nether Gate isn’t something you can just do like a local locksmith.

As Bune had experienced, it was a task that required a considerable amount of mana.

But I have Fallen Angelification, which reduces the cost of all skills.

‘Fallen Angelification.’

Since there was no time to waste this time either, I immediately chanted.

-Paang!!



⚙ System Notification ⚙





Fallen Angelification: The cost required to use skills is greatly reduced!





With that one phrase, as if a blockage had been blown open,

black magic power began to explode around me.

‘Imprint chant.’

And with the imprint chant, I double-casted Fallen Angelification.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





Fallen Angelification: The cost required to use skills is greatly reduced!





-Sheeeeeeeik!!!

The Ashen Onslaught, as if it had been waiting for this moment, began to open its voracious mouth wide.

The Ashen Onslaught grew in size much faster than during the Black Armor Raid.

I fixed it to the ground below me, and before it could go berserk, I redirected the flow of black magic power beyond the Nether Gate.

-Gyyyyyyyyyyy!!!

-Kukukuku…Thump!!!

The Nether Gate began to open, forcibly and violently.

At the same time, the stench of the ghouls stuck around the gate vibrated, but I ignored it and focused.

-Swoosh. Swoosh. Swoosh.

Then, demonic runes and black magic circles began to be drawn in my mind.

-Ding.





› E,VLD;

› FFINV,;

› ,TADPPO;





‘Ah, right. The proficiency issue.’

Come to think of it, I can’t interpret it at all because of my Demonic Language proficiency.

…It feels like it’s roughly indicating the connection location of the gate, and the most recently selected one is displayed at the top.

This must be it.





› E,VLD;





Once the selection was complete,

-Sheeeeeeeeeeee!!

The whirlwind beyond the gate began to spin wildly, and my mana began to decrease rapidly.

When I felt dizzy from the rapid exhaustion, I replenished it by taking a mana potion I had prepared.

After throwing the empty bottle aside, I finally imprint chanted Demonification.

-Shaaaaaang





Demonification: The power of skills is increased!




Then,

-Grrrrrrrrr.

-Clang!

The stone demon’s jaw dropped wide open, and beyond the whirlwind, the flames of the inferno blazed…

The gates of hell opened.

The time I could keep this gate open was very limited.

“Just take one hit.”

The simplest way to lift Yerial’s and my curse was to kill the caster.

Having made up my mind, I took three steps back, then infused the remaining black magic power into the Ashen Onslaught fixed to the ground.

-Gyyyyyyyyyyy!!!

‘I wonder if this will be enough.’

The large and beautiful Ashen Onslaught.

Compared to that, the crossbow bolt looked embarrassingly shabby since I hadn’t properly farmed for it.

Adding good crossbow bolts came after the closed beta.

Moreover, as during the battle with the wind spirit Jin, I had double-casted Fallen Angelification instead of Demonification to optimize the opening of the Nether Gate,

so I was concerned that the power might be slightly insufficient.

There was no time to calculate the damage, and…

If Bune wasn’t killed here, Yerial and I would be dragged straight to Pandemonium.

I would experience the worst ending that couldn’t even be seen in the game.

-?

Then, I saw a shining spear stuck among the corpses of the ghouls next to me.

-Ding



📜 Skill Information 📜





Jesti Family’s Demon-Slaying Spear

› Rarity: B+

A long spear with the demon-slaying attribute. The performance of the weapon itself is not exceptional, but the essence of demon-slaying seems to be intact.

› Active Effect
 [Demon Slaying] – Additional damage +30% to demon-type enemies (compounding), grants demon-slaying attribute (1 use available)

› Equippable





“Huh?”

It wouldn’t be a weapon used by ghouls. Did those guys from earlier have it…?

When I picked up the spear, due to the characteristic of the demon race, which can handle all weapons according to the settings,



⚙ System Notification ⚙





›Will you apply Wind Archery – Shadow Extermination?

›Will you apply the active effect of the Demon-Slaying Spear?

›Estimated damage multiplier: 4780%





Very naturally, the spear’s active effect was applied to the Ashen Onslaught.

“What a steal.”

Along with this,

-Pachiiiiiiiiing!!!!

As if sparks were flying, magic power began to gather greatly around the crossbow.

-Uoooooooooh!!!!!!!!!!

The demonic magic power fluctuated and took the form of a hellish scream.

‘This is crazy…’

The fear that I might be consumed by the Ashen Onslaught if I pushed it any further made my heart race.

-Ziiiiing!! Ziiiiiiiiing!!!!

Was it because of that? Even though I was holding it down with all my might,

it was fiercely vibrating as if asking to be released.

-Groooooooooh!!!!

‘Nether Gate – Interact.’

-Ding.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





›Will you move?





‘Yes, and exterminate.’

It was really over now.

I pulled the trigger in time.

.

.

.

Pandemonium, a landscape where the red hellscape unfolds.

Bune stood before the lined-up corpse legion.

And, [Nether Gate].

Bune examined it, and there was no major problem with the dimensional portal itself.

However, he needed to wait until his mana was replenished to test it…

Bune’s anger had already reached its peak.

-Retaka… We’ve known each other for quite some time, haven’t we?

-!!

-For you to… dare to insult me like this.

It was a simple command to just send the corpse legion through the dimensional portal.

How could a strategist and a vanguard who can’t even accomplish this exist in the world?

-Almighty Demon Lord…! That’s… this is…

-Trash like you is not even worth punishing…

Sadly, neither Retaka’s excuses nor Bune’s abuse could continue.

-Grrrrrrrrr… Kukkuk!

-?

The Nether Gate opened on its own.

And…

-■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■

The roar was brief, and after that, there was nothing.

-#%#@&

-@@#%!

It was literally nothingness(無).

As if an absolute god had appeared to punish and exorcise all evil spirits,

-Gyaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah!!!!!!!!!!!

The Nether Gate screamed as if it were being torn apart,

and a white light…

devoured Bune and his entire legion.

-……

Soon, only a beeping sound remained,

and the existence of Bune, in Pandemonium…

was extinguished.

.

.

.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





› Due to the effect of ‘Rank Conflict’, Demon Slaying is activated!





-Ding ding ding ding ding ding ding ding ding!!!


A new achievement has been unlocked!



You can acquire rewards!

› Crossbow-Proficiency has increased to level 8!

› Pandemonium’s vigilance level increases!

› 72 Demons: Rank 26-Bune has been defeated

› Remaining Archdemons: 55

› Rank Conflict activated! You can inherit the abilities of Archdemon-Bune!

› Named – Strategist Retaka has been defeated

› Remaining Named: 138

› Named – 6th Vanguard Leader Volac has been defeated

› Remaining Named: 137





.

.

.


A new achievement has been unlocked!



›The enthralled souls bound to Bune are freed!

› Pandemonium-14th Legion is partially annihilated!

›Number of entities killed: 1421





.

.

.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

.

.

.

Having received the shocking news of an archdemon’s appearance, Aria is now at the old commercial district, the last place she met Lev today.

-…

In this deserted place, only a desolate darkness has settled, and even the moon, the only source of light, was hidden behind clouds.

As if trying to hide the events that had occurred at the academy.

A few hours ago, Lev had entrusted the 1st-year S-ranks, Dylan and Raymond, to her and disappeared.

Since those two were still unconscious, no one except Aria would know where the vanished Lev currently was.

‘Lev… Mr. Denec, what on earth are you…?’

Every time she thought of him, she saw Andras’s silhouette in the shadows.

It is said that the culprit always returns to the scene of the crime.

And… Aria’s intuition soon proved to be correct.

-Clatter.

Suddenly, a man… crawling out of the sewer.

“!”

This wasn’t a time to worry about things like the smell.

He was half-dead.

“A-Are you alright…!”

Even though Aria had been suspecting Lev until just now,

the moment she saw him, words of concern came out first.

First of all, his entire body was covered in wounds.

They were so densely packed that it was impossible to tell which were large and which were small.

It was to the point where she was confused about where to start.

“!!”

And, judging by the amount of black magic power he was soaked in, he must have fought a terrible battle with demons; he looked demonic himself.

Just being near him was enough to give her chills.

-…

He staggered towards Aria.

“…!”

And just passed by.

“Where are you going…!”

“….”

Aria instinctively knew.

His condition was the worst.

If left like this, he would inevitably die.

Aria spoke calmly, without panicking.

“Stop. We’re going to the sanctuary… first. My divine power is nowhere near enough to handle this…”

That was the truth. Before treating the wounds, just to remove the black magic power, he would need to be completely stripped and immersed in highly concentrated holy water.

But Lev was resolute.

“I’m busy.”

“…No. You should listen to me.”

“I once made a promise… with a girl I met a while ago… and I ended up breaking it.”

“…Yes?”

“Promises with the opposite sex… are quite difficult to manage afterward…”

Now he was suddenly spouting nonsense.

But Aria was more concerned about his well-being.

“I won’t let you go. Treatment first…”

“…!”

As Aria approached him with concern, Lev lightly embraced her.

“Aria, you’re so kind…”

“……”

“Didn’t you say you suspected me…?”

“That’s…!”

Why did the atmosphere keep turning like this in this situation?

Lev, who was two heads taller than Aria, smiled faintly and stroked her hair.

“Sorry, I really have to go.”

“…”

“Please, Aria, you’re kind.”

“…!”

It was quite a sweet talk, and Aria almost let go of his hand for a moment.

But, as a priest, her sense of duty towards a patient was greater.

Where on earth was he trying to go, looking like this and being so stubborn?

And Lev Denec’s original personality wasn’t this cheesy.

Aria sighed softly and tried to reason with him.

“……Alright. Tell me where you’re going. We’ll get you treated first, and then I’ll go with you… That’s okay, right…?”

“…Together? I don’t think that’ll work…”

“…Yes?”

Lev’s voice had become more serious.

-……

Soon, their gazes met closely.

“Mr. Lev…?”



Aria’s aquamarine eyes shook violently.

This situation felt strangely familiar.

But…

“Yeriel.”

An unexpected name came out of his mouth.

“Yeriel….”

Just that, and nothing more.

“……”

-Thud.

Lev’s knees hit the ground, and his body collapsed into Aria’s arms.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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The cradle of the Empire. Claris Academy.

In response to the continuous incidents involving demons this year, the academic board held a special investigation committee.

-Perhaps… the 7th War is… imminent.

-Wh, what! That’s ominous!

-Ominous? Don’t you all know? War is inevitable, and it only ends when one side is finished. Have you forgotten the reason for this academy’s establishment?

-…

As the discussion to resolve the incident concluded, and idle speculation driven by unfounded anxiety continued,

former Professor McClone, who had retired in the worst possible way, was thinking differently.

‘It must be… that cadet from back then.’

The entrance exam in the Lintz Forest.

The cadets who were present when the patchwork horror was defeated, Edwin Gwynns and Lev Denec.

These two were also involved in this incident.

Of course, it could be a series of unfortunate coincidences, but surviving two demonic attacks had significant meaning.

Before even considering their strength, if their will hadn’t been broken by fear… even negative experiences could become a foundation for growth.

Therefore, McClone had already spoken to Professor Diena.

They must nurture these two.

It was cruel, but McClone had no doubt that they were promising hero candidates.

‘I hope the old man’s intuition isn’t wrong.’

.

.

.

-Did you see the demon in the Lintz Forest?

-Did I see it? The war hero showed up, and it ran away immediately.

-Well, this is our home base, what could an archdemon do…?

-What was it then? Did it just come to declare war?

Bune’s invasion of the academy was a hot topic, to the extent that there were no cadets who didn’t know about it.

The fact that an archdemon had appeared alone, without a single soldier, and occupied the Lint Forest was difficult for everyone to understand, not just the cadets.

-There was definitely a gate there, a demon gate…

-That’s right. We also… risked our lives… to fight there.

As Dylan and Raymond testified, there was an unidentified gate in the sewer, and a legion of corpses poured out from it, but it couldn’t be proven.

By the time the guardians went to check, everything had vanished without a trace.

In the end, ‘someone’ had intervened to make it seem that way, but no one could know this truth.

.

.

.

And the archery department, student council room.

The promising human archer, Violet DiCrescent, was deep in thought, her long, purple hair hanging down.

First, the atmosphere in the academy was chaotic.

In this situation, she had to select archer candidates.

Actually, she had no desire to select anyone.

The reason for selecting hero candidates each year was simple.

Insurance.

Insurance in case the previous group failed in their expedition to defeat the Demon King.

In other words, Violet, who believed she had the ability to defeat the Demon King, didn’t need that insurance.

But…

-Violet, I’m here to deliver an urgent message. Are you very busy right now?

-…

Her mentor, Diena Ashkar, had come to see Violet in person.

In a way, it was a simple request.

To bring a cadet named Lev Denec as a candidate for the archery department.

But, as the saying goes, it’s all about how you say it.

It wasn’t a request to accept him as a candidate, but a request to bring him.

“Sigh.”

She had no intention of accepting candidates,

and now she had to go and persuade a first-year student herself.

Of course, Violet, who was confident that there was no better archer than herself, was reluctant to do so, even if it was her mentor’s request.

“Lev, Denec…”

The archer who bought time during the demon appearance in the Lintz Forest until the war hero arrived.

She heard that he had contributed to defeating the patchwork horror that the archdemon had brought, but there was nothing special about him other than that.

And yet, he held the position of top student under Professor Diena, the same as her.

Violet gently touched her throbbing forehead with her fingers.

What on earth had happened at the academy while she was away?

In the end, she frowned and stood up.

‘…’

Lev Denec, she would at least see what he looked like.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

The sanctuary, the holy place of Claris.

It was a garden that was clearly not maintained, but the green plants were harmoniously arranged as if they had been well-trimmed.

And in the center of this place was a small temple-like building with only pillars and no walls.

“…Is this… the right thing to do?”

Aria, a top student at Claris, could rent this place for practice.

And with the help of Shinatis’ power, bringing him… here was the right decision.

There was no better place to suppress the power of demons than a sanctuary,

and his body, heavily saturated with demonic energy, needed to be doused with holy water.

It was quite difficult for a woman to undress him, considering his surprisingly muscular and large body, and wash him with holy water.

However, whenever she tried to go to the Temple of Restoration or call for help, Lev unconsciously grabbed Aria’s arm as if he absolutely couldn’t allow it, so this was the best she could do.

-……

He slept with a troubled expression, as if having a nightmare.

She had reported to the academic board, so if he regained consciousness and was moved to the Temple of Restoration, any suspicion about his whereabouts could be avoided.

Anyway, Aria had saved Lev’s life once again.

Of course, she didn’t know if this was the right decision.

Professor Shinatis had helped her in silence, without saying anything to Aria.

However, Aria could be sure of one thing after this incident.

She no longer… needed to doubt him.

Lev Denec… could use the power of demons.

And the reason his personality changed was only when he used the power of demons and was subsequently consumed by it.

The reason he was being consumed was not from other demons, but because of his own ability.

‘But why… Lady Yeriel…’

The first words that came out of his mouth when his demonization was in full swing.

-Yeriel.

Why?

It was quite different from the context of other humans’ demonization seen in demon-related books.

Usually, general demonization occurs when one desires power, makes a contract with a demon, and accepts black magic power.

Therefore, it is common for them to become intoxicated with this surging power and exhibit destructive behavior.

But calling out a human woman’s name, or playing mischievous pranks, such behavior was definitely out of place.

“…It’s not simply about wanting to become stronger.”

He might not be accepting the power of a demon for his own selfish desires.

From what Aria could tell, judging by his recent actions…

‘He spent a lot of time with Lady Yeriel…’

The reason why he said ‘Yeriel’… if it was related to this…

“…?”

As soon as she finished that thought, Aria’s heart sank.

It wasn’t the first time she had felt this feeling.

If extreme despair were added to this, it would be similar to when she lost her family to Andras.

In short, her heart felt heavy for no reason, as if she had lost something.

Aria shook off that feeling for now.

What she needed to do now was to treat the injured.

“I…”

“?”

Just then, Lev started to mumble in his sleep, mixed with a death rattle.

And when Aria put it together and repeated it.

-I.want.to.go.back.home.

A simple sentence was completed.

“…What does that mean?”

Go back, where?

She was a little surprised.

Perhaps it was the first time she had heard his true feelings.

He never acted weak.

Then, a conclusion flashed through Aria’s mind.

The man named Lev Denec, to go back. And for Yeriel…

He momentarily accepted the power of a demon. Could it be interpreted that way?

“…”

From the beginning of the semester, when she cast surveillance magic on him.

He occasionally showed large fluctuations in magic power.

And, whenever a major incident occurred at the academy, his corruption level worsened.

To save someone… he must have struggled in pain.

He was different from ordinary demons.

But, whatever his intentions were.

Whether it was for personal gain or for the public good.

Accepting the power of demons was an absolute taboo at Claris Academy, no, in the Empire.

Therefore, if it weren’t for Aria, Lev Denec would have already…

-…Ugh.

Just then, Lev opened his mouth once more.

“!”

Aria leaned her ear closer to Lev so as not to miss it.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

‘Lev…!’

After recovering in the Temple of Restoration,

and seeing that Edwin had dramatically recovered, Yeriel rushed straight to the sanctuary of Claris, despite the objections of the academy investigators.

What happened to her yesterday was a miracle.

-Dylan? What’s wrong?

-It’s unbelievable. It’s gone.

-What, what is?

-The archdemon’s curse…

The archdemon’s curse, the cause of Yeriel’s deteriorating condition, had been lifted even before the healer arrived.

However, she had to be protected and monitored by the war heroes until she was stabilized, so she couldn’t keep her promise with Lev.

-Lev, are you okay…?

Seeing that the curse had disappeared, he must have done something again.

But Lev’s body was in bad shape.

He should have been in a state where even moving was difficult…

Why wasn’t he taking care of himself?

Last night, Yeriel couldn’t sleep a wink and spent the night worrying.

-Don’t forget our promise.

She just hoped and prayed that the promise could be kept.

After dawn, even after hearing that Lev was recovering in the sanctuary, Yeriel couldn’t relax.



She wouldn’t be able to rest until she saw his condition with her own eyes.

.

.

.

And so in the sanctuary…

“Lev…!”

As if an angel had descended, Yerial, with her pure white hair fluttering, ran towards him, only to be met with,

“!”

Lev, with Aria’s body leaning over him.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Pandemonium.

35th rank, 5th Corps Commander Marchesias was having a day like any other.

-How tedious.

It had already been hundreds of years since he became a demon lord’s hand and took the reins of a legion.

But after the chaotic era, as the war between demons and humans stagnated, Marchesias’s tasks gradually decreased.

Marchesias was already in a state of ‘thirst.’

To explain this, the phrase ‘humans are foolish’ must come first.

First, it was undoubtedly human heroes who sealed some of the archdemons.

However, unlike demons, whose hierarchy is determined solely by power,

humans, who are divided by power and lineage, cannot avoid internal strife.

History repeats itself.

To fulfill their own selfish desires, humans make contracts with demons out of selfishness, which in turn fattens the demons’ bellies.

The current Demon King, wisely, did not initiate a major war, but focused on firmly establishing his power in this chaos.

-Foolish creatures.

A few years from now, the fully formed Demon King will try to devour everything, and they’re still preoccupied with internal strife.

Heroes are merely tools, fashioned with the lip service of being God’s agents.

In any case, Marchesias was completely tired of all this.

An all too familiar cycle. A development seen far too many times.

Even the slaughter, torture, and violation of humans.

Things that the previous generations of demons had already done.

-Stupid…

In the end, it was carelessness.

The endless greed of humans soon becomes tenacity.

This is even more so than demons, to the point where they try to become equal to a demon lord, no, even an absolute god.

Looking at the previous generations of demons, they simply overlooked this point and were defeated.

-Clack.

-?

Just then, a succubus, whom the legion commander had never seen before, flew in and knelt.

“Great Marchesias, the situation is urgent, so I dare to report.”

It was a disrespectful situation, and the demon lords were about to step in, but the legion commander stopped them with a look.

-Speak.

“…The 14th Legion, Bune-sama’s home base, has been partially destroyed.”

At the succubus’s words, Marchesias’s palace of misanthropy quickly became noisy.

At that moment, Marchesias realized that he was resting his right hand on his temple.

Of course, the 14th Legion was made up of Bune’s corpse army, so it wasn’t a significant loss of power for Pandemonium.

He asked without any change in his facial expression.

-Their numbers?

It was virtually impossible for humans to gather an army and invade Pandemonium.

Because of the demonic pressure surrounding this place, ordinary humans couldn’t even set foot here.

Therefore, it was always the demons who looted and attacked.

To them, humans were less than insects.

Even now, if he wanted to, he could easily wipe out a few villages as if taking a stroll.

But a preemptive attack? These insects had some nerve.

Marchesias was curious about how much manpower these insects had committed to achieve this victory.

“That’s…… there are none.”

“……”

When the legion commander remained silent, sending only a cold gaze, the succubus prostrated herself on the floor.

Her voice began to tremble more and more.

“An unknown attack came through the dimensional portal and… annihilated Lord Bune, including the, the unit itself…… I don’t know if that’s even po, possible…”

As she kept slurring her words, Marchesias became momentarily annoyed.

-…

“P, please spare me?”

-Whoosh!

With a wave of his hand, the succubus disappeared without a trace.

-Bune is dead…

Even in the art of war of the creatures, there would be no way to attack Pandemonium without any losses.

Marchesias commanded his subordinate in the dark position beyond.

-Darian. Find out the truth.

“As you command.”

From the shadows, the silhouette of an elf with slender ears disappeared.

Honestly, humans were too weak, and he wanted to raise them a bit before devouring them.

Isn’t that what a demon’s contract is?

Showing a glimmer of hope only to make the despair even greater.

But to think such an incident would occur.

-…I see.

Marchesias realized that the very fact that he was conscious of himself meant that he was interested.

There had never been a development like this before.

He began to understand a little why the previous generations of demons had eagerly awaited war.

And perhaps because his thoughts had lingered too long.

The demon who seemed to be the strategist, fearing that his head might roll, spoke first.

“Great Marchesias, if you give the command… I will allocate troops to the 14th Legion and dispatch a legion to avenge Lord Bune.”

-Hahaha, the strategist really doesn’t know anything.

Everyone here knew that this laughter was just a false laugh.

-If we only deal with the insignificant ones, they will only become stronger.

“I was short-sighted. Please kill me.”

Ignoring the strategist’s apology, Marchesias lowered his hand from his chin and declared.

-Listen carefully. There is no need to report to the Demon King, nor is there a need to send troops. When Darian ascertains the facts, I will personally cut down the sprout.

Marchesias’s thirst.

He felt that this thirst was being quenched ever so slightly.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-Chirp chirp.

As if disconnected from yesterday’s events, the sanctuary of Claris was peaceful.

As Yeriel carefully approached the two, their positions gradually became clear.

Aria, who had been listening to Lev’s heartbeat, stood up as she sensed someone approaching.

“Ah… ria?”

“Lady Yeriel?”

There was no sign of panic on her face.

There probably hadn’t been any physical contact of the kind Yerial had imagined.

Therefore, believing that, Yerial was pondering.

‘Should I ask…? But…’

She didn’t want to cause any unnecessary misunderstandings or discord.

Aria wasn’t that kind of person, and it could have been just a medical procedure…

In the end, the soft-hearted Yeriel asked the most optimal question.

“Is… Lev…! Is he okay…?”

“Yes. For now. I heard you were injured too, Lady Yeriel… Are you alright…?”

“Yes, I’m fine! Aria…? You look tired…”

“That’s…”

Aria hadn’t slept a wink either, taking care of him.

She had used too much divine power, and she had to spend the whole day fetching holy water and cleaning up.

“If you don’t mind… could you watch over Lev until I can call another nurse from the Temple of Restoration?”

“Yes, of course, you must be tired, go and rest…!”

“…”

Yeriel’s bright smile.

Seeing that, Aria hesitated for a moment before calling out to her.

“Lady Yeriel.”

“Yes…?”

“Mr. Lev… he called for you, Lady Yeriel.”

“Ah……yes.”

For a moment, Yeriel was worried that Aria might have misunderstood something, but Aria’s expression remained unchanged.

And this implied a simple fact.

‘The two of them aren’t in a relationship yet…’

A slight sense of relief.

Then Aria put on her robe, ready to leave, and added.

“Lady Yeriel… I have one thing to say, Lev… Mr. Lev has a bad habit of tossing and turning in his sleep…”

“Ah, yes! I’ll be careful!”

“And… I’m sorry. But I… didn’t attach any other meaning to the medical procedure…”

“I… understand?”

She wasn’t sure what Aria meant by her apology, but as Aria headed towards the Temple of Restoration, Yeriel immediately sat down next to Lev.

“…Lev.”

His expression wasn’t very good.

That was understandable, as he was more injured than Edwin.

-Don’t forget our promise.

He had definitely smiled when he comforted her yesterday, but it must have been an act.

-Toss.

“…?”

As Yeriel was examining Lev’s complexion, Lev tossed and turned, grabbing Yeriell’s wrist.

-Hue…?

Suddenly, an unidentified sound escaped her lips,

-Swoosh.

and her body was pulled closer.

A mere 40cm away from the ashen-haired man…

Every visual stimulus began to register in her mind.

Although he was covered by a blanket, judging by his upper body and shoulders, he was probably naked.

-Toss and turn.

And as his broad shoulders and bare legs, wrapped in bandages, were revealed,

“!!”

-Toss!

Yeriel quickly pulled the blanket up to Lev’s neck.

‘……Pa, patients need to be covered up when they sleep…!’

Yeriel’s face was burning up.

He was definitely naked.

That was to be expected.

For treatment, it would be better to be undressed…

And the one who undressed him was… probably.

Aria.

-But, I… didn’t attach any other meaning to the medical procedure.

That must have been what she meant.

“…”

Why did she feel like she had lost a contest?

‘Wha, what are you thinking, Yeriel…!’

Aria had simply treated an emergency patient.

She was a lifesaver.

And Lev was still holding Yeriel’s wrist…

‘It’s really… a relief. It’s a relief…’

Only now did she realize that he was alive.

“You’re warm…”

Until Lev let go of her hand,

Yeriel had to struggle to cool down her burning face.

.

.

.

-Chirp chirp chirp…!

Of course.

The chirping of birds awakened my consciousness.

I was lying in a white bed, and when I looked around, I was in a temple-like place with open walls and only pillars visible… an unfamiliar ceiling.

“So, is this heaven in another world?”

As soon as I had that foolish thought, I sensed a presence in the distance.

“Lev…!”

Yeriel had brought water,

-Swoosh.

and as I raised my upper body, the thin gown brushed pleasantly against my skin.

“Yeriel… about yesterday’s promise…”

Before I could make excuses, it seemed that I had collapsed yesterday due to another surge of corruption.

I believed in the Potion of Free Will, but as soon as its effect wore off, I must have fainted like a dog.

“Lev, I was worried… I’m glad!”

“…”

“Thank you for waking up…!”

Yeriel, with a pure white smile, fed me water.

‘Is she… okay?’

I thought that forcing Yeriel to make a promise to stop the Fallen Angelification might have been a bad move,

but her face, except for being a little flushed, didn’t look too bad.

-……

Amidst the awkward silence,

“Oh…?”

Tears welled up in Yeriel’s eyes as she continued to smile.

“Wh, what…. You’re not supposed to cry when you’re smiling…!”

“Just stay still.”

“!”

I grabbed her hand as she hastily tried to wipe away her tears, and I wiped them with my gown sleeve.

“…”

And as I tidied up her hair, Yeriel seemed to calm down a bit and said to me,

“Lev… um… c-can I hug you just once?”

“…”

“If, if you’re still in pain, you can refuse…!”

Yeriel, flustered as if she was happy, but it was always me who wasn’t properly taking care of her…

Well, what’s the harm in a hug.

Instead of answering, I pulled her slender wrist.

-Embrace.

We naturally added to each other.

As the illusion of her heartbeat being conveyed to me intensified, I was intoxicated by Yeriel’s scent and warmth.

“This time too… you saved me, didn’t you…?”

“…”

“But, you can’t do that again…!”

“…”

Yeriel slightly pulled her head back,

then put her hands behind my neck, making me look at her, and gently scolded me.

“You told me to watch over Edwin, so why did you follow… It was really dangerous…!”

“…”

“I don’t want you to be in danger…! I don’t want you to keep pushing yourself because of me… okay?”

“…”

Yeriel’s pleasant voice echoed in my ears.

…Perhaps because she was crying, Yeriel, with her delicate features, felt particularly moist.

That’s why you’re being called a naive fox…

“Promise… me…?”

“……”

In [Hero of Another World], Yeriel is a character who devotes herself to the protagonist.

And that object of devotion is Edwin, the one destined to defeat the Demon King.

And I thought I was just acting for my own sake.

“Answer me…!”

“…”

Yeriel puffed up her cheeks and tidied the collar of my gown.

‘What should I do…’

It was difficult to answer easily because the relationship had become complicated.

‘I can’t just grit my teeth and ignore her…’

Just as I was about to divert the topic to something else,

-……!

A beautiful woman with purple hair approached us.

“You’re Lev Denec… And Yeriel…?”



“Ah, Senior…!”

A colder and more rigid voice than Selena’s.

A cold gaze to match.

‘……’

The 4th chapter’s villain(?) who meets a tragic end after being wary of Kaelan, it was Violet.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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‘…’

Violet D’Crescent.

It was a somewhat embarrassing scene for a well-bred lady like her.

She had heard that Lev Denec was in the sanctuary and had come to see him in person,

only to find the second-year top magic student, Yeriel Artina, with her arms around his neck in an intimate manner.

“…”

If she had arrived a little later, and if they had been an ordinary couple instead of outstanding students like her, they might have violated the school rules.

‘But how…?’

According to the student information she had checked, Lev Denec was a troublemaker from a decent family with a lot of demerits.

On the other hand, Yeriel was from a prestigious family and was recognized as a model student in the magic department for her diligence and ability.

The fact that these two were so close that they were engaging in physical contact,

along with the fact that Professor Diena had accepted him as her disciple, was hard for Violet to comprehend.

Yeriel, who had already moved away from Lev, carefully asked Violet.

“Senior Violet…? Did you come to check on Lev’s condition…?”

“…That’s right.”

Violet answered briefly and indifferently examined the ashen-haired man’s condition for a few seconds.

Judging by the number of bandages, it was clear that he would need some time to recover.

‘But…’

Usually, when ordinary people encounter an archdemon for the first time, they often lose their minds due to the aftereffects.

The heterogeneous fear emitted by demons was so threatening that even if they managed to survive, they often couldn’t lead a normal life afterward.

Conversely, even if they weren’t consumed by fear, their hostility towards demons would increase, making it difficult for them to remain calm for a while.

However, this man’s eyes were quite lively, and he seemed mentally sound.

‘…’

Rather, he had a relaxed expression, as if he knew how good he looked.

When the D’Crescent family received marriage proposals, the men who had this kind of look were all frivolous.

She didn’t know much about this man, but she had a feeling that Yeriel had been charmed in the same way, and anyway, he wasn’t Violet’s type.

“Do you need something from me?”

Finally, the man spoke.

Even by Violet’s standards, who was used to polite society, his voice had a pleasant tone.

In the end, she put together a few polite words and spoke briefly.

“…I’m glad you’ve recovered.”

She couldn’t just bring up the main topic to someone who had just woken up.

‘I’ll have to request a separate meeting with Yeriel… later.’

Although there was an unexpected development in another direction,

Violet had only come because she was curious about the man named ‘Lev Denec’.

“Rest well. I’ll come by again later.”

With those words, Violet disappeared.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Afternoon at Claris, which had become night again.

I moved to the room next to Edwin’s in the Temple of Restoration for recovery.

It seemed that Edwin’s ‘Fortitude’ passive had worked properly.

He was seriously injured, but it seemed that his full recovery was only a matter of time.

Yeriel had been taking care of Edwin and me in a 30:70 ratio, but when Melissa arrived, she became my exclusive caretaker.

She had also gone through a lot, so she must have been tired.

Yeriel’s care was… endless.

-Lev…! Tell me if there’s anything uncomfortable!

Checking my physical condition, checking my meals, checking my snacks, checking if I had any discomfort, and even answering on my behalf whenever the academy investigators visited.

‘I’m the one who should be worried.’

And whenever things calmed down or the situation was resolved, she would hurry back to my side.

.

.

.

After some time, Yeriel started to doze off next to me.

“Yeriel.”

“…”

“Yeriel.”

“…Ugh, yes?!”

At my call, Yeriel’s eyes, which had been closing, opened wide again.

And they started to close again.

“You should get some sleep.”

“I can’t… Not until Lev is fully recovered…”

“It’s okay. Just for 10 minutes.”

“No… A caretaker can’t use the same bed as the patient, it’s against the rules…”

“5 minutes.”

“Fi-five minutes…?”

Controlling Yeriel was quite simple.

“I really, just for a little while…”

“Yes.”

“Really, just for a little while…”

“Yes.”

If you gently stroke her hair, she quickly falls into a deep sleep, as if sleep comes easily to her.

“You have to wake me up…”

“I understand.”

-Thud.

Her slender body soon occupied one side of my bed.

-…

‘That Edwin, he had such a fortunate life. Leaving a girl like this behind…’

She looked like an angel while sleeping.

The problem was that there was a ‘fallen’ angel inside her.

I covered her with a blanket and thought.

‘I have no intention of waking her up.’

She would probably be very disappointed when she woke up later, asking why I didn’t wake her up,

and saying that she fell asleep without being able to take care of me properly.

The image of Yeriel in my head made me smile faintly as I headed to the caretaker’s chair.

‘Anyway, Violet, was it?’

Perhaps it was because Lev Denec, a character who should have disappeared, had survived this far.

Violet, a character whose main stage was Chapter 4, had approached me.

She was 100% a noble, through and through.

In short, she disliked frivolous types like Kaelan, but…

Funnily enough, she harbored a similar ambition.

A plan to form her own party and defeat the Demon King.

Because of this, she would become unfortunately entangled in a later incident.

Come to think of it, since she was described as a villain who obstructed Kaelan, I thought that she might be a good guy to me.

Using people wasn’t something I was particularly fond of, but Kaelan would be returning to the academy soon.

If I wanted to survive, I had no choice, did I?

Thinking about the characters who had approached me so far,

it was unlikely that Violet had approached me for no reason.

She was also set up to be Professor Diena’s disciple, and above all, she was an archer like me.

There could be enough points of contact.

In other words, this could be seen as me having secured a certain presence in the narrative.

There were good points, too.

Violet was a genius with enormous potential, but unfortunately, she couldn’t blossom.

Therefore, if I could build a relationship with her, I could expect her to help me grow as an archer or become my assistant.

‘Then let’s think about the future.’

The closest episode was…

Chapter 3, the secret meeting between the dark elf Darian, who teaches the half-elf Selena wind archery.

Chapter 3, side story, each person’s vacation.

I had forgotten. Selena had already learned wind archery, so this was also an important turning point.

‘When I recover, I should keep an eye on Selena first…’

After that, in the second semester,

there was the long-awaited Chapter 4, the Hero Selection Exam.

Here, Edwin would once again have his heroines stolen from him one by one by Kaeran, who had returned stronger from Crow’s Perch.

It was a ruthless give-and-take, NTR development by the author.

Funnily enough, that became the driving force that made Edwin stronger again.

‘Hmm.’

Currently, Kaelan had lost his copy ability, so he was probably far less skilled than in the original story.

Perhaps, Edwin might have a chance.

‘…This makes it impossible to predict according to the original story.’

From now on, I could know what major events would happen in the academy, but I couldn’t predict the detailed situations or results.

From the beginning, when I captured Bune, Pandemonium must have been in an uproar by now.

But it was okay.

I had done well so far, and demons were beings that would invade even if I did nothing.

It wasn’t like I had no plans for the future.

Above all, I…



⚙ System Notification ⚙





▶ Confirmed Reward

›  You can check the reward!

›  You can check the reward!

›  You can check the reward!

›  You can check the reward!





“I have this.”

Even though it had been more than 5 minutes,

-……

Yeriel was still fast asleep.

I briefly checked her condition and then focused on the status window again.

‘I’ll be up all night checking these.’

Bune’s corpse legion, or whatever it was called…

So many had been swept away by a single Shadow Extermination…

An unprecedented number of reward windows awaited me.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-Ding.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





▶ Status

›  Strength: 3.4 -> 4.75 (up!)

›  Stamina: 3.5 -> 4.95 (up!)

› Agility: 3.6(4.68) -> 5.2(7.15) (up!)

› Magic Power: 3.2(3.52) -> 4.7(5.17) (up!)

›  Mana: 3.75 -> 5.0 (up!)

› Mental Strength: 2.7 -> 3.9 (up!)

› Perception: 2.4 -> 3.1 (up!)

▶Specialization

› Circle Magic (4)

› Crossbow – Proficiency (7)-> (8) (up!)

› Curse Resistance (4)-> (7) (up!)

› Fire Resistance (3)

› Physical Resistance (4) -> (6) (up!)

 [Available SP: 3800]





After organizing the big and small things, these were the final stats.

Overall, a huge increase.

Although it was a stat boost, achieving 7.15 agility at this point was exceptional.

In terms of agility alone, it was only slightly lower than the professors at Claris.

Of course, considering the number of enemies killed, one might think it was low,

but since it was the ultra-hell difficulty where growth was slow, and the closed beta had a setting where experience points decreased when hunting duplicate monsters, it couldn’t be helped.

It was fortunate that luck played a part and it was this much.

Well, the main dish was…

the skills inherited from Bune through [Hierarchy].

‘Inheritance, go.’

-Ding.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





▶ Hierarchy – You can inherit Bune’s power





As I focused on the inheritance button, numerous status windows popped up again.

-Ding.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





 Skill – Hierarchy activated! You are qualified to inherit Bune’s will





-Ding. Ding.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





▶ Inheriting Bune’s skills!

› Trait – Gamer activated! Skills can be saved

› Trait – Gamer activated! Skills are modified according to the player’s current proficiency





-Ding



📜 Skill Information 📜





▶ Archdemon’s Dignity (Unique Trait): You can acquire three additional unique traits





The first thing that appeared was Bune’s passive, Archdemon’s Dignity.

Like the contract with Ariel and coherence, it allowed for the acquisition of three more unique traits.

Since this one took up a slot, it effectively meant two more slots.

‘That’s reassuring.’

Unique traits couldn’t be deleted at will, but they had overwhelming performance compared to normal traits, so the more the better.

‘I’ll have to farm for traits separately.’

As expected from something based on [Hero of Another World], there was a lot to do.

-Ding.



📜 Skill Information 📜





▶ Greater Magic Shield [Lv.1] (Passive)

When the player has mana to use, magic below circle 4 (player’s current circle magic level) can be ignored

* The shield weakens as the currently held mana decreases

› Exp: (0/300)

› Acquisition Difficulty: Extremely Hard





Next was Bune’s unique skill, Greater Magic Shield…

It had been somewhat downgraded when it came to me, but I had only inherited the ability.

I could simply strengthen the lacking parts with skill points.  

‘Alright… next.’

-Ding.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





The skill ‘Targeted-Living Dead’ is changed to ‘Soul Collector’





-Ding.



📜 Skill Information 📜





▶ Soul Collector [Lv. None] (Unique Trait)

Collects the souls of defeated enemies.

› Collected souls can be held or released, and releasing the soul of an archdemon grants a skill instead of a random stat increase

› Acquisition Difficulty: Very Hard





Perhaps because of Lev Denec’s setting of not being proficient in magic…

the [Targeted-Living Dead] skill had been changed to a farming-type unique trait.

‘I couldn’t use necromancy skills anyway, even if I had them.’

Even though the grade was a step lower, it was better than having it disappear altogether.

-Ding.



📜 Skill Information 📜





▶ Soul Well [Lv. None] (Passive)

 Upon suffering fatal damage, revive from a pre-designated mana well.

* The state after revival is determined by the size of the ‘vessel’ in which the remnants are left

* Resurrection location can only be designated in Pandemonium

* 1 use available

› Acquisition Difficulty: Very Hard





The last skill of the confirmed rewards was a skill I couldn’t choose last time.

It was Soul Well.

The downside was that it was a demon’s passive, so the effect wouldn’t activate if hit by ‘Execution’ attribute attacks or stacked ‘Demon Slaying’, and the resurrection location was fixed to Pandemonium.

‘Maybe it’s better this way…?’

With a change of perspective, I had a feeling that this might also do something later.

And now, all that was left was…

the flower of archdemons. A numinous skill.

-Dodoroong!

Just then, a status window with a golden border popped up along with a new sound effect.





Will you combine Wind Archery and Bune’s numinous power?





Huh?

Could it be… a combination skill?

Combination skills were simple.

It referred to the Shadow Kill that had become my bread and butter.

“Wait a minute…”

The combination of Wind Archery and an archdemon’s numinous power, I couldn’t even imagine the result…

But based on my experience so far, there was no need to doubt the performance of combination skills.

‘Sigh…’



-Gulp.

With the author’s dirty play, I had also long since thrown away any semblance of normalcy.

Since I was already completely walking the path of a rogue(邪派).

‘Combine.’

Combine, times 100.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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In the original game, [Hero of Another World], the unique abilities of archdemons, known as ‘numinous powers’,

were, simply put, the inherent abilities that each archdemon possessed.

They were overpowered abilities that players couldn’t normally obtain, only indirectly and temporarily use.

Among them, Bune was a sorcerer.

In other words, since his numinous power was also a type of magic,

it would be difficult for a 4th-circle mage like me to inherit it.

Since I’m also an archer, it would be better synergistically if I could combine it with Wind Archery.

When I recalled yesterday’s memories, Bune’s numinous powers were definitely…



📜 Skill Information 📜





› Bune’s Numinous Power – Instant Death Curse (Active) (Ultimate Skill)

Targets a non-demon and instantly kills them. (Level 9 curse, cannot be dispelled)

*Consumes a large amount of mana

› The instantly killed target must writhe in eternal pain, and the only salvation is Bune’s Living Dead.

› Can be used once per day

› Bune’s Numinous Power – Dimensional Shift (Active) (Ultimate Skill)

Allows movement to any location through a dimensional spell that only individuals can traverse.

› There is no cooldown, but it consumes an enormous amount of mana.

› However, if the destination is Pandemonium – Bune’s domain, all mana is returned 44 minutes after casting.

*Sacrificing the corpse legion can shorten the time





These two.

Since the nature of combined skills is to create a new skill rather than modify an existing one, I thought there would be no problem with the original Wind Archery.

Those original skills were entirely archdemon skills,

so they would appear in red regardless of whether I used Demonification or not.

If I combined them with Wind Archery, there would be no problem as long as I didn’t use Corruption.

-Ding.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





A new skill has been acquired!












📜 Skill Information 📜





▶ Wind Art·Teleport (Passive)

Continuous Effect – Allows agile movement as if carried by the wind. Further increases agility.

› Active – Moves a short distance as if carried by the wind.

› Consumes wind energy, and the consumed energy is restored after 44 seconds.

› Combined skill of Wind Archery and Bune’s Numinous Power (Dimension)

*Due to the contract with Ariel, the consumption of wind energy is reduced, and damage is dramatically increased





‘It turned out like this.’

The first was a skill that combined Bune’s Numinous Power – Dimensional Shift with Wind Art – Teleport.

It seemed to have been restructured according to the setting of [Hero of Another World] that archers need to be agile.

Since Dimensional Shift originally had no cooldown, it was implemented as a passive.

‘Moving was a pain…’

I had a free passive slot anyway,

and with this passive, it seemed like I could graduate with a black Dormitory.

‘Then next is the long-awaited Instant Death Curse.’

Here it comes.

I was curious how this balance-breaking skill would be combined.

-Ding.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





A new skill has been acquired!












📜 Skill Information 📜





▶ Wind Instant Kill (Active) (Normal Skill)

› Heart Instant Kill – Death is like the wind.

› Consumes all remaining wind energy to instantly kill a demon whose health is below 20 (+number of archdemons killed with Wind Archery so far)%.

*Cooldown: 48 hours

*Occupies 2 skill slots

*Grants the Demon Slaying effect when this skill is available

› Combined skill of Wind Archery and Bune’s Numinous Power (Instant Death)

*Cannot be registered in the skill window simultaneously with other numinous power skills

*Due to the contract with Ariel, the consumption of wind energy is reduced, and damage is dramatically increased





‘I got the instant kill…?’

You’re giving me this?

In [Hero of Another World], instant kill skills have strict conditions.

This Wind Instant Kill that I just acquired also has,

Consumes all wind energy.

Occupies 2 skill slots.

Long cooldown.

Cannot be registered simultaneously with other numinous power skills.

Limited to enemies with 21% or less health.

five conditions.

Moreover, it was impossible to farm easily because it could only be used after reducing an archdemon’s health by 79%.

Of course, even considering all of this, it could grow without limits,

and it was on par with Edwin’s Executioner’s Sword, which could execute enemies below 10% health without restrictions, making it the best among last-resort type skills.

‘This is huge…’

The Hierarchy that granted the Demon Slaying passive was also gone, so this was perfect to replace it.

‘I want to try this skill first…?’

I couldn’t just sit still.

First, I needed to monitor Selena.

According to the original story, during the vacation, Selena would participate in an official raid hosted by Claris.

And during this raid, she would be criticized for being a half-wit who couldn’t use Wind Archery,

and when she was alone, seething with anger,

the dark elf Darian would teach her the Red Wind Archery…

This would later become a pretext for her not being selected as a hero at the academy.

It was also the reason why Selena wasn’t part of Kaelan’s party in the final chapter of [Hero Academy].

“I have no choice…”

Selena had already learned Wind Archery.

I didn’t know what would happen…

So, I had to change this timeline to my liking, right?

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

A week after the archdemon’s appearance,

the academy’s festival schedule was completely canceled, and trips between seniors and juniors were also canceled.

Although few, there were casualties, and some students dropped out due to fear.

Therefore, the academy was considering extending the vacation to ensure security and safety.

However, as the saying goes, you can’t let fear of maggots stop you from making sauce.

True to Claris’s principle of exterminating evil, there was a growing opinion that they should take a strong stance in times like these.

In the end, they decided to shorten the vacation to reduce manpower loss and to have the Empire provide additional faculty and troops.

As the academic schedule proceeded as if nothing had happened,

the academy began to regain its vitality.

-Sigh… The trip during the vacation was canceled. I was really looking forward to it.

-There’s a group trip in the second semester schedule instead.

-That’s also part of the selection exam. It’s definitely not going to be a fun trip.

-Right. I heard from the seniors that they locked them up on some desert island.

-Hey, what era are we in… Nobles like us…

-Anyway, I’m going to visit my family today.

-I should go this week too…

Claris Academy student cafeteria.

The freshmen were lamenting and anticipating the shortened vacation and the harsh second-semester schedule.

And…

-Oh? Hello everyone!

-Hello…

-….

Yeriel, Aria, and Selena met by chance in the lounge, which was only accessible to S-rank students.

-Um… Since we’re here, shall we eat together…?

-…

.

.

.

At Yeriel’s suggestion, the three of them sat at a fancy table and focused on eating.

Among them, Aria, who was slowly using her fork, was having complicated thoughts while looking at Yeriel and Selena.

First, about Yeriel.

‘I’m grateful that you helped take care of Lev, but…’

She knew her intentions were pure.

Moreover, since Yeriel was the one Lev was looking for before he lost consciousness, she didn’t want to interfere with the two of them.

Still, wasn’t it a bit too much?

Nursing him 24/7.

On the day Lev Denec was moved to the Temple of Restoration, Yeriel never left, except to go to the bathroom and get food.

In other words, she spent the whole day there.

‘Well, nothing must have happened, though……’

Aria’s afterthought echoed.

Nothing would have happened.

No, it shouldn’t have. Nothing should have…

‘Sigh…’

Why was this happening?

It was true that Lev had been under Aria’s watch since the beginning of the semester.

But she wondered if it was something to be this concerned about.

And this chain of emotions was something Aria thought about even more whenever she saw Selena.

What Selena had said to Aria before.

-You don’t happen to have…

-any personal feelings for Lev Denec, do you?

Personal feelings.

What were these personal feelings?

If Aria was chasing Andras’s image in Lev, then that would definitely be personal feelings.

But personal feelings could be either positive or negative.

Then wasn’t that clearly negative?

But why. Why did she not dislike him and why was she concerned about him?

These unfamiliar emotions were particularly confusing for Aria.

Also, Selena was the first person to warn Aria to stay away from Lev Denec.

‘You knew something…’

She was also an elf. Her feelings towards demons wouldn’t be good.

She must have been suspicious of Lev Denec.

‘Sigh.’

It might be dangerous.

If Selena were to find out about Lev Denec first, or if she misunderstood, a dangerous situation might unfold.

“Lady Selena.”

“?”

In the end, Aria brought up the topic.

“Are the words you spoke to me then still valid?”

She was referring to keeping a distance from Lev Denec.

After all, that was the only thing they had ever talked about.

“…I wonder.”

“…”

Selena responded with a faint smile and an ambiguous answer.

‘What…?’

Yeriel just looked innocent, wondering what the two were talking about.

In the end, to change the atmosphere, she spoke up.

“What are…! What are you two planning to do during the vacation?”

A friendly smile, and an encouraging voice.

Aria answered quickly.

“…First-year healing cadets have individual holidays instead of a vacation. I’ll probably be attending classes.”

“I didn’t know… It must be tough…”

Yeriel genuinely sympathized with Aria’s answer.

Then, she looked at Selena with a smile.

“……”

Eventually, Selena answered, seemingly reluctant.

“There’s an expedition.”

“An expedition…?”

The guild [Eternal Flame] of the Prominence Dukedom and the guild [Divine Valhalla] of the Abeline family.

These two large guilds operated expeditions in cooperation with Claris Academy during the vacation.

Simply put, Claris cadets could experience real raids as interns,

and the two guilds could check the level of the new recruits and scout them.

The reason this was possible every year was because the boss monster that the expeditions targeted had a semi-permanent immortality gimmick.

Fortunately, this boss, while not permanently killable, wasn’t incredibly strong.

However, like a volcano, it alternated between dormant and active periods, requiring continuous raids every quarter.

The patterns were the same, and they practiced it every year, so it was very suitable for cadet training.

“I heard that you need a professor’s recommendation to apply, you’re amazing…!”

Yeriel, being a second-year student, had participated a few times.

In contrast, this was Selena’s first time.

She put a cube of cheese in her mouth and replied.

“…It’s nothing special.”

“If you like cheese, try this too. It’s Polian, so it’s very soft…!”

“……Thank you.”

Even to Selena’s keen eye, Yeriel Artina was a perfect person.

0% pretense.

Her popularity, not inferior to her looks, was due to her incredibly broad-mindedness,

so she probably wouldn’t be perturbed by much.

‘…!’

Suddenly, an interesting thought occurred to Selena.

-Haha, it’s been a while…?

-……

For some reason, Lev Denec had also applied to participate in this expedition that Selena was on.

‘I heard he flatly rejected Abeline’s offer…’

And yet, he was participating in an expedition hosted by [Divine Valhalla]… It was an inconsistent action.

Whatever.

‘An opportunity to keep an eye on him.’

Selena also had things to find out about him.

And she didn’t have any particular feelings for Lev Denec, but…

it was an opportunity to test the two people in front of her.

Selena smiled and called Aria’s full name.

“Aria Bluebell.”

“Yes?”

“We’re acquainted, can I speak casually?”

“Yes, it’s alri…”

“Back then… I yielded, didn’t I?”

“…Yes? What do you mean?”

“Lev, Denec.”

Aria was taken aback.

Yielding, as if Lev was some kind of object.

But, when she thought about it, it was true.

-For this dungeon practice, I plan to team up with Lev Denec, so…

-Lady Selena, with all due respect, so do I.

During the dungeon exploration practice, Aria had flatly refused.

“This time it’s my turn.”



“Yes? What do you mean…?”

“Lev Denec, applied for the same expedition as me.”

Lev Denec.

At those five letters, Aria and Yeriel both subtly showed a reaction.

“I’ll make good use of him. Then, excuse me.”

Selena smiled faintly and stood up.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Time passed, and the day of the raid arrived.

-Lev! It hasn’t been long since that incident…!

-Lady Yerial is right. You suffered severe injuries, so you should rest…

Having somehow heard about my participation in the raid,

Yeriel and Aria followed me around, trying to dissuade me.

-Lev, I’m really going to scold you! I’m going to scold you…!

-As someone involved in healing, I can’t let this go easily either…!

Were these two always so in sync?

They were clearly scolding me, but it felt 1% threatening and 99% cute.

-It’s okay. I’m not alone this time.

-That’s true, but…!

Professor Diena had already written me a recommendation letter,

and since I had also been discharged, the two had no power to force me.

-Don’t worry. I’m really fine.

-…Really…!

Yeriel puffed up her cheeks.

I was always grateful for her concern.

But for her sake, I had to participate in this event.

.

.

.

Following the guide dispatched from Claris, I arrived at…

the guild [Eternal Flame], supported by the Prominence Dukedom.

As befitting a mage guild that focused on fire magic, the red brick building boasted an imposing presence.

-Wow!

-So this is it!

The new cadets, who had come here for raid experience, were in awe.

Eternal Flame was one of the seven major guilds, a place where every magic department cadet dreamed of joining.

Therefore, such a reaction was natural.

Anyway, when everyone gathered in the guild’s main hall, a man who seemed to be an executive of Eternal Flame stepped onto the platform.

“First, let me briefly introduce myself. I am Centurion Tayron, and I will be leading the 17th class. Since things will be hectic during the raid, let’s just call me ‘Captain’.”

The cadets nodded, and Tayron continued.

“First, I understand that your participation in this raid is entirely voluntary. Therefore, the guild will not take any responsibility for any unfortunate incidents that may occur.”

Like Instructor Sylvester, despite his seemingly intimidating words, the cadets didn’t show much reaction.

Those who had applied here were all S-rank, with a few A-rank top students mixed in.

In short, they were elites, and they had confidence in their own abilities.

‘And I’m the only B-rank here…’

“However, the executives of Eternal Flame and Divine Valhalla have no intention of killing you. As long as we are together in this raid, we are comrades, and that’s the only fact.”

His words were blunt, but they instilled a strong sense of camaraderie, and some cadets’ eyes were already shining brightly.

“Now, with the introduction out of the way, let’s begin the briefing. Everyone, focus on the front.”

Just like in the game, where the raid leader would give a brief overview of the boss,

the explanation of the target for this raid began.

In front of them, a hologram projected by a magical device began to appear.

And what took shape was the image of a red bird in flight.

“B-rank monster. [Blood Ash].”

At those words, I could hear murmurs around me.

-What, B-rank? It’s nothing special, is it?

-I know, right. I’ve heard of it, but still…

The cadets’ words weren’t entirely wrong.

It wasn’t incredibly large, and its rank was lower than the Lord of Pleasure.

“I know what you’re thinking better than anyone, as I’ve been in charge of the raid every quarter. If you think Blood Ash is nothing special, that means you’re being careless. And carelessness means death.”

At the word ‘death’, the murmurs died down.

Tayron continued.

“There are two reasons why Blood Ash is classified as a B-rank monster. First, it’s corrupted by black magic. Therefore, it’s highly aggressive towards humans, and in the past, it has actually caused damage to villages. If we don’t raid it every quarter, this guy will definitely harm civilians. And second, it cannot be permanently killed.”

I already knew all of this.

The reason why they could practice raiding every quarter was the second reason: it couldn’t be permanently killed.

“Blood Ash is…”

To summarize Tayron’s explanation…

The [Blood Ash] that appears in [Hero Academy>]is the phoenix that you can commonly imagine.

It flies, it manipulates fire, and its entire body is blazing, so it’s hot and dazzling when it approaches. It’s also weak against ice and water attributes.

A monster with abilities that are exactly as they appear.

Since its weaknesses and patterns are perfectly analyzed,

it’s suitable for raid practice, where mutual cooperation is important.

However, like the [Lord of Pleasure], which had a separate body and tentacles, monsters corrupted by black magic have unique gimmicks unlike regular bosses.

The reason for this is because of the original game [Hero of Another World].

Unlike demons in Pandemonium, monsters are in nature or sanctuaries,

so if a player wanted to, they could solo farm low-rank monsters with an inflation-advanced character.

Perhaps the author was aware of this, so he gave [Blood Ash] the ability of immortality as a preventive measure.

When this guy’s health drops to a certain level, it bursts into a cloud of bloody ash and enters an ‘immortal’ state.

During this time, it takes no damage and revives in the next quarter.

Moreover, it doesn’t give any rewards in the process.

Nevertheless, the reason why [Eternal Flame] and [Divine Valhalla] exclusively support and compete with each other in this raid is simple.

There was a legend that the essence that could be obtained by successfully killing this phoenix, [Blood Ash], could unlock the 9th circle of fire magic.

Of course, knowing the true story, I knew the ending of this Blood Ash.

In the later part of [Hero Academy], this phoenix does get captured.

And it’s by Kaelan, who copied Edwin’s [Execution] trait…

That guy is able to use [Immediate Execution] before Edwin through [Absolute Growth],

and although it’s not explicitly described in the novel,

it is stated that this skill was used to break the immortality condition of [Blood Ash].

And Kaelan uses this reward as an excuse to completely take Melissa for himself.

In the end, this is also why Melissa betrays Edwin once again.

On the other hand, the original heroine, Yeriel.

She is also an excellent elementalist who can manifest a phoenix, but she is no match for Melissa, who obtained the essence of Blood Ash.

This is ultimately why she loses her presence in the later part of the story.

To summarize…

Melissa is an upgrade to Yeriel,

Selena learned Wind Archery late, but was held back by Red Wind Archery.

And Aria, the healer, is pushed aside when Lily loses her dragon but obtains healing magic through the essence.

This is the whole story of the fundamentally flawed Kaelan party.

‘Sigh.’

As I was sighing, Tayron’s last words continued.

“The detailed explanation of the raid will be given by the elders of each respective division from now on. Everyone, gather around your elders.”

With that one sentence, the cadets dispersed.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

“Lady Melissa, you participated as expected.”

“Yes. It’s been a while, Abeline.”

After discussing the whereabouts of the royal class and the festival, the two met again after a long time and exchanged simple greetings before parting ways.

Melissa looked at Abeline’s retreating figure and muttered to herself.

‘I must… I must find out.’

The Feiffs mountain range, boasting the longest ridgeline in the empire.

The monster that is considered ‘immortal’ that resides here.

[Blood Ash].

It was clearly the guild supported by the Prominence Dukedom that first discovered it.

[Eternal Flame].

However, since [Blood Ash] is not completely eradicated and revives again…

the Empire brought in Divine Valhalla and Claris under the pretext of monitoring it and using it as a teaching material for the academy.

‘Faster than Abeline… I must find a way to defeat Blood Ash…’

What could she not do for the sake of the dukedom.

Prominence’s wishes were in line with this.

Above all, Melissa, who was proud of her fire magic, firmly believed in the legend of Blood Ash, so today was a very important day.

If she could only obtain the essence of immortality, she could become the main character, leaving behind the many geniuses of Claris.

‘It’s a shame I couldn’t bring Edwin…’

Melissa thought that Edwin had a good sense of insight and intuition.

‘It was like that when he defeated Kaelan… wasn’t it?’

A superhuman appearance that showed up in an instant.

So she wanted to talk to him about the method for completely destroying Blood Ash.

-No. Lord Edwin has just entered the recovery period.

Aria refused, saying that it was not allowed to bring someone who had not yet fully recovered to a raid,

and Melissa had to come alone.

‘…I wonder if there’s anyone useful.’

It wasn’t ideal, but…

She approached a man who was an elder of the magic department and greeted him with a smile.

“Hello! Senior!”

“Oh. Um, ahem. You’re the one called the Red Flame among the first-years…?”

“You can call me Melissa!”

While greeting her seniors…

She saw a familiar face over there.

Selena. And… the ashen-haired man.

Lev Denec.
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“What? Why is he…?”

“Gather around here.”

The elder of the archer division was…

a familiar face.

A beautiful woman with purple hair that exuded a noble aura.

Violet D’Crescent.

-Wow! We made it! It’s Senior Violet, isn’t it?

-Hey, hey, wake up. She doesn’t even notice anyone who isn’t exceptionally skilled.

-Hey, I didn’t say anything, okay?

“Please be quiet.”

When Violet spoke with an expressionless face, it became quiet in an instant.

For some reason… Selena and she felt strangely similar in their cold demeanor.

In fact, there was a narrative that Violet, who didn’t open up easily, tried to make Selena her junior.

Anyway, that was later.

I headed towards Selena.

I wanted to keep my distance, but since our positions were the same, I had no choice.

As I lined up, Selena said, as if telling me to listen, while keeping her eyes on the front.

“The two people’s care must have worked well?”

“?”

Two people?

Did she mean Yeriel and Aria…?

“I heard you recovered not too long ago.”

“Did you worry too?”

“……”

Selena smiled faintly and said, as if testing me.

“The appearance of an archdemon. I’m curious how you did it this time too…”

“Well… Why are you overestimating me so much?”

At those words, Selena finally looked at me and said.

“There must be a reason why you’re participating in the raid, right?”

“……”

‘Because of you.’

I thought that in my mind but didn’t answer, and Selena went to check her equipment as if she was bored.

Pale skin and platinum blonde hair… an elf is definitely an elf.

‘Her senses are too sharp.’

Anyway…

‘Hmm?’

The next thing that caught my eye was a pink-haired woman.

It was Melissa, subtly making physical contact with the seniors’ arms and flirting.

‘What would Edwin say if he saw that?’

He’s just a pushover, so he’d probably say, ‘Haha! Melissa is popular as always!’

Of course, that wasn’t Melissa’s true intention.

She was just trying to make connections with anyone she suspected might be useful for the sake of the dukedom.

That’s why she was trying to create ‘openings’ like that.



It was the same reason why she kept the royal class even after Kaeran left…

‘…Salvation… I wonder.’

While I was having complicated thoughts,

-…!

Just like during the dungeon exploration practice orientation,

our eyes met unintentionally, hers and mine, Melissa’s.

Melissa made a surprised expression for a moment, then looked around and approached me.

“You… why are you here?”

“…?”

“You definitely need a professor’s recommendation…!”

She frowned slightly as if something was bothering her, then bit her lower lip.

And she came up to me and whispered.

“Just tell Edwin.”

“…”

‘Sigh…’

As expected…

I should take the essence of immortality.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Dark skin, hair bleached white. Sharp eyes, and the long, pointed ears characteristic of elves…

“…”

Darian, the dark elf who received Marcosias’s order to investigate the truth behind the 14th legion’s annihilation, arrived at the Ruins of the Sanctuary in the Feifs Mountains. 

Normally, if a high-ranking demon was this close to humans, their location would be pinpointed in an instant. 

But she was a dark elf, so she was free from such concerns.

And next to Darian, a succubus with an appearance between adult and minor trailed closely behind. 

Though banished from Pandemonium, the small horns on her head seemed to insist, 

“I was a third-rate demon too!” 

In any case, this succubus… was repeatedly chattering in astonishment.

“D-Did you do this all by yourself…?!”

“…”

In the long silence, Darian completed a simple black magic circle on the altar of [Ashes of Blood].

‘…I’m excited.’

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

[Eternal Flame] 1st Floor, Expedition Waiting Room.

Before the raid, the cadets were exchanging greetings with their assigned party members. 

The method for defeating [Ashes of Blood] was simple. 

First, the personnel distribution: six people per team, for a total of six teams and 36 people.

Each party consisted of one main tank to withstand [Ashes of Blood]’s direct physical attack, [Descent]. 

This role was taken by an experienced member selected from Divine Valhalla, namely the party leader. 

Next, one mage capable of handling the [Barrier] spell to block [Ashes of Blood]’s [Ember of Afterimage]. 

This role was filled by a veteran from Eternal Flame. 

According to the original story in , due to a shortage of one person, the student with the highest marks in protection magic from Clarice would take on this role instead.

‘This foreshadowing is where the problem arises…’

Next, one healing-type cadet. 

The remaining three members were filled by ranged attackers and mages to deal with the flying boss. [Ashes of Blood] used a pattern of flying around and repeating [Assault] and [Descent] attacks. 

When it descended, the main tank with a shield would use [Holy Protection] to block it. 

Then, when it ascended to attempt [Descent] on another group, the ranged attackers would intercept. In short, the targeted group was in tanking mode, and the remaining groups would attack. 

Four teams would rotate, repeating this endlessly.

Ultimately, if the knights from Divine Valhalla and the mages from Eternal Flame, two per party, did their jobs, and the three ranged damage dealers performed well, the raid could be completed safely without taking any significant damage.

“Ah, hello.”

“Hi! Don’t you take the same liberal arts class as me? Fancy seeing you here!”

“Oh, you’re right…”

The surrounding conversations gradually grew louder. A raid consisted of multiple parties, and coordination was vital. 

And to coordinate, trusting each other was a prerequisite. Therefore, each group needed some icebreaking. 

So, those involved, including Taylon, left the waiting room, leaving only the Clarice cadets to socialize briefly.

“It’s my first raid, aren’t you nervous?”

“Well, it doesn’t seem like a big deal for a monster.”

“Still!”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

The atmosphere was boisterous with talk about Ashes of Blood and academy life. The elders of each position, after consulting with each other, started calling out the next group.

“Calling group 4.”

“…Timon Gigurta, Lev Denec, Violet D’Crescent…”

For better or worse, I ended up in the same group as Violet, a senior and the chairperson of the Archer Committee. 

She wasn’t supposed to participate in this raid in the original story. Considering her visit last time as well, could it be because of me? Then,

“It’s been a while, Lev.”

“?”

Aveline, the blonde knight, whom I hadn’t seen since the ball practice.

“Yes. It has.”

She was smiling at me, but it wasn’t a genuine smile. The other day,

Lady Aveline wishes to be escorted.

-Lady Aveline!

-May I have this dance?

-W-Wait!

I had been dancing with Aveline and then passed her off to a group of unidentified men. It could be considered the worst of ballroom etiquette. 

Aveline, maintaining her composure as much as possible, said to me,

“That escort will remain in my memory for a long time.”

“I’m glad you liked it.”

Behind the still-smiling Aveline, a man appeared, replaying the memory.

“Aveline, who is this pretty boy?”

“Timon, you’re here.”

He had patchy facial hair from his sideburns to his chin.

‘Oh right, it was him…?’

Probably an older classmate who started late. 

Timon Gigurta. 

One of the men who had courted Aveline in the etiquette class, and the villain of this chapter in , who had constantly trolled Selena, calling her a half-baked archer who couldn’t even learn wind archery. 

Eventually, due to his carelessness, another cadet would have an accident during the raid. 

Selena would then become even more obsessed with wind archery, feeling responsible for not being able to protect them. 

Since the original story had changed a bit due to my intervention, things were turning out like this. Aveline introduced me to Timon with a slight smile.

“This is Lev Denec. To introduce him… Well, he’s quite remarkable. Even though he’s ‘Rank B,’ he received a recommendation from the professor and is participating in this raid.”

“What? He’s a B-Rank?!”

Timon’s face suddenly crumpled. More interestingly, Aveline’s tone had subtly shifted to a noble lady’s. 

The sentence she used to introduce me didn’t contain any insults, but it implied a lot. That despite being Rank B, I had treated her carelessly at the ball, disregarding etiquette. 

Timon, completely smitten with Aveline, stepped forward, glaring at me.

“Wow. He’s ~really something.”

“?”

“You, did you try to hit on Aveline with those measly skills?”

Hit on her? That was harsh. I asked, feigning annoyance,

“Forget that, shouldn’t you thank me first?”

“What?”

“If it weren’t for me, you wouldn’t have even been able to talk to Aveline. Not even once in your life.”

“Are you done?”

“My mouth hurts.”

“Ha! A good-for-nothing who was banished from his family…!”

He started growling at me, looking at my face. This was a bit burdensome. It seemed that Aveline had investigated me, perhaps to use my family as a threat.

Just as I was thinking how pathetic that was,

-Whoosh!

Clichéd as it was, his fist flew at me. There was no need to dodge.

-Thud!

-!

-Crack.

“St… Kuh-hack… Let… Kuh-ugh!”

-Crash!

Selena caught his wrist and made him fall.

“Argh! Argh!”

“…”

Timon’s face became deeply creased with wrinkles. His face red, he pleaded,

“S-Selena! Why are you doing this? We’re in the same Royal Class…”

“Not anymore. Not now.”

Selena spoke indifferently, as if he wasn’t worth dealing with. She had already left the Royal Class. And, being a half-elf… she hated discrimination.

‘She’s definitely grown.’

Above all, since she had learned wind archery, her combat power would be higher than I thought.

“Alright. Alright…!”

As Timon’s plea turned into begging, Selena released her grip. And, as Selena dusted off her hands,

-Dash!

“You, you’re unbelievable! D-Damn it! Just one hit!!”

-!!

He lunged at me again in an awkward posture.

‘He’s crazy.’

Along with my admiration,

“Stop it.”

This time, a woman with an alluring, noble scent appeared in front of me.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-Violet? Didn’t you say you were busy?

“…”

Professor Diene’s worried question. The reason why Violet, who was busy every day, applied for this [Ashes of Blood] raid was simple.

Lev Denec. Because he was participating.

Indeed, the fact that he was Professor Diene’s exclusive disciple wasn’t a lie. They were close enough that she could get a recommendation letter whenever she wanted.

But… only Rank B?

‘…I can’t understand it.’

But it didn’t matter. Seeing was believing. By participating in this [Ashes of Blood] subjugation, she would naturally be able to observe his skills.

Ultimately, the fact that Lev Denec and Violet were assigned to Group 4 together wasn’t a coincidence, but due to her influence.

“…?”

The target of Violet’s observation. Someone was threatening Lev Denec.

You’re… Damn it! Just one hit!!

And he charged.

-!

Without a moment’s hesitation, Violet moved instantly and stood in front of Lev.

-Bang!

“Ugh!”

With a heavy thud, Timon’s forehead collided with Violet’s Wind Blessing. Timon was a protection-type mage. 

Because he blindly trusted his protection magic, his physical abilities weren’t that great.

-Thud!

Therefore, his body staggered backward a few steps and eventually lost its balance, causing him to collapse. 

Fortunately, the Eternal Flame waiting room was always kept clean, so his clothes didn’t get dirty.

-What’s that sound?

-What’s going on?

At the sudden thudding sound, the gazes of the surrounding cadets began to gather. Timon, embarrassed, tried to get up immediately, but,

“Damn it, wh-who is it?!”

He realized that the floor was spotlessly clean and that the person he was cursing was a senior from the committee, so he couldn’t help but slip again.

“…V-Violet sunbaenim?”

“I believe it was said that this is a time for fostering camaraderie.”

“Th-That d-doesn’t make sense! My dedicated archer is Rank B? The entire raid will be in danger!”

At Timon’s words, Violet sighed softly, as if annoyed. 

The fact that she, who was destined to defeat the Demon Lord, had to deal with the childishness of a mere first-year cadet. She replied in a tone devoid of any mercy,

“All the cadets here have received recommendation letters from their professors. What you are saying is a clear overstep of your authority.”

“B-But…!”

“Then shall we report directly to Captain Baek according to protocol? From my perspective, this simply appears to be an act of disrupting team harmony and lowering morale…”

“…”

At Violet’s words, Aveline’s expression twitched, and Timon shut his mouth tightly.

“If you step down now, there will be no further punishment. And Aveline Valantis, return to your group. This is a warning as an Elder.”

-What’s going on?

-I don’t know, that guy suddenly charged.

-That’s Timon Gigurta. He’s notorious among the girls for having a bad personality.

“What, what are you looking at?!”

Embarrassed by the attention, Timon looked around, searching for an ally.

“A-Avel…in, where…?”

But Aveline had already returned to her group.

The ash-gray-haired man didn’t show any signs of surprise. He just wore an expression as if he had expected it.

‘Phew.’

Violet was relieved that the situation hadn’t escalated. 

She was already busy, and she wanted to avoid writing an incident report. Of course, Violet’s intervention wasn’t perfect. 

In a dispute, one should listen to both sides, even if it’s bothersome. But she had sided entirely with Lev. 

If he was also at fault and she had to hold him accountable, he would be expelled from the raid in the worst-case scenario, and then there would be no reason for her to have come to see him. 

Violet looked into Lev’s black eyes and opened her mouth.

“You…”

“…?”

“…”

Please be careful with your actions.

She tried to say it, but she couldn’t.

‘But…’

It was because an additional question came to her mind.



‘Why didn’t you dodge?’

Did he know someone would step in for him? Even considering that, his expression was too calm. Did he really have hidden skills, or was he just brazen…?

She was confused.

-…

At that moment, an announcement through a magic tool began to broadcast in the waiting room.

Attention Clarice Academy raid practice cadets. The dispatch ceremony will be held shortly, so please follow the Elder’s instructions…

The subjugation of [Ashes of Blood], which would resolve Violet’s curiosity… had begun.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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As the afternoon arrived, the raid passed the entrance of the Pypes Mountains and reached the riverside far below the ridge.

‘I didn’t expect a nuisance to appear…’ 

The blonde knight, Aveline Valantes, was agitated by the unexpected, uninvited guest. Wasn’t there a saying,

“If you can’t have it, destroy it”?

First of all, Lev Denec, similar to Kaelan, preferred a rough, masculine type. 

Therefore, she couldn’t win him over with friendly methods. Of course, unlike Kaelan, she hadn’t properly seen his skills, so she couldn’t make a proper assessment. 

However, she thought if she could entice even Timon Zigilta, a man completely opposite of her taste, to provoke him, she might be able to see his true colors.

‘But why… why!’

An unexpected third-year cadet began to protect him. And not just any third-year, but Violet D’Crescent, the cadet with the strongest influence in the Archer Department. 

Even Aveline, a knight, was well aware of the prestigious D’Crescent family. 

The last flagship left to the Empire, an unparalleled genius, a hero who would surpass Diena… the epitome of aristocratic dignity. There were countless phrases describing her.

-Creak.

It was already difficult enough to contend with Yeriel alone around Lev Denec, and now Violet appeared too.

‘Don’t tell me, she’s caught wind of Lev Denec…?’

For a moment, Aveline’s inferiority complex almost ignited.

‘Calm, calm down.’

That wasn’t important right now. There was something else Aveline needed to focus on. 

It was the reward that [Crimson Ember] held. Legend had it that the previous hero, Kroon, in his youth, dealt the final blow to [Crimson Ember] and obtained the essence of immortality. 

The reward of immortality, said to be obtainable only by the one who drove the divine beast to death. 

Therefore, if someone who hadn’t undergone their coming-of-age ceremony destroyed [Crimson Ember]…

‘This condition might be met.’

The current [Crimson Ember] was corrupted by black magic and resurrected through dark magic, so it wasn’t perfectly the same, but the essence of a divine beast or a dragon was priceless. 

If this legend were to be reenacted, it would undoubtedly cause a great stir. 

Therefore, if Violet was participating in the raid with this in mind, it was understandable to some extent. 

And with Melissa of [Eternal Flame] also aiming for it, she couldn’t let her guard down.

But Aveline had a trump card. The sword she wore on her left hip wasn’t a standard academy-issued sword, but a custom-made one.

-Aveline, want this?

-What is this?

-A gift for joining my circle. Something like that?

*…! *

-Be my sword from now on.

A gift from Kaelan when she joined the Royal Class. The sleek, highlander-style blade boasted a subtle, silvery-white sheen. 

She had originally intended to use it as a decoration, but…

‘Kaelan, I think I might understand your intentions a little.’

Recently, as Aveline became more proficient in handling divine power, she had learned a way to imbue this sword with divine aura. 

This was a top-secret matter known only to Aveline, which she hadn’t reported to her family or guild. 

Moreover, when she had it appraised in the Imperial City last time, she was told that although faint, something unknown was imbued within the sword.

‘In other words, the key to suppressing Crimson Ember’s resurrection is this…’

Aveline’s original role was as a guardian, holding a shield and enduring, but she had pride in her skills. Even [Crimson Ember] must have an opening during its descent. 

She just needed to aim for that moment.

‘This time… I will become someone recognized as much as my brother.’

She preemptively secured the essence of immortality, and a bright future unfolded before her eyes. An image of herself commanding the Knights. She looked at Melissa and smiled coldly.

‘It’s all within my grasp.’

Perhaps, [Eternal Flame] wouldn’t be sitting idly by either. 

Melissa must have prepared a demonic extermination spell formula with this raid leader, Taylon. 

However, Eternal Flame was a master of fire magic, and fire magic wasn’t suitable for targeting the weakness of a fire-attribute boss like [Crimson Ember] or for dealing the final blow.

“I’ll gladly take it. Miss Melissa…”

Pypes Valley. 

Following the flowing water led to a ruined sanctuary. A moonstone that had completely lost the power of moonlight. 

Thus, it was a place where no miracles could be activated. On the altar here, where the scorch marks hadn’t yet faded, [Crimson Ember] would soon be resurrected.

They had been rehearsing repeatedly for an hour under Taylon’s instructions. As the six parties took their positions in a triangle, two parties at each point,

-Fwoosh!!!

The altar began to blaze.

-!!

“Everyone, get ready.”

Taylon’s short instruction, amplified by a magic tool, tensed all the cadets.

-Flutter…

The fire was soon extinguished, but…

-Fwoosh!

The ashes from the altar scattered everywhere, then gathered and reignited.

And…

-Screech!!!

A roar signaling the appearance of the divine beast echoed, and for a moment, the temperature around the sanctuary seemed to rise, and

-Whoosh!!!

Heat erupted.

-!!

-Kiiiiii!!!

A Y-shaped flame began to blaze in the air. Certainly, [Crimson Ember]’s motif was a phoenix. So, it felt like a divine beast, but the sound it actually made was a high-pitched screech that hurt the ears.

Seeing it in person is a bit… scary, isn’t it?

-It’s okay. We’ve already learned the strategy.

Perhaps due to the fear of their first real battle, exclamations erupted from the cadets here and there. And the dark-blond man, the main tank of Group 4 where I was, who was next to Violet, said softly,

“Don’t worry, everyone. It hasn’t started yet. And as long as I’m here! It’ll be alright.”

He introduced himself as Raymond Loggins.

“As I’ve said before, I will block the direct attacks. But Crimson Ember leaves flames in its path, so there might be residual damage.”

Wait, I think I’ve seen this guy somewhere before?

“So, as I mentioned earlier, Cadet Timon will cast a barrier at my signal.”

-……

The briefing ended vaguely with Timon’s silent nod. Violet seemed to already know everything. Anyway, there was a slight variable. Our party’s main tank was…

‘That guy from the Pleasure Lord raid.’

The man who had been dispatched from Divine Valhalla and had trembled, unable to do anything. 

And the one in charge of the protective magic was Timon Zigilta, who had picked a fight with me.

Our party already seemed unstable.

.

.

.

[Crimson Ember], having finished its resurrection ritual, began to circle in the sky. It was probably targeting whoever attacked it first for its initial aggro. 

According to the original story’s setting, its left eye was damaged when it was corrupted by black magic, so the aggro order would then proceed clockwise.

-Kiyoooo!!!

As it regained its full strength and took on a complete form,

-Ding.

A status window popped up in front of my eyes.



📜 Character Information 📜





▶ Crimson Ember [Chaos]

› A-Rank Monstrous Beast

› Divine Beast, Boss

› Danger Level: Very High

› Traits: Immortal State. Affected by Darian’s dark magic.

› Encounter with Boss!: Preview available for patterns!

› Detailed View Available





‘A-Rank?’ 

Taylon had definitely said [Crimson Ember] was B-Rank. 

But what I was seeing was an A-Rank monstrous beast, a higher rank than even the [Pleasure Lord]. There had been casualties even with the Pleasure Lord. 

This time, the probability of an accident was even higher.

‘Wait, traits… Darian’s dark magic.’

Darian. The dark elf who had tried to lure Selena away under the pretext of teaching her demonic wind archery. 

Somehow, her touch had reached [Crimson Ember]. As I organized my thoughts,

“…?” 

Violet was staring at me with her unwavering purple eyes.

-…

Only when I openly met her gaze did she turn away.

‘This is crazy.’ 

It seemed like hiding my power wouldn’t work this time either.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Around the same time, at Clarice Academy.

-Is this right?

-Yes, Senior Yeriel, th-thank you very much!

-Hmm… You’ll greet me if you see me next time, right? Promise!

-…Yes?! Ah, y-yes! Goodbye!

The boy who had asked Yeriel about magic theory darted away shyly. 

He was a prospective student who hadn’t even entered the academy yet… She had unintentionally gained another fan today.

‘He’s a shy one…’

Anyway, seeing him reminded Yeriel of something familiar.

‘Come to think of it… I think I was like that in front of Lev…’

-Thump!

‘No thinking about Lev…!’ 

Yeriel had been very careful since the festival.

-Yeriel, are you alright?

-Huh? Oh, no…?!

Whenever she thought about him, her face would flush, and people would constantly ask her if she was okay. 

More than anything, she was afraid of being swept away by an unknown, mysterious impulse like she had been at the liberal arts building.

In any case, the academy without Lev was more relaxed than she expected. 

So, like before she met him, Yeriel helped the juniors she met at the library after a long time.

‘I couldn’t bring myself to ask them to come to the Black House…!’

Although her recruitment attempt had failed, helping others was still enjoyable.

‘Oh! It’s already this late…!’ 

Checking the time, Yeriel gathered her things and went down to the student cafeteria.

.

.

.

“This taste… after so long…”

“Edwin…! Eat slowly!”

Edwin, having been discharged from the hospital, came to the student cafeteria with Aria and Yeriel.

“When can I start training…?”

“You need to rest for at least a week. We need to monitor your progress.”

“Ugh.”

It was like a bolt from the blue. For Edwin, training was a daily routine. 

Edwin, who looked as if he had received a death sentence, began to examine Aria’s neck.

“By the way, Aria. Can I ask you something?”

“Yes?”

He asked Aria without thinking, 

“What’s that necklace? Is it a ring?”

-Hiccup!

At Edwin’s question, Yeriel hiccuped involuntarily.

“Yeriel? Are you okay?”

“Ah… I’m fine! I think I swallowed wrong…”

“Would… you like some water?”

“…Yes, thank you…!”

‘Haaa…’

It was something she had been curious about but hadn’t been able to ask Lev. The pure white ring.

For the answer… Aria’s mouth opened. “This… is a gift from Mr. Lev.”

“Lev?”

-Thump!

Following Edwin, Yeriel’s heart sank.

‘I-I expected it…! It’s okay to give a gift! Aria always helps Lev, and more than anything, it suits her well… Yes, yes!’

Even though she knew, it still hurt. …So Lev really did give it to her as a gift.

Lev gave a gift, a gift…

Various thoughts filled Yeriel’s mind.

‘Was I this greedy…?’

Would anyone think of Yeriel, who dedicated most of her time to helping her juniors, as greedy? Anyway, Aria continued, 

“Yes, he said it would be helpful for me.”

“What’s that supposed to mean? Is there another meaning to it?”

“…!”

Edwin, oblivious as ever. His question could simply be interpreted as, ‘That’s unlike Rev. Is it some kind of bribe?’

But this question was fatal to the two in a different way…

At that moment, Yeriel’s eyes met Aria’s.

-……

An awkward silence passed between them, and as if they had the same thought… they both averted their gazes, seemingly embarrassed.



 And after a moment, Aria’s mouth opened.

“Indeed. …If there’s a meaning……”

“…!” 

Yeriel’s heart began to pound.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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The pure white ring hanging around Aria’s neck.

-Why are you giving this to me…?

-Just… you always help me. And you’ve been overworking yourself lately.

If she were to describe how she felt when she received the ring… given the situation, bewilderment would be the most accurate. 

As a result, she hadn’t thought about its meaning separately. But when Edwin asked like this, Aria couldn’t help but wonder about the reason for the gift.

‘…Did he have another meaning in mind…?’

At that moment, a new wave of emotions washed over Aria.

-!

And this feeling reacted strongly when she met Yeriel’s eyes just now.

-……

The two awkwardly lowered their gazes. 

In fact, Aria also had something she wanted to ask Yeriel. 

What was the nature of their relationship? Why had Yeriel’s name come out of Lev’s mouth when he was corrupted? Since Aria knew that the two lived in the same dormitory, she couldn’t help but be more concerned.

‘…But it wouldn’t be polite to ask…’

And where was this curiosity of Aria’s headed? Simply to find clues about Andras? Or because of her hidden feelings for Lev?

‘…What meaning am I hoping for…?’

In the end, what meaning did she want this ring to have?

-!!

Her heart began to pound.

-Hoo.

Flustered by the sudden surge of emotions, Aria slowly took a deep breath. It wasn’t good to make assumptions.

“If there’s a meaning… well. He said it would help with healing magic, so maybe it means to work harder… He didn’t say anything else.”

At the rather underwhelming answer, Edwin picked up his utensils again.

“Indeed! That’s so like Lev! He even helped me with my training… Though sometimes I really can’t understand him…!”

Then, he suddenly looked at Yeriel and said, “Yeriel, what do you think?”

“I’m env…”

“?”

“Huh? Oh, uh? I-I think it suits her well…!”

For a moment, she almost blurted out that she was envious. 

Yeriel hurriedly tried to manage her expression and averted her gaze from Aria.

‘The two of them really aren’t… dating…’

If Aria and Lev were in a romantic relationship, Yeriel would have felt guilty. 

But in the end, this too was just her misunderstanding. A strange sense of relief washed over Yeriel.

‘…That’s a relief…!’

The girl, still lacking the courage to express her true feelings, smiled bashfully as she pictured the ash-gray-haired boy.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

[Crimson Ember] subjugation.

The time had come. Teyron, the raid leader, calmly gave instructions.

“Parties 1 and 2, magic users on standby! Archers, attack just enough to get its attention!”

At his command, the archers in parties 1 and 2, including Selena, began to fire their arrows simultaneously.

-Whoosh!

Clean wind archery, but since it was just to draw attention,

-Swish!

It didn’t deal any significant damage to [Crimson Ember], which was in peak condition.

-Wheeeeee!!!

As if drawing something, it began to descend slowly towards parties 1 and 2, showing off its elegant flight.

-It’s charging! Guardians, raise your shields! Hold them tight!

-Protective mages, prepare to raise barriers!

With those words, Crimson Ember charged fiercely.

-Wheeeeee!

-Kiiiiiiiii!!!

-Now!

The cadets’ shouts and Crimson Ember’s roar clashed directly.

-Crash!!!

-Whoosh!

-Kyaaa!

As its form collided with the shields, a tremendous roar and a hot wind swept the area.

“Don’t just stand there! Prepare protective magic!”

“Yes…!”

-Sizzle…!

The area where Crimson Ember had flown began to ignite, turning pink.

-Zoom!

Fortunately, the barrier protecting parties 1 and 2 activated in time, successfully blocking [Crimson Ember]’s ‘afterimage.’

-Boom!!!!

Then, a deafening roar like thunder.

In that atmosphere they were experiencing for the first time, the cadets within the barrier began to lose their composure.

“I-Is this for real?”

“A… A B-Rank is this… strong?”

“A-Are we going to die??”

-Wheee!

-Keeeee!

[Crimson Ember], having fully charged, began to rise into the sky again.

“Commander Taylon, this is…!”

“……”

Without needing to be told, Taylon sensed it.

‘…Holy… crap…!’

It was just one exchange, but this [Crimson Ember] was completely different. 

Originally, its [Descent] could be blocked by any ordained knight with a shield, even without using divine power. 

And its [Ember Afterimage], even if it grazed them for a moment, only had the power of fireworks, so even with individual protective magic, they wouldn’t be harmed.

However, the amount of black magic he was feeling from it now was not at the level seen every quarter. 

It had a destructive power of at least A-Rank, if not A+ Rank or higher. It was too much for a raid composed mostly of cadets, and first years at that. 

There was no way to escape. In a situation where annihilation seemed to be the only possible future, Taylon pulled himself together.

‘What would happen if I panicked here?’

-Beep.

First, he requested support from the academy through his communication magic tool.

‘…To avoid the worst-case scenario… we need to hold on somehow.’

Revealing the current situation to the raid members would only add to the chaos. 

It was a time to hide the truth, even though it was cruel to the children.

“Don’t panic!”

Taylon started giving instructions again as if nothing was wrong. 

“Parties 1, 2, 3, and 4, now’s your chance to attack! Give it everything you’ve got!”

-Whoosh!!!

-Boom!!!

-Keeeee!!!

The flight path of the rising Crimson Ember was predictable, so many attacks hit it.

‘Did it work…!’

-Kiyoooo!!!!

Among them, the arrows of the third-year cadet, Violet D’Crescent, hit their mark without fail.

-Bang!

A streak of light cut through the air cleanly.

‘As rumored… she’s incredibly… skilled.’

-Whoosh!

-Kee! Kee!

Despite being in the air and subject to gravity, her arrows defied it and targeted its weak points.

‘It’s a slim chance, but… we might succeed…’

This year, besides Violet, there were other promising cadets like Melissa de Prominence and Aveline Valantes.

-Kee!

-It’s coming!

As Crimson Ember showed signs of descending again, Taylon instructed parties 5 and 6.

“Next is parties 5 and 6. Prepare for defense!”

-Yes!

However, Taylon’s composure and the slightest glimmer of hope quickly turned to despair. 

Originally, according to his instructions, Crimson Ember should have tried to descend towards parties 5 and 6.

But…

-!!

-Commander! It’s deviated from the predicted path!

-Keeeeeeee!!!!!

For some reason, it was flying above parties 3 and 4, as if targeting Violet D’Crescent.

“Parties 3 and 4! Don’t panic! Calmly deploy your defensive magic! The rest of the parties, attack it to obstruct its path! Stall for time!”

Taylon’s instructions were quick, but Raymond, the guardian of party 4, wasn’t ready yet.

“I-I’m… n-not ready yet…! C-Can anyone assist?!”

-Keeeee!!!

-Wheeeeee!

However, the enraged divine beast had no concept of mercy. [Crimson Ember] charged straight towards the shield knight, Raymond.

-Twang!

At that moment, Violet’s wrist flicked lightly, and a raven’s wing, the symbol of the D’Crescent family, appeared on the arrowhead.

-Whoosh!

A total of four arrows left the bowstring like a dance, heading towards Crimson Ember.

Sealing Arrows, one of the D’Crescent family’s blessings.

-Thud! Thud!

-Kee!

As if trying to extinguish [Crimson Ember]’s fiery form, they accurately struck its tail, head, and wing roots.

-Crackle!

-Keeeeee!

As the effect of the Sealing Arrows began to take hold, and its movements slowed,

‘…’

Violet, maintaining a poker face, this time drew her bowstring widely.

-Crackle!

Sparks flew from the bowstring the moment she began to draw, scattering into flashes and emitting a thunderous roar.

-Rumble!

-S-Senior Violet??

And as the surrounding gathered mana converged, beginning to emit light,

-Twang!!

Violet released the bowstring as if ripping it apart. Up to this point, it was a series of actions without hesitation.

-Crackle!!!

Thick streaks of light, shaped like spears forged from lightning, pierced into Crimson Ember.

-Kiyoooooooo!!!

This lightning-attribute attack must have been an effective blow against [Crimson Ember]. It let out a different cry from before and began to lose its balance.

-Whoosh!

Its burning form was haphazardly restored, but

-!!

-Keeeeee!!!

[Crimson Ember] began to spin and plummet with a loud roar.

-D-Dodge!

-I-It’s falling this way!!

-Wheee!!!

[Crimson Ember] began to fall like a meteor, emitting a red light. The shield knight of party 3 shouted to Raymond, who was in charge of party 4, 

“What are you doing! Raise your shield and the barrier!”

“Uh, uh…! Yes!”

-Zoom!

-Flutter… Flutter!

In an instant, the fiery bird’s form crashed into party 4’s dome-shaped barrier as if being sucked in.

-Crash!!!

-Kyaaa!!!

Like being hit by carpet bombing, it relentlessly pounded the barrier. The deafening roar reverberated repeatedly.

-Whoosh…

And as the sound subsided, smoke billowed up.

“We… did it!”

Raymond managed to endure with the support of party 3 and the double barrier magic.

“Th-Thank you. Cough.”

-Kiyoooo!!!

And Crimson Ember, as if in pain, broke through the smoke and soared back into the sky.

-Parties 3 and 4, are you alright! The rest of you, now’s your chance! Attack with everything you’ve got!

It seemed that they had dealt significant damage to it, but the aftermath was the problem.

“What are you all doing??!”

The pink afterimage created as [Crimson Ember] passed. These particles, like aurora… meant death.

“Do you want to die? Raise the barrier first!”

“J-Just a moment! I can’t do it right away!”

In the urgent situation, Timon’s hands trembled. 

No matter how talented he was in barrier magic, continuous casting in such a pressing situation couldn’t be covered by talent alone. 

In other words, he lacked practical experience. Fortunately, his survival instincts, though imperfectly, helped him quickly cast the protective spell successfully.

“I-I did it…!”

-Zoom.

-Sizzle!

-Boom!!!!

Once again, a small explosion swept through parties 3 and 4.

After a dozen seconds,

“A-Are we… alive…?”

At Raymond’s words,

-Whoosh…

This time, an ominous wind sound reached them. It was a hot wind blowing from behind.

“Holy crap, it never ends!”

“R-Rear, get back!”

It was a chain explosion, an aftereffect caused by the inability to predict the falling trajectory.

“Violet! This way!”

-!!

But it was too late. The pink mist had already consumed the area around Violet and Lev, and

-Crash!!!

Darkness. Then everything became quiet.

.

.

.



-Beep.

Tinnitus.

-#$@!!

And from afar, Taylon’s commands and the cadets’ shouts were heard. And when Violet opened her eyes again…

-Whoosh…

-!!

An unidentified blue wind barrier… was embracing her.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Taylon wasn’t the only one who sensed something strange about [Crimson Ash].

Melissa, from parties 5 and 6, whose magical sensitivity was high, and Abelline, whose knightly intuition was excellent, could also sense that the situation wasn’t normal.

‘Demon Slaying magic… isn’t working…’

Perhaps it was a given.

If Demon Slaying magic worked, Crimson Ash would have been subjugated countless times.

To even see the possibility of demon slaying, one had to target its insides.

Fire magic, specialized in burning, could only inflict significant damage to its exterior.

Furthermore, the opponent was a fire divine beast, and even that was only for a fleeting moment.

On the other hand,

‘Oh…’

Pure evil.

Abelline shuddered at the murderous aura of [Crimson Ash].

Certainly, an opportunity had come.

With that level of destructive power…

‘There’s a possibility…’

A meaning to obtain the Essence of Immortality… to annihilate the creature.

‘Kaelan, what would you have done…?’

This time, she had to become the protagonist.

-KIIEEEE!!!!

-!!

First, Abelline needed to calm down a bit.

-Parties 5 and 6, now!

-SWOOOOOSH!!

[Crimson Ash] began its descent towards parties 5 and 6, where Abelline and Melissa were.

-SWISH…

As Abelline, having made the Oath of Protection, raised the [Shield of Protection],

-CLANG! CLANG! CLANG!!

-KIIEEEEEEEK!

Unlike parties 3 and 4, they cleanly repelled the creature’s form, sending Crimson Ash back into the sky.

The speed of [Crimson Ash], circling in the sky, was noticeably slower.

The damage had accumulated from Violet’s attack.

This meant that there was a possibility of Melissa’s Demon Slaying magic landing an effective hit.

However…

Abelline was only capable of close-range attacks.

As she had felt just moments ago,

“There’s… no opening at all.”

The chance to attempt a close-range attack on [Crimson Ash] was fleeting.

Therefore, from Abelline’s perspective, the opportunities to aim for the final blow… were few.

Fortunately for her…

Currently, Melissa was unaware that Abelline could handle holy aura.

In other words, by hiding this and utilizing both Violet and Melissa, Abelline could obtain the Essence of Immortality.

At that moment, a brilliant idea came to her mind.

Hiding her smile, Abelline spoke in a voice just loud enough for Melissa to hear.

“Melissa, attack.”

“Yes, I felt it too… That creature is dangerous.”

“Indeed. Given the situation, I think we should join forces…”

“Huh?”

“Actually, I know. That the magic Melissa uses has the Demon Slaying attribute…”

Melissa’s expression momentarily flickered as her preparations were so easily exposed.

“Well… I’m not sure…”

‘Gotcha…’

She regained her poker face, but she couldn’t escape Abelline’s suspicion.

Abelline didn’t miss this.

“Why don’t we do it this way?”

“?”

“Melissa, imbue my sword with Demon Slaying magic.”

“What? …What are you talking about…”

“Can’t fire magic reach its core? So, if Melissa imbues my sword, I’ll deliver the finishing blow.”

“You… What! Do you think it’s that easy?”

“Aren’t you a genius with fire magic, Melissa? Besides, if this continues… there will be casualties in parties 3 and 4. We have only one chance. After that, we leave it to the heavens. Either Melissa’s Demon Slaying magic or my sword will pierce Crimson Ash’s heart…”

“Ugh…”

Actually, Melissa knew.

It was a worthwhile proposal.

Her fire magic couldn’t reach the creature’s heart anyway.

And Abelline’s swordsmanship was excellent, but that alone wouldn’t slay the demon.

In other words, it was a situation where she could potentially gain something without lifting a finger.

“Alright…”

Although slightly uneasy, Melissa, having no other choice, accepted the proposal.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

“Our party’s, knight…!”

The shield knight from the 3rd party, dispatched from Divine Valhalla… sacrificed himself for us.

‘It’s no comparison to the Lord of Pleasure.’

Of course, monsters were designed to inevitably cause casualties…

But seriously, if this goes on, we’ll all die.

For now, Violet, who recklessly charged in, was right next to me, so I was able to protect her using Wind Archery – Wind Barrier.

She was staring at me with a dazed look, but now wasn’t the time to worry about that.

I quickly opened the detailed view and checked only [Crimson Ash]’s core skills.

An A-rank monster in extreme difficulty mode is… ridiculously strong.

Even in [Reincarnation Brave], how many people had to cooperate to defeat it?

So, I absolutely had to figure out its weakness.



📜 Skill Information 📜





Crimson Ash

▶ Skills

› Resurrection (Passive)

 Resurrects at the place of birth 180 days later unless the kill conditions are met.

› Immortality (Passive) 

 Activates when Crimson Ash’s health falls below 33%. Slowly turns to ash, instantly recovering all damage received, and enters resurrection standby after 30 seconds. 
(*Crimson Ash cannot take more than 25% damage at once)

*Black Magic – Chaos State Penalty

 Takes additional damage from Demon Slaying and Execution attributes.

› If Immortality is activated by a Holy attribute attack, Crimson Ash’s health recovery cap is fixed accordingly.

› Flame Afterimage (Passive)

 When Crimson Ash receives physical impact, magenta flame particles remain in its wake. These auto-ignite, causing a fire explosion.





.

.

.



📜 Skill Information 📜





Crimson Ash

▶ Special Status

› Enraged: None

› Groggy: None

› Weakened: [Crimson Ash] is immune to normal attacks. However, this divine beast’s body contains orb-shaped souls, which can be damaged by special attacks.





‘It’s literally a phoenix.’

In short,

[Crimson Ash] enters an immortal state when its health drops below 33%.

And since the damage it takes at once cannot exceed 25%, and it instantly recovers, by simple math: 33 – 25 = 8.

8 health always remains, so it can’t be killed in one blow, and the immortality pattern can’t be canceled.

‘But there’s a way to solve this.’

In the [Reincarnation Academy] fanfic, it wasn’t described exactly how Kaelan defeated it.

But looking at the mechanics, there’s a part I can guess.

It’s the setting that it’s consumed by black magic.

First, since it only takes additional damage from Demon Slaying and Execution attributes and can’t be killed by them, they’re meaningless, and

If Immortality is activated by a Holy attribute attack, Crimson Ash’s health recovery cap is fixed accordingly.

Only with a holy attack, and only when the immortality pattern is initiated, can the timing be matched to lower its health recovery condition.

In other words, Kaelan attacked its soul’s weak point with a close-range attack imbued with holy power, lowered the recovery cap of the immortality pattern to below 25%, and then finished it off with the finishing move he stole from Edwin, [Executioner’s Sword].

‘Wow, this is incredibly difficult…’

First, I have no holy power at all, and I’m a ranged attacker, so even targeting its soul is difficult.

I did ask Aria to prepare crossbow bolts enchanted with holy power, but I wonder if it’ll work.

-KIIYOOOOO!

-Parties 1 and 2, it’s coming again! Get ready!

-Yes!!

[Crimson Ash]’s next target was parties 1 and 2, where Selena and raid leader Taylon were.

Thanks to Violet and the efforts of parties 5 and 6, its combat power had weakened considerably.

‘Is there anyone around who can handle holy power…?’

There is.

The unlikeable, non-main heroine. The paladin, Abelline Valantes.

She was adjusting her grip on her sword, held between her shield.

‘Don’t tell me, she’s planning to kill it?’

I knew the narrative of Melissa and Abelline competing here…

No matter what plan those two had come up with, it would definitely fail. Because Kaelan would have to come back and kill it later.

“Then?”

Simple. If I ride on this and use Wind Instant Kill to…

take the last hit myself…?

‘I can’t resist a killing blow.’

For a moment, the question of whether it was possible arose, but there’s no reason I can’t do what Kaeran did.

I must catch it and obtain the Essence of Immortality.

…For Yeriel, and for the future.

While I was lost in thought, the party members approached me through the dust.

“H, how, how did you… do that…?”

“I, is Senior Violet okay?”

I sighed deeply and spoke to the chaotic party.

“Everyone, regroup first. The next descent is our turn.”

“W, what? It’s coming again??”

Crimson Ash’s descents were kindly ordered as:

1, 2 (Taylon, Selena) -> 3, 4 (Me) -> 5, 6 (Melissa, Abelline)

‘Now the only main tank is…’

Looking at Raymond’s trembling hands, this was probably the last chance to stop it.

In other words, we had to finish it before our turn came again.

“The rearguard will take care of themselves, so don’t worry. Go and get ready.”

“……!”

Under normal circumstances, someone would have objected to my words, but

“Anyone have mana potions?”

“Here, I need a health potion…”

“C, can I get a strength buff…?”

Given the situation, everyone returned to their positions.

And I walked straight towards Violet.

She seemed a little out of it, as if she was shocked that this situation had happened because of her.

-Pat!



I grabbed her wrist and pulled her up.

“…?!”

As expected, a bewildered expression appeared on Violet’s face, an expression that would never be seen in the novel.

“From now on, just listen to me.”

“Huh…?”

“Just listen to me.”

Since I saved her… I plan to get my money’s worth.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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D’Crescent.

A prestigious family with an unbroken lineage of archery prowess.

They were praised for surpassing the physical limitations of archers, with their arrows described as magic itself.

In this world, family background was an undeniable factor.

The same was true for Violet Decrescent.

As an only child, from infancy until now, she had been raised with treatment comparable to, perhaps even exceeding, that of the Empire’s princesses.

Even Regillus, the knight commander at the time, had only praise for her.

“Lady Violet should only experience the best.”

“I have no doubt that you will become the very best.”

“You’re going to the academy? Haha, top rank is a given.”

“You will stand out wherever you are, my lady.”

.

.

.

“The top freshman is… Violet D’Crescent.”

“That’s her. Violet D’Crescent.”

“Yeah, she was overwhelming in both written and practical exams… so everyone acknowledges her.”

No one doubted her talent.

Everyone fawned over her, smiled at her,

“Yes, as expected, amazing, Violet!”

Even the second-ranked student held no rivalry towards her.

A case where her very existence transcended competition, making envy itself undesirable.

“…”

She also wasn’t one to care about others, nor to show off or be pretentious.

Except for the occasional comment about her lack of humanity, she never heard anything negative.

Thus, her academy life seemed to be progressing smoothly without a hitch.

However…

Where did things start to go wrong?

“Violet, you’re applying for a raid primarily for freshmen…? Are you sure?”

Was it because she took an interest in the outsider, Lev Denec, and followed him to this raid of her own accord?

[Crimson Ash] before her eyes… was the strongest being among all the magical beasts she had encountered so far.

Strength beyond measure, something she hadn’t seen once until her third year.

Furthermore, by her side now weren’t experienced veterans, but mostly first-year students who came to learn through practical training.

Despite this, if she was the vessel destined to defeat the next Demon King, she believed she could overcome this much…

Her arbitrary decision had led to undesirable consequences.

.

.

.

[Crimson Ash]’s [Flame Afterimage] passed by.

The ash-haired man was holding Violet’s wrist.

“Just listen to me.”

“!”

As Violet regained her senses, the man’s tone softened slightly, but the forceful, coercive feeling remained.

Unlike the men who had approached her so far, driven solely by self-interest.

“Are you alright now?”

“…Let go.”

Perhaps, his kindness in trying to bring her back to her senses.

Violet stubbornly rejected it by shaking off his hand.

Lev, looking at parties 5 and 6, said,

“The moment it descends on parties 5 and 6, use the Sealing Arrow. As close as possible.”

“…?”

It wasn’t a request. It was an order.

Violet spoke as if dumbfounded.

“Are you crazy? Why would I listen to you…”

“Then die.”

“?!”

“The D’Crescent family ends here, too.”

“…”

“Good luck.”

“……”

The man turned his head and returned to his position.

For a moment, Violet, who had always thought she was devoid of emotional fluctuations, was speechless.

Her delicate lips parted, but no words came out.

It was the first time she had met someone who spoke to her so carelessly.

No matter how much the academy emphasized equality among students, family background couldn’t be ignored.

The fact that no one said anything even though Melissa de Prominence was flirting around was because everyone recognized that she was a princess of the Duchy and would become a key figure in [Eternal Flame].

Disregarding this might be fine among the students within the academy, but it would affect one’s family, their house, and those connected to them.

‘Lev Denec, as expected, you…’

It was a good thing she had researched him beforehand.

He was a delinquent.

Nothing more, nothing less…

“It’s coming!”

At that moment, [Crimson Ash], having struck parties 1 and 2, began to rise into the sky again.

If it followed the order, the next would be parties 3 and 4, Violet’s party.

“E, everyone, get r…ready.”

And the hand of the only remaining protector, Raymond, was trembling.

Each position had its role.

Even Violet, with her exceptional skills and practical experience, could do nothing for him in this situation.

To the hesitant Violet, Lev Denec spoke again.

“Aren’t you planning to defeat the Demon King? But you want to die here together?”

“…!”

Her dream, which her family, who needed an heir, would vehemently oppose.

A hero who went to defeat demons directly carried a much higher risk compared to someone who simply built a reputation as an imperial defender.

‘How does he know…?’

But how did he know this secret, known only to her?

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Actually, there wasn’t much of a plan this time.

I couldn’t use Demonization because there were too many eyes watching.

No matter how powerful a blow I landed, without holy power, I couldn’t kill it because of the 25% damage limit.

I also didn’t know what skills Violet possessed.

Since she was killed in Chapter 4… she disappeared without showcasing many of her techniques.

Therefore, what I asked Violet to do was…

simple.

When Crimson Ash approached parties 5 and 6, I asked her to minimize its movements with the Sealing Arrow.

To comfortably take the last hit, I needed to give Abelline and Melissa the confidence that they could defeat it.

Words directly contradicting my thoughts flew back.

“…Ranged attacks are prohibited when Crimson Ash is descending.”

She was right.

In the raid-style tactics against [Crimson Ash], when the shield knight was blocking its descent pattern, ranged attacks were temporarily halted.

Since the target was in close proximity to that party, indiscriminate attacks could lead to friendly fire.

In other words, a slow but safe method that didn’t result in casualties.

Since this wasn’t a game but reality, prioritizing survival was the right thing to do.

But what I had asked of her was akin to breaking that rule.

“Stop with the absurd talk and let’s block the next descent…”

“Then what about your impulsive actions?”

“…”

When I countered with a question, Violet became speechless again.

“Unfortunately, you’re not the only talented one here. See parties 5 and 6 over there? Princess Melissa and Paladin Abelline Valantes.”

“…”

She didn’t answer, but I could tell by her gaze.

“They’re planning to take down Crimson Ash, you see? So, all we can do is help them.”

“That’s impossible…!”

“I’m telling you this because I trust their skills. If they don’t defeat it when it moves to parties 1 and 2 or 5 and 6…”

I trailed off, but Violet seemed to know the ending of this unfolding story.

“Make a good decision.”

“Where are you going…!”

There’s always only one chance.

Leaving those words behind, I ran towards parties 5 and 6.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Clarice Academy.

As the sun set and the day drew to a close.

-“Thanks! I’ll definitely repay you later!”

To check his condition, Edwin returned to the Restoration Hall.

Only Aria and Yeriel remained in the dining lounge.

The view of the academy from the small balcony… was quite beautiful.

A crimson-colored world. The gentle autumn breeze.

“It’s nice…”

Yeriel closed her eyes and felt the flow of the wind.

Communicating with spirits was easier on days like this.

Seeing that Lev had participated in the raid practice as soon as he recovered, Yeriel couldn’t just stay still.

She had to work even harder to protect him.

Having cleared her mind, Yeriel opened her mouth cheerfully.

“The second semester will start soon…”

“I guess so. Are you… going back home, Yeriel?”

“Yes…! I think I’ll have to go back within this week. What about you, Aria?”

“Me too. I have some things to take care of….”

“Right. We’re becoming adults soon… so it’s better to get things sorted out…!”

“…That’s right.”

Aria answered softly.

What Yeriel was referring to was… marriage proposals.

As Aria had been adopted into the Bluebell family, she couldn’t easily talk about any marriage proposals.

Also, her adoptive parents knew how she lost her biological parents, so they would strongly oppose her doing anything dangerous, like her goal of revenge against Andras.

As Aria’s expression became tinged with worry and thought,

“…!”

Yeriel, to change the mood, searched for any topic of conversation and said,

“Come to think of it…! Wasn’t the raid practice supposed to be a day trip…? They seem to be running late…”

“Huh?”

When Aria asked back, Yeriel finally grasped the situation.

‘…Ugh…’

Saying something like this would make it obvious to anyone that she was conscious of Lev.

And it was even more dangerous to say it in front of Aria.

Yeriel started to add to her words.

“Um, I’m kind of worried…! I mean, he hasn’t fully recovered yet…?”

Then, Aria immediately reacted.

“That’s right…! If he comes back injured again…! I won’t let it slide.”

Aria’s small fists clenched tightly.

Fortunately, she didn’t seem to notice anything else.

“But… Selena went with him, so wouldn’t it be alright…?”

-…

Selena.

At that name, a silence fell.

Aria shifted her gaze back to the scenery outside and carefully asked,

“…About what Selena said…”

“Th, that…?”

“Yes. What did she mean?”

-“I’ll use it well.”

Somehow, as soon as she heard it, she felt a bit angry and her chest tightened.

Yeriel began to ponder.

“Use” was a word used when utilizing something.

Then, was Selena planning to use Lev to achieve something?

Or…

‘The two of them… have archery in common…’

There was a scene Yeriel often witnessed whenever she visited the training hall to help her juniors.

Edwin training alone, and Lev practicing archery with Selena at the range.

Originally, Lev Denec belonged to the magic department, and the reason he could win against Gailon Shafty despite switching to archery was entirely due to Selena’s help.

Perhaps, their relationship had progressed further than Yeriel thought.

‘I, I was careless…’

She had been too naive.

Of course, someone like Lev would be popular…

Yeriel glanced at Aria’s expression.

-…

She, too, looked like she was thinking about ‘someone.’

Aria always had a calm personality, but for some reason, her tone heightened whenever Lev was mentioned.



Yeriel smiled faintly.

‘…’

Perhaps she was thinking the same thing as herself?

Her heart pounded again.

She carefully and slowly asked Aria,

“Aria… is there anyone at the academy you’re interested in…?”
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The beautiful crimson sunset… shattered and shimmered on Yeriel’s snow-white hair.

Like waves breaking on fine sand.

Just as gently… her lips parted.

“Aria… is there anyone at the academy you’re interested in…?”

“…”

For Aria, this question was, on the one hand, unexpected, but on the other, not surprising or shocking.

‘As expected… it was like that, wasn’t it?’

Aria could now finally guess the meaning of the ring she desired.

After a brief silence, she asked back,

“Interested… in someone, you mean…?”

“Yes…”

The pure white girl smiled gently and waited for Aria’s answer.

Her appearance was so affectionate and innocent that it didn’t feel like she was trying to probe or compete.

Therefore, Aria couldn’t bring herself to answer falsely or speak evasively.

In the end, Aria decided to convey her true feelings.

“Actually…”

That was when it happened.

-“Move quickly in formation!”

-“This is a real-life situation! Everyone, focus!”

-“Yes!”

In the distance, the academy guardians were moving in groups.

A similar situation to the previous great demon incident.

“Aria…!”

“Yeriel…!”

As if they had promised, the two girls looked at each other.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-KIIIEEEEEEEEEEK!!!

After the earsplitting screech that shook the surroundings, [Crimson Ash] began to rise into the sky once more.

Party 3 and 4, having endured another attack, were practically on the verge of annihilation.

The vanguard had completely collapsed.

This meant that the party’s composition was completely shattered.

The students, excluding Violet, were far from fulfilling their roles; they were either in despair or pacing anxiously.

“We need to send support to party 3 and 4!”

At the vice-commander’s words, Taylon let out a low groan.

‘I have to… make a decision.’

If parties 3 and 4 collapsed, not only would there be casualties from that side, but parties 1, 2, and 5, 6 would have to endure Crimson Ash’s descents at a faster pace.

However, if they supported party 3 and 4 with shield knights to forcibly balance things out, the survival of party 1 and 2, already weakened, would become uncertain.

-“Ugh…ah…”

-“I… I don’t have any more mana…”

-“A, are we okay, Commander? Is the subjugation almost over?”

The first-year students, experiencing actual combat for the first time, were already exhausted, unskilled in mana management due to fear and inexperience.

To make matters worse, a dilemma.

Caught between life and death, he saw it.

“Th, that’s…!”

Abelline Valantes, the shield knight of party 5 and 6, the one who should have been fulfilling the protector role, had discarded her shield and was holding a sword.

“Party 5 vanguard! What are you doing! Parties 1 and 2, then you, 5 and 6, are next!”

She disregarded the vice-commander’s instructions.

“That, that crazy…!”

As far as Taylon could tell, Abelline was trying to ‘kill’ Crimson Ash.

Of course, he wasn’t unaware of her talent and skill, but for a student who had just finished one semester to attempt to annihilate an A-rank or higher monster was…

reckless.

“Commander, what do we…!”

Time was of the essence.

Amidst this chaos, Taylon had to make the best decision.

But there was no “best” for someone as lacking as him.

All the possible moves were gambles.

‘Is that all there is…’

Having finished his thoughts, he instructed the vice-commander,

“…At this point, we support parties 5 and 6.”

“What…?! Are you serious…?!”

“If this continues, even if we hand it over to parties 3 and 4, we can’t guarantee the aftermath.”

“That’s true, but…!”

“We have to make sure it ends either by our hands, or by Lady Melissa’s.”

This was the only chance for all four parties, with their vanguards intact, to participate fully in the attack.

They had to somehow… end it within this opportunity.

.

.

.

“Lady Melissa, are you ready?”

“Y, You crazy! Can’t you hear the vice-commander telling us to stop right now?”

“Ha, whining about this and that before even trying, is this why even Sir Kaelan is fed up with you?”

“Hey, wh, what? Are you done…!!”

“Stop talking and hurry up! Do you want to die here?”

As Abelline urged her with a shout, Melissa closed her eyes and frowned deeply, then sighed and opened them again.

“Seriously, I don’t know!”

The emotions she felt now were the same as when she encountered the Tyrant Stitch in Lint Forest.

Despite being protected by Edwin, she ran away and left him behind.

He was the one who told her to go first, but it was still a discourteous act as a comrade and a student.

But this time was different.

Since the monster perceived everything around it as an enemy, even if she ran away, she would eventually become its prey.

‘Why… why did it turn out like this…!’

Edwin, who had protected her, wasn’t here.

In short, the only card she had, no matter what, was Abelline.

Having seen her in the same circle, Melissa acknowledged Abelline’s skill.

‘When Crimson Ash gets close, according to raid rules… we shouldn’t use magic attacks, but… there’s no other choice this time.’

Actually, Melissa trusted Abelline’s skills, but she didn’t trust her character.

She must have some ulterior motive.

Therefore, if the moment came when Abelline, as she said, landed a fatal blow on Crimson Ash,

‘…It’s mine.’

Melissa, too, intended to risk everything and aim for the final blow.

That was when it happened.

-SWOOOOOSH!

-!

“It’s coming! Everyone, get ready!”

After passing parties 1 and 2, [Crimson Ash] began flying towards parties 5 and 6.

Abelline spoke to the vanguard knight next to her.

“As I said, I’m counting on you.”

“…Yes!”

It was blatant abuse of power.

Since all the shield knights in this raid were from Divine Valhalla.

‘Mother, I’m sorry.’

The knight, tasked with tanking alone, had to swallow his tears.

There was no time for his heart to weaken.

He gripped his sword hilt tightly.

He had a home to return to.

-KIIYOOOOOOO!!!

-BOOOOOM!!!!

-Ughhh!!!

Once again, the paladin’s shield, protective skills, and barrier.

-BOOM! BOOM! BOOM!

And [Crimson Ash]’s afterimages collided, creating a deafening roar.

“Abel, Lady Abelline?”

Right in front, despite Crimson Ash’s charge, Abelline stood still, doing nothing.

‘Ha, haha.’

Her eyes were completely glazed over.

‘I’ll… finish it with my own hands…’

-SWISH…

Abelline’s holy power gradually gathered on her sword, imbued with the Demon Slaying attribute.

How much recognition would she receive for the achievement of bringing the Essence of Immortality?

A situation that naturally brought a smile to her face.

This imagination now took its first step towards becoming reality.

“Uaaaah!”

-SLASH!

A vertical stroke with the sword questioned who was evil,

“Lady Abelline…!!”

-SLASH!

A horizontal stroke tested who was righteous.

-KIEEEEEEE!!!

Crimson Ash began to convulse from the cross-shaped sword strikes.

-FLUTTER! FLUTTER! FLUTTER!

“Ugh…!”

Perhaps because of the barrier right in front of her, Crimson Ash’s wildly thrashing body stubbornly endured even Abelline’s holy attack.

“Ugh!”

As she let out shallow moans repeatedly, it happened.

-Flick. Fl! Flicker!

-?

-Crackle!

-KIEEEE! Ek!

With a hollow wind sound and the crackle of lightning, [Crimson Ash]’s trembling body momentarily stiffened, then fell silent.

-…

It was Violet’s support fire, the Sealing Arrow.

-!

And Abelline and Melissa simultaneously let out victorious laughs.

‘Now’s… the time.’

‘I did it!’

It would be her who executed it.

A hero was born in times of crisis.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Leaving my party behind in complete panic, I stealthily headed towards parties 5 and 6.

This side, with the talented Abelline and Melissa, was in no less chaos than my party.

-BOOM! BOOM! BOOM!

A single knight from Divine Valhalla was tanking [Crimson Ash] alone, and Abelline, seemingly emboldened by Violet’s Sealing Arrow, had finally managed to plunge her sword into Crimson Ash’s chest.

And Melissa, not to be outdone, was chanting a large-scale spell.

In short, a complete mess.

In a raid, the leader’s words should be absolute, but excluding the students, the fixed raid members were drawn from Divine Valhalla and Eternal Flame.

Both blinded by the Essence of Immortality, they had brought about this result.

Of course, it was fine by me.

“As long as they lower the upper limit, I’m thankful.”

I couldn’t break its pattern with my power alone.

I opened the skill window to carry out the next plan.

-Ding.



📜 Skill Information 📜





▶ Currently Registered Skills

› Passive – Wind Art·Shukuchi (Reduced Earth)

› Passive 2 – Demonic Resistance Shield

› Passive 3 – Soul Spring

› General Skill 1 – Afterimage Kill

› General Skill 2 – 1st Form Wind Kill – Curved Shot

› General Skill 3 – 1st Form Wind Kill – Rapid Fire

› General Skill 4 – Magic Eye

› General Skill 5 – 2nd Form Wind Barrier

› General Skill 6 – Wind Instant Kill

› General Skill 7 – Wind Instant Kill

› Ultimate Skill – Demonization

› Ultimate Skill 2 – Black Dragon’s Trajectory

› Ultimate Skill 3 – 3rd Form Wind Burst Kill





‘It’s already full.’

Even after using 1000 skill points to strengthen the Gamer trait.

The skills were packed tight.

One interesting thing was that yesterday, to try out a new skill, I had replaced the Hermit passive with Shukuchi.

And, this was actually…

‘The key to landing the final blow on Crimson Ash…’

-♪~



Whistling, I leisurely walked towards the center of the six parties arranged in a triangle formation.

-“What are you doing! G, get back to your position!”

-“You’ll die if you go that way! Maintain formation until the next order!!”

The vice-commander’s and Taylon’s raised voices immediately reached me due to my sudden action.

I ignored them lightly, but understandably so.

If the formation against [Crimson Ash] was even slightly disrupted, the aggro would go completely haywire.

‘Anyway…’

Finally, it was time to end this raid.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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In [Reincarnation Brave], dual wielding was one of the traits that could be used freely without specialization.

Dual wielding here referred to wielding two weapons, one in each hand, not using a single weapon with both hands like a two-handed sword.

Thinking about it simply, one might think:

‘Isn’t it overpowered to be able to use two skills simultaneously and equip legendary items 1+1?’

However, in this proficiency-based game, there was a penalty for forcibly equipping weapons not recommended for dual wielding: a drastic reduction in attack accuracy.

In short, equipping was possible for freedom’s sake, but the actual performance wasn’t something to be expected…

.

.

.

-“What’s he doing…?”



-“I don’t know…! He must be out of his mind and wants to die! Just focus on blocking!”

That’s right.

My movements, positioned in the center of the raid, were nothing more than those of an attention-seeker.

It would be nice if I, a hidden powerhouse, acted like one and stumbled into success…

‘But I can’t pretend to be surprised now.’

I couldn’t bring myself to do that.

It was better to be treated as a crazy person.

-BOOM!

Around parties 5 and 6, blocking Crimson Ash’s assault, flame afterimages were constantly exploding.

It looked like a rain of fire.

If I went near there, I’d be roasted crisp.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





› Crimson Ash: HP 20% + 25%





‘This is the problem.’

My original plan was to stealthily use Wind Instant Kill and take the last hit when Abelline and Melissa reduced Crimson Ash’s HP to below 21%.

However, perhaps due to the extreme difficulty mode and its divine beast nature, it had an additional hidden pattern.

A flame shield appeared, granting it 25% additional health.

It seemed like a protective shield activated due to its fire resistance, triggered by Melissa’s continuous fire attacks.

This was an unexpected variable.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





› Wind Instant Kill (Inactive)





Since the shield was also considered health, the conditions for using Wind Instant Kill weren’t met.

“It’s impossible anymore!”

“J, just hold on a little longer!”

Furthermore, I couldn’t afford to wait for Abelline and Melissa to whittle down Crimson Ash’s HP.

As in the original story, there was no way the two of them could defeat the strengthened Crimson Ash with their power alone.

In other words, I had to find a way to simultaneously reduce Crimson Ash’s shield and HP on my own, hence this attention-grabbing act.

“Phew.”

I took a deep breath.

First, to decisively defeat Crimson Ash, I needed to understand its mechanics.

There was a limit to the damage it could receive.

And as a monster, its health pool was much larger than that of normal bosses.

Therefore, for me to inflict maximum damage on Crimson Ash at once without using skills like Demonization,



📜 Skill Information 📜





▶ 3rd Form Wind Burst Kill (Active) (Ultimate Skill)

Explosive Kill – Unleashes everything like a raging wind. Upon activation, it momentarily releases condensed wind pressure, attacking enemies within a vast range.

*Due to the contract with Ariel, the wind energy consumed is reduced, and damage is drastically increased.

* Cooldown: 24 hours





I needed to hit it with Wind Burst Kill, a lower-level skill of Wind Annihilation… at point-blank range.

From my experience using Wind Annihilation, it was similar to a shotgun.

As an attack that spread widely in a fan shape, it could deal maximum damage if it hit at the point of origin.

For this, the prerequisite was that Crimson Ash had to be still and close to me.

Also, to twist the original story and penalize Melissa and Abelline…

I had to ensure that others weren’t caught in this Wind Burst Kill.

Thus, the ridiculous condition of having to shoot in a direction with no people was added.

‘This is ridiculously complicated.’

So, I planned to use Crimson Ash’s second mechanic, its habit.

Crimson Ash had the characteristic of prioritizing dealers who dealt significant damage to it, namely the raid’s rearguard.

This was why Taylon divided the party into three groups for the strategy.

If the knights in the front lines protected the rearguard, Crimson Ash’s target, it would use its charge attack towards them, eventually shifting its aggro to the rearguard of another party.

During the interval where Crimson Ash targeted a new target and flew over, there would be a window of opportunity.

Using this as a DPS window was the standard strategy.

This wasn’t a game system; it was a raid strategy based on the creature’s habits, applicable because this was reality.

In other words, I could use the gap between my ‘Gamer’ trait and this reality to create a free DPS window… for myself.

-Ping!

First, I cleanly fired a shot to divert Crimson Ash’s attention.

-KIEEEEE?

My crossbow bolt lodged in Crimson Ash’s wing, Violet’s Sealing Arrow wore off, and…

“You, run away! You’ll die if you stay there…!”

“What are you doing??!!!! Are you trying to die?!”

“Sir Lev! What kind of foolish act is this!”

-SWOOOOOSH!

Along with Melissa’s hoarse scream, the creature, having seemingly changed its target to me, began to rush in this direction.

-WHOOSH!

“Good.”

I ignored all the surrounding sounds.

Abelline’s cries, blinded by the last hit,

And everything else.

As I concentrated solely on my mind, as if diving underwater,

-!

An illusion of everything slowing down occurred.

-SWOOOOSH!!!

And when Crimson Ash almost reached me.

‘Register.’

-Ding.

I registered Hermit in the skill window – passive.



⚙ System Notification ⚙






› Hermit – Gamer trait activated

› Hermit – Aggro: 0

* Enemies (monsters) will perceive you when aggro reaches 100

› Aggro towards Crimson Ash is applied retroactively

› Aggro: +42





With a clear sound,

-WHOOSH!

-FLUTTER!!!

The creature’s movement stopped right above me.

-!

The surrounding commotion died down at this sight that defied the laws of physics.

Since it was consumed by black magic, it was classified as a monster.

In other words, it was subject to the Hermit trait, so it wouldn’t perceive me… until the aggro reached 100.

-Ding.



⚙ System Notification ⚙






› Aggro: 53

› Aggro: 54

› Aggro: 55





Of course, it was absurd to blatantly ignore the enemy in front of me, so Crimson Ash’s aggro meter continued to rise.

‘I just need it to change before it reaches 100.’

-FLUTTER…!

Crimson Ash began twisting its body as if performing a circus trick, and



⚙ System Notification ⚙






› Aggro: 65





.

.

.



⚙ System Notification ⚙






› Aggro: 69





-WHOOSH!!!

When the aggro approached 70, it hid its aggression and began flapping its wings widely, as it did after its charge pattern.

‘Got it.’

Its target had changed.

Crimson Ash’s shadow fell directly above me.

Now, as it was readjusting its form,

This was the optimal DPS window.

And if I shot Wind Burst Kill towards the sky… no one would be caught in it.

‘Stay still…’



⚙ System Notification ⚙





› Crimson Ash: HP 20% + 23%





The health bar, seasoned deliciously by Abelline, flashed before my eyes.

-Rumble… rumble…

Ashen Breakdown also seemed to want a taste of the divine beast, as it began to vibrate intensely in my hand.

-Click.

Without hesitation, I embedded the crossbow near Crimson Ash’s tail.

-KII?

‘Right hand, Wind Burst Kill.’

-WHOOSH!!!

As I prepared to cast the skill, a fierce wind pressure began swirling around Ashen Breakdown.

A less wild and more refined feeling than Annihilation.

I had to eliminate the shield with this one shot.

And in my other hand, I loaded Violet’s handbow, which she dropped during the explosion.

Naturally, I wasn’t proficient in using it, and its power would be weaker compared to Ashen Breakdown.

It was fine. After all, there was only one skill I would use with this weapon. The fixed damage skill I possessed.



📜 Skill Information 📜





▶ Wind Instant Kill (Active) (General Skill)

Heart Instant Kill – Death is like the wind. Consumes all remaining wind energy to instantly kill demons with 20% or less HP.

*Cooldown: 24 hours

Combination skill enhanced by Bune’s power added to Wind Archery

* Cannot be registered simultaneously with other power skills in the skill window

* Due to the contract with Ariel, the wind energy consumed is reduced, and damage is drastically increased





‘Left hand, Wind Instant Kill.’

-SWOOSH!

Having made up my mind, I closed my eyes tightly, and began to distribute wind energy to each hand.

-WHOOOOOOOOOOOOSH!!!

It took less than a few seconds for everything to be ready.

As a Gamer, proficiency was always determined by a single button press.

Well, I would suffer a significant dual wielding penalty, but it didn’t matter.

At this distance, my accuracy would be 100% even with my eyes closed.

This was…

One way, Wind Burst Kill.

The other way, Wind Instant Kill…

All that remained was to annihilate the creature.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

In this urgent situation spiraling into chaos,

The low- and mid-ranking knights of Divine Valhalla,

The apprentice mages of Eternal Flame,

Everyone was watching the ash-haired man’s actions.

At first, they thought he had gone mad and was trying to escape, but

No. He was barehanded, single-handedly drawing Crimson Ash’s attention.

“W, what’s he trying to do alone…?”

“I, I don’t know. But it stopped…?”

The opponent was [Crimson Ash], an A-rank monster that even the veteran raid leader Taylon found difficult.

But the creature charged at the boy and then suddenly wriggled and stopped.

Everyone doubted their eyes at the sight of the divine beast tamed like a pet bird meeting its owner.

“What’s that…”

“What is that? Is that… possible…?”

And then,

The man calmly aimed the muzzle of his crossbow, his weapon, towards the sky where Crimson Ash was.

And at the moment the creature spread its wings wide to soar into the sky,

-FWOOOOOSH!!!!

A jade light emanated from the ash-haired man, blooming like a flower and covering the sky.

It couldn’t be called Wind Archery.

Like the Milky Way adorning the sanctuary at night…

It was a shimmering blue wave.

-■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■

Crimson Ash’s hideous cries began to be buried in the wind, and

-BOOM!!!!!

Everyone had to close and then open their eyes due to the violently blowing wind.

And in the place where the storm had passed…

The magenta flame particles of the creature turned crimson, then red, and finally bright scarlet, before scattering in all directions like flower petals.

“Crimson Ash… Crimson Ash…!”

“Ah…”

The shimmering red particles floating into the air like pollen.

“Th…this is…”

It was a sight that even Taylon, who had been in charge of Crimson Ash’s subjugation every quarter, had never witnessed before.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-Ding!


Achievement Cleared



Legend of Krune – Crimson Ash

Only you have the right to obtain the Essence of Crimson Ash






.




Achievement Cleared!



Boss: Crimson Ash defeated

› Number of bosses eligible for reward acquisition: 95

› You can acquire Demon Hunt rewards!

› Fallen Angel Transformation skill enhanced!

› You can absorb souls!

› Status increased!

› Skill points acquired!

› Luck activated! Additional status increase!

› Luck activated! Additional skill points acquired!





Status windows flashed by frantically.

Fatigue washed over me all at once.

“That was ridiculously tiring.”

After all that effort,

I was able to twist the original story and subjugate the creature.

The reason I went this far wasn’t simply because I didn’t want to lose it to Melissa and Abelline.

First, even if it was a low-rank raid in the setting of this world, it was a matter of life and death, so it was right to strictly follow the raid leader’s control.

And the impulsive actions of those two should be punished according to the academy’s rules and the raid’s principles.

But, as they say, dead men tell no tales.

The members of Divine Valhalla and Eternal Flame, the majority of this raid, would collude to bury this matter.

In the end, only Selena would remember and mourn those sacrificed to Crimson Ash, and consumed by a deep sense of skepticism towards human greed and her own weakness, she would accept the demonic Wind Archery.

However, this time was different.

The first-year students, who should have been sacrificed, witnessed this situation with their own eyes, and with Violet of D’Crescent, a family no less influential than Abelline’s and Melissa’s, present, this wouldn’t be easily overlooked.

‘Of course, if that happens, I’ll be held accountable too…’

As the original story changed little by little, it became difficult to predict how the characters would act, so I needed to take measures for the future.

Abelline and Melissa.

I was planning to leave them as experience fodder for Edwin’s awakening…

‘They’re even more disgusting than in the novel…’

I had to remove them from the narrative… this time.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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-!

By the time the guardians arrived at the scene, everything was already over.

The aftermath of a fierce battle, the scene of tending to the injured and collecting the deceased.

And the ash-haired boy, catching his breath in the center.

.

.

.

After the incident, at Clarice Academy,

Along with the previous monster outbreak incident, a memorial service was held for the deceased students, 

And an emergency committee was convened at the Administrative Hall to investigate the truth of this incident.

Primarily, the investigation focused on Taylon, the raid leader of this incident, and the guilds cooperating with the academy, [Divine Valhalla] and [Eternal Flame].

Why weren’t high-ranking knights and mages dispatched in preparation for the worst-case scenario, and why was the raid team composed of elders and mostly underage trainees?

Also, why was the crucial role of the vanguard entrusted to a trainee student, Abelline Valantes?

And whether there was any collusion between the two guilds beforehand.

I’d like to say the handling of the matter was decent…

But recalling the content from the fanfic, the outcome wouldn’t be so.

The first committee, focusing on the internal personnel who approved the raid rather than the detailed circumstances, could be considered perfunctory.

Only evasive answers from the members heavily influenced by the large guilds, Divine Valhalla and Eternal Flame, were given, and above all, Taylon, the raid’s commander, took all the responsibility, naturally exonerating Melissa and Abelline, who acted rashly.

This time would likely unfold similarly.

Since I swiftly defeated Crimson Ash to minimize casualties, the mistakes Melissa and Abelline made didn’t escalate disastrously.

‘However…’

In other words, it wasn’t over yet.

I could turn the tables at the second committee, where the testimonies of the survivors would be compared.

.

.

.

A day before the second committee convened, I visited the training grounds building in the Martial Arts Hall.

The 12th and 13th individual training rooms located in a corner on the first floor were exclusively for S-rank students and featured a lounge connected to the outside.

“Alright~. Lily’s going to sleep.”

“Go to sleep quickly. I’ll make it up to you soon.”

“Mm…”

Having entered this place for the first time thanks to Lily’s help, I meticulously examined it for a short time.

Just over three minutes.

Having finished my business, I was currently sitting on a bench near the Restoration Hall.

‘I should visit the hospital, right?’

It was natural for medical facilities to be located near the training grounds where injuries were common, but it didn’t make me feel any better.

Probably, students who participated in the Crimson Ash raid, including Violet, were being treated at the Restoration Hall right now.

Even if this was the world of a novel, as someone who lived in South Korea, with its strict laws and order regarding violence, it seemed I still wasn’t used to seeing others get hurt.

Of course, thanks to my intervention, I was able to save many more students compared to the original story…

But the fact remained that one vanguard knight from their party was seriously injured due to Melissa and Abelline’s greed and impulsive actions.

As I was grappling with these complex emotions,

-!

In the distance, a familiar silhouette, now too familiar to be unsettling, was standing in my direction.

The girl with silvery hair tinged with lavender, after belatedly greeting her classmates, began to approach me with quick steps.

Stopping exactly two meters away, the girl’s lips parted.

“…Lev.”

“You came.”

Aria Bluebell. Someone who might know my secret.

Someone who might understand even if I revealed everything… soon.

“You didn’t… fall today.”

“Huh?”

“It’s nothing…”

-Thump.

-?

Then, she cautiously approached and sat next to me.

The faint smell of antiseptic and Aria’s soft jasmine scent calmed me.

“…”

At times like this, it seemed there were some differences from the fanfic.

I didn’t recall her making jokes, showing interest in anyone other than Edwin, or casually sitting next to someone…

‘Well, that’s how the author’s novel is.’

How much narrative could he have possibly given to the non-main heroines?

Aria spoke softly.

“Once again…”

“…”

“I heard you were… involved in a big incident.”

“Yeah, I’m really unlucky, aren’t…”

“This time…! What reason will you give for participating in the raid?”

“…!”

She interrupted me and looked up at me with her azure eyes.

Every time I saw those sincere eyes, I felt a little afraid that everything I held within would be exposed.

“…”

She then averted her gaze to the ground and continued in a slightly trembling voice,

“It’s too strange to be a coincidence…”

“…”

“The Flame Ghoul incident, Yeriel’s incident, and the festival…”

“…”

“Whenever something dangerous happens at the academy, you’re always… there…”

“Aria.”

“Surely…! This time too, you were trying to solve it alone…”

“Aria.”

When I called her name softly twice, Aria finally met my gaze.

“You’re overthinking things today.”

“…Why won’t you… tell me anything?”

Those desperate words, tinged with worry, somehow pierced my heart.

Perhaps, like me, she was also far away from her family?

Aria wasn’t my family, nor was she an acquaintance from my original world.

Furthermore, our first encounter was…

-Let’s date, let’s date. Anyway, you’re not the type to care about anyone, right? I’m not bad, am I? Don’t tell me you like that trash Edwin? Anyway, someone like Edwin…

A dark past.

The worst first impression, nothing more.

‘I really need to tell her… soon.’

Afraid that my thoughts might be read, I couldn’t help but avoid her gaze for a while.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

In the S-rank student exclusive 12th individual training room,

In this private, secluded place, Taylon, Melissa, and Abelline were having a secret meeting.

“Taylon, you took care of it for sure, right?”

“Yes, my lady. I’ve stated my position as the raid leader, taking full responsibility and resigning.”

“Lady Melissa, did this incident have to… go this far? Was what we did that big of a…”

“Ha, muscle-brain. You stay quiet. Just say what we tell you to tomorrow.”

“W, what did you just call me!”

Of course, Abelline and Melissa’s impulsive actions weren’t a major ‘crime’ in terms of results.

But acting independently in a raid was clearly a major ‘mistake.’

Since both were high-ranking S-rank students, demotion was a given, and they would face disadvantages in participating in future raids.

Also, if penalty points were imposed, it would disrupt their academy life and might even negatively impact the Duchy’s reputation.

‘What a disgrace…’

Moreover, they didn’t even obtain the Essence of Immortality.

Thinking about it now, they had acted too recklessly, relying on a single legend.

-Melissa, do you know about the Essence of Immortality? I kind of want it.

‘Kaelan…’

If he were here, how would he have overcome this situation?

As Melissa sighed, looking at Abelline,

“Sigh.”

“Lady Melissa!”

Taylon continued,

“It was easy to silence parties 5 and 6 since they were members of Eternal Flame and Divine Valhalla, and parties 1, 2, and 3, 4 were too far away, and the situation was chaotic, so they probably didn’t notice anything…”

“But?”

“The problem is that ash-haired man, right? He saved us.”

“…”

At the word “saved,” Melissa and Abelline fell silent.

Because it was the truth.

“From what I heard, in the second committee, they’ll only hear Lev Denek’s testimony, as he contributed greatly to defeating Crimson Ash, and won’t hold him responsible… Violet Decrescent’s actions, although impulsive, were understandable considering the unexpected turn of events with Crimson Ash, and she ultimately bought time for parties 3 and 4, minimizing damage, so it’ll be considered extenuating circumstances.”

At Taylon’s explanation, Abelline asked curiously,

“Then can’t we also prove that our intentions weren’t impulsive actions but meritorious deeds?”

“Well, that is, Lady Abelline, your original duty was as a protector knight, wasn’t it? If it’s pointed out that you neglected your duty, we won’t have anything to say.”

Melissa deeply regretted it.

‘Ugh, seriously!’

She shouldn’t have listened to Abelline.

“I want to say that I, as the raid leader, directly ordered you to participate in the attack, but there are many ears listening. Moreover, with the Decrescent girl present, adding such lies would be digging our own graves.”

“No, ugh…”

In this frustrating and hopeless situation, Melissa felt a surge of irritation.

“Taylon, so what are you telling us to do?”

“It’s simple. Persuade Lev Denec.”

“What…?”

“If it’s proven that your and Lady Abelline’s actions were a setup for Lev Denec’s impulsive actions, you two will also be acknowledged for your contribution to the defeat and be exonerated.”

At Taylon’s words, Melissa looked up at the ceiling and sighed deeply.

“Sigh…”

Lev Denec.

Of all people, he held the key.

This time, and the duel with Kaelan as well…

Come to think of it, his skill as an archer seemed to be beyond imagination.

She could understand why Abelline pursued him so relentlessly.

‘…’

At the same time, she felt a little regret.

Melissa’s memories of him were filled with coldness, not attempts to connect with him.

When he first approached Aria, during the entrance exam, during the duel with Gailon Shafty… she had only doubted and criticized him.

But what choice did she have?

There was no other option than to meet him and talk.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

After that, my conversation with Aria went like this…

“Yeriel is also worried, so go and apologize quickly.”

“Do I have to apologize…?”

“Yes, of course…? Lev was with Selena, so you were very…”

“Selena?”

“Ah… I misspoke.”

“…”

Even though she was much younger than me in terms of actual age, we got along surprisingly well.

Compared to the Aria from [Reincarnation Brave], who had tasted all the bitterness of the world, this version’s reactions were more entertaining.

Anyway, since she said she looked forward to the second semester,

-“…Yes. But…! Don’t come back injured.”

With her personality that kept promises meticulously, she would continue to help me tsundere-style.

As Aria left,

‘What’s important now is…’

I was eavesdropping on Melissa, Taylon, and Abelline’s conversation in real-time.

In this world without smartphones, I had a feeling it would be helpful someday, so I bought a magic tool with a transmission function in the Imperial City.

The fanfic mentioned Melissa having a secret meeting with Kaelan in individual training room number 13, so I installed it there just in case.

The sound quality was excellent, as I bought it expensively with the money I earned from the Lord of Pleasure subjugation.

“I wonder what Lily likes.”

As I was pondering how to repay Lily, who readily helped me reserve the S-rank individual training room…

Speak of the devil, as they say.

This time, a pink-haired girl appeared before me.

Melissa, with a complex expression and a slightly surprised look.

“Why are you here?”

“Hospital visit.”

“Ah…”

At my short reply, Melissa nodded,

Then tucked her hair behind her left ear and took a step closer to me.

A strong perfume scent wafted over.

“Th, that was cool.”

“What was? Me?”

“Yeah… Lev, you. Thank you. You saved me.”

Melissa had a habit of stuttering and blushing when she spoke her hidden true feelings.

But seeing her act so nonchalantly made it too obvious. Her acting.

“Yeah, I’m leaving.”

“…!”

As I made a gesture to leave, Melissa grabbed my arm with a surprised look.

-Slide.

And I unconsciously pulled my arm away.

-…

Melissa’s eyes wavered slightly.

“That. I’m sorry Abelline bothered you, I’ll apologize on her behalf.”

“It doesn’t really mean anything if I accept it from you. If the person involved apologizes, I’ll handle it.”

It was unclear what I should be apologized for, but anyway.

“W, wait!”

Perhaps to win my favor, she continued to approach me flatteringly.

“I’ll buy you dinner… Want to go out for a bit? I know a really nice place…”

“No, I have someone to meet for dinner.”

“Th, then how about just a cup of tea? No?”

“Nope.”

Dinner was scheduled with Yeriel, as Aria suggested.

“That…”

As I continued to deflect her, Melissa finally parted her lips and, in a trembling voice, pulled out her trump card.

“Remember? When we first met.”

“First time?”

“Yeah, you confessed to me.”



“…”

Was she talking about the mindless confession made by the ‘real Lev Denec’?

She looked down slightly and sighed, then looked at my face again and said,

“I’ll accept those feelings.”

“What?”

“I’m saying, I might even go out with you.”

-…

Melissa was wearing a rather haughty expression, as if doing me a favor…

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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“S, specifically, I’m saying I might even go out with you.”

At those words, the memory of my first day after possessing this body resurfaced.

Lev Denec was a third-rate villain.

A frivolous guy who hit on many female students, including Aria Bluebell and Melissa de Prominence.

-…

The pink-haired princess, Melissa, was making the face of a tsundere character from an anime.

Beautiful wavy pink hair, matching light red eyes, a slight blush.

If the genre were romantic comedy, this might have been a significant turning point.

I pondered what to reply and chose the most appropriate response.

“I see.”

“…?”

Melissa’s garnet-like eyes expressed bewilderment.

That was all I said.

I immediately passed her by and turned my steps towards the Raphael Blue Hall…

“L, Lev…? Wh, what…?”

Melissa seemed to have a more tenacious personality than I thought.

-Step.

She ran back in front of me and stood there.

“Did you hear me properly…? I said I’d go out with you.”

“I know.”

“…Then your answer is…?”

“Rejection. Do I have to spell it out for you?”

“…!”

There was Melissa’s shocked expression.

Of course, I was even more shocked.

Even though Lev had confessed first, she assumed I would naturally accept now.

Well, she was also popular at the academy.

Except for Kaelan, she must have always grown up receiving attention.

As in the fanfic, it was painful for me to see how fickle her feelings for Edwin could be.

“What’s the… reason? I just apologized a while ago.”

“…”

“And didn’t you like me?”

Melissa continued, with a slightly dumbfounded expression.

“Oh, if you need money, just say so! I’ll support you as much as Eternal Flame can.”

Her tone still carried a hint of arrogance.

I didn’t intend to prolong the conversation, but I had to say one thing.

“Hey, get a grip.”

“Huh…?”

“Someone died in this raid, and you’re thinking about dating?”

“……”

Actually, I knew her intentions.

Of course, she wasn’t serious about dating me, she just wanted to use me to cover up this incident.

Her vision, narrowed by that single goal, prevented her from seeing the bigger picture.

Melissa, flustered, asked me a question, perhaps to hide her emotions.

“…What about you?”

“?”

“Aren’t you the same? You lured Aria Bluebell, didn’t you?”

Melissa, thinking she had seized the initiative, began to look at me suspiciously.

“Wait, don’t tell me… you intentionally got involved in dangerous situations and pretended to save her to gain her favor?”

It was a rather strong provocation, even for her.

“…Your silence means I hit a nerve, huh? You like Aria, don’t you? Well, you did ask Aria out after I rejected you. Though the treatment wasn’t very good…”

“That’s right.”

“!”

I replied with a grin.

Melissa’s expression changed once again.

To bewilderment.

“W, wait. Are you serious?”

“…”

My feelings for the main characters remained unchanged.

“You like Aria…? Why, why on earth?”

“Before you wonder about that, why don’t you write your statement about this incident?”

Thinking there was no need to talk to her any longer, I left.

Everything would be over by tomorrow anyway.
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“Senior Yeriel, what about this?”

“Yes, this is a magic formula…! I can help you with this!”

Cafeteria on the first floor of Raphael Blue Hall.

The pure white girl was helping her juniors with their assignments, as always.

I waited for her while she was surrounded, immersing myself in teatime after a long while.

“Ah!”

Yeriel, seemingly noticing me belatedly, gave me a bright smile.

“That’s all for today! You can do the rest on your own, right?”

“Yes…? Yes…”

Leaving behind the slightly disappointed gazes of her juniors, she softly approached me.

“Lev…! You could have just called me…”

“Ah, you seemed busy.”

“Did you wait long…?”

“No.”

The conversation paused.

I subtly observed Yeriel, and she seemed to have organized her thoughts, then spoke to me.

Her tone was as refreshing as ever, and her scent was cozy and ticklish.

“This time too…”

“?”

“Thank you for being safe… Lev…!”

When I was in the real world, I once received a cake that said, “Thank you for being born.”

Being born wasn’t my own doing.

It felt awkward and embarrassing.

And now, hearing similar words in this world… it was quite bearable.

I really… almost died.

I asked the girl, whose complex emotions were carefully contained in her smile,

“Aren’t you angry?”

Yeriel shook her head gently.

“No. I believe there was a reason this time too.”

Like Aria, she no longer seemed to think of the things that happened to me as mere misfortunes.

Well, it wouldn’t make sense for her not to notice, considering she was always close by.

“If it weren’t for Lev, this incident would have escalated. Thank you for saving everyone, Lev…!”

At Yeriel’s expression of gratitude, I felt a sense of solemnity.

“But still… every time something like this happens, I worry about Lev.”

“…”

“If something similar happens in the future, I hope I can be there with you…”

Protecting the main characters in extreme difficulty mode was harder than I thought.

Starting with the water dragon slumbering beneath the lake, there was no end to it.

It wasn’t the [Reincarnation Brave] timeline, and they were still in their growth phase.

“And… I’m so glad, truly glad, that you always come back… but if there’s anything I can help you with, please tell me…!”

“Alright.”

“That… A, Aria was also very worried… I’m not the only one who worries… And besides, our dorms will be further apart next semester…”

“Huh? Isn’t the Seraphy Black Hall… reopening next semester?”

“…Huh? Right…”

“I was planning to stay at the Black Hall next semester too…?”

“Huh…? Uh… huh?”

Yeriel’s eyes widened like a rabbit’s, as if she had heard something unexpected.

Yeriel’s Fallen Angel Transformation wasn’t over yet.

I had a duty to watch over her.

Considering Tobiel and Bune’s interest in her, it was too dangerous to leave her alone.

But if Yeriel was uncomfortable, there was nothing I could do.

“Ah. You were the dormitory head, Yeriel… I guess I’m fired? Sorry.”

Since things had come to this, I’d have to discreetly monitor her as much as possible…

Suddenly, Yeriel’s face turned red, and she waved her hands back and forth.

“N, no!”

“?”

“I would never kick Lev out…”

“Really? Then I’ll continue to rely on you.”

At my casual words, Yeriel lowered her head and mumbled,

“I’m the one… who’s grateful…”
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Same Raphael Blue Hall, S-rank,

“Why…? How…?”

-Tick. Tick. Tick.

Melissa de Prominence’s dormitory room.

She was sitting alone in the corner of her dark room, constantly biting her nails.

Even though no one was watching, it was a rather undignified sight for a princess of the Prominence Duchy.

Although she held the title of princess, she received formally equal treatment with other students at the academy.

Acting like a princess and looking down on others would only cause backlash.

Therefore, she had made an effort to blend in with the students.

Setting aside her noble demeanor to some extent, she presented herself as an amicable honor student.

However…

-Was it Aria Bluebell? Didn’t you say you were close to her?

Kaelan Hiss, who asked this,

-You like Aria, don’t you?

-That’s right.

And Lev Denec, who answered nonchalantly.

“Why not me…?”

They clearly showed interest in Melissa at first, but the moment she tried to show a little concern, their hearts turned towards Aria Bluebell.

Family background, promising prospects…

Aria must have been very different from her.

“Annoying, so annoying…”

What bruised Melissa’s pride the most was the fact that the only way to persuade Lev now was to ask Aria for help.

And she had to humble herself and use their past friendship to do so.

This reality pierced Melissa’s heart.

“No. Calm down, Melissa. Calm down…”

She took several deep breaths.

Throwing a tantrum wouldn’t change anything.

Now, for the sake of the Duchy, she had to make a calm judgment.

‘Let’s… organize the situation.’

Since Lev Denec seemed unwilling to cooperate, she had to accept the penalties imposed by the academy.

Ironically, however, it was entirely thanks to Lev Denec that their impulsive actions didn’t escalate into a major incident.

Crimson Ash showed no signs of being defeated even after Abelline’s blow, and Lev drew its attention and resolved the situation while it was worsening.

Therefore, thanks to him, they could avoid severe disciplinary action.

‘It was Abelline who suggested it first… Not me…’

It was Abelline who proposed attempting to defeat it.

If she testified to the committee, she would at least be in a better situation than Abelline.

‘Besides, trying to defeat it isn’t wrong… is it?’

Although they indirectly disobeyed their superior’s orders, their main objective was to subjugate Crimson Ash.

It would be difficult to prove that they did it for personal gain…

‘It wasn’t desertion during the raid.’

Image-wise, there wouldn’t be any negative consequences.

Having faced and accepted reality, Melissa,

‘….’

Stood up with the worst possible feeling.

-Slide.

And stood in front of the full-length mirror that reflected her image.

The mirror helped her think more objectively when she was psychologically unstable.

-…

Even in the darkness, her beautiful appearance and her prized pink hair were striking.

Unconsciously taking off her student jacket, Melissa,

-Smoothly.

Grabbed the back of her white shirt and puffed out her chest.

As the clothes stretched taut, the curves of her body stood out alluringly.

‘…Still annoying.’

Even she wouldn’t lose to Yeriel or Aria in terms of appearance.

Just because Kaelan chose the Royal Class circle, things had become like this.

Above all, Lev Denec was clearly an unremarkable man.

-Melissa, won’t you go out with me? No, go out with me right now! Just wait a little. I’m confident I’ll become strong soon. I’m better than that bastard Edwin…!

A man who even lost to Edwin, who hadn’t received good evaluations since the beginning of the semester.

But the current Lev Denec was a completely different person, not just in appearance.

-Rejection.



-Hey, get a grip.

After the blunt rejection, he didn’t show any emotional fluctuation even at Melissa’s blatant provocation.

Instead, Melissa became anxious after learning of his genuine feelings for Aria.

“Right…”

Come to think of it, Aria wasn’t very good at refusing requests.

‘I have to help. Aria is kinder than me…’

Perhaps if she asked Aria, she would stay away from Lev Denec?

“I’ll return it after using it for a bit… Sorry, sorry, Aria.”

Melissa put on a loose smile and headed to the shower to cool down her heated body.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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The Underworld, Pandemonium.

Before Marcosias, the 5th Army Corps Commander, the dark elf Darian was kneeling on one knee, showing respect.

“Great one, I have returned.”

“You returned sooner than expected.”

Darian was one of Marcosias’ cherished subordinates.

Although her birth as an elf distanced her from demons, she had been loyal to the demons since receiving the transfer of black magic.

Darian’s contribution was significant in Marcosias’ rise to the position of Army Corps Commander among numerous great demons.

“So, no need to beat around the bush. Whose doing was it that annihilated the 14th Unit?”

Darian’s main ability was information gathering, and Marcosias had never doubted her in this regard.

Moreover, the news of the 14th Unit’s annihilation was spreading even among the great demons who usually didn’t care much about matters outside their jurisdiction.

In other words, monopolizing the information about the annihilation’s background would be advantageous for solidifying his position.

“After investigating the Imperial City and major cities, I haven’t found any significant movements. However…”

“However?”

“I was able to identify an individual related to this incident from Clarice.”

“Oh?”

It was pure coincidence that Darian was able to track the related person.

Initially, she had a different purpose for going to Mount Fayps and casting black magic on Crimson Ash.

It was because the half-elf Selena Windforce, whom she had been keeping an eye on, was part of the Crimson Ash subjugation team.

And she thought that the overwhelming demonic power and despair displayed by this corrupted divine beast… would be a means to lure Selena, who couldn’t handle Wind Archery.

Actually, Darian was dying.

Perhaps because she accepted black magic into her body, something that shouldn’t have been allowed.

Her body, which had become that of a dark elf, was gradually approaching its end.

Just like humans consumed by power became demons and soon burned out and perished, Darian was the same.

However, because she was an elf, the process was slow.

That’s why she had Selena Windforce in mind as her successor.

She thought that Selena, who wasn’t a pureblood and had her abilities sealed by the greed of humans and elves, would understand Darian’s heart the best.

However, this plan couldn’t be realized.

A mysterious man appeared and succeeded in subjugating Crimson Ash.

A boy with unusual ash-gray hair and unsettling black eyes.

Of course, this was a great gain for Darian.

She was able to obtain information that she couldn’t find even after searching the entire empire.

She reported to Marcosias in an impassive tone.

“It was someone who uses archery similar to mine.”

“Hahaha!!”

At those words, Marcosias immediately burst into laughter, like a cough.

His voice was so deep and resonant that the surroundings seemed to vibrate.

“Haha! You speak interesting words.”

Marcosias also knew.

He was the 5th Army Corps Commander, among the highest-ranking great demons.

If he aimed to become the master of the Underworld, he could easily discern what annihilated the 14th Unit through the flow, arrangement, and waves of mana.

He judged that what annihilated the 14th Unit was…

Wind Archery.

Then, it became a simple matter.

The only one who could freely enter and exit Pandemonium and use Wind Archery strong enough to annihilate the 14th Unit was…

The elf kneeling before him.

But from the prime suspect, Darian, came unexpected words.

‘The culprit is someone who uses archery similar to mine.’

It felt too obvious, like she was offering herself up to prove her innocence.

“You’re testing my loyalty to the very end.”

“Lord Marcosias, I’m sorry, but it wasn’t my doing.”

“Haha! Alright, I’ll believe you. The time we’ve spent together isn’t short, at least by the standards of created beings.”

“I’m eternally grateful.”

“Then, tell me. Did you succeed in identifying the person?”

“Yes.”

“Another elf? If they can use Wind Archery, it must be one of those elf bastards.”

“…It’s a human. Moreover, it seems to be a first-year… male student at Clarice.”

“…”

Only after a long pause following Darian’s report did Marcosias remove his hand from his chin.

“Hahaha!!”

And he laughed even louder and more resoundingly than before.

A mere student, not even a hero? And a… first-year?

There was a limit to absurdity.

‘Interesting, interesting…!’

Marcosias’ ‘thirst’ was quickly being quenched.

He wouldn’t be bored for a while.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

On the day of the second disciplinary committee meeting.

“Next, students Violet D’Crescent, Melissa de Prominence, Abelline Valantes, and Lev Denec, please come in.”

With the committee official’s words, our time had come.

Melissa, smiling at me despite what happened yesterday.

Abelline, looking lost and confused.

And Violet, who closed her eyes tightly and stared straight ahead with a complex expression as soon as I entered.

The four of us, who acted rashly during the Crimson Ash subjugation, were here to have our testimonies cross-examined.

.

.

.

-Clunk.

As we entered and sat down, academy officials and committee members, who seemed to have been bribed by Eternal Flame and Divine Valhalla, along with observers, were seated.

“Since this meeting has been going on since morning, we’ll skip the introduction. Is that alright?”

-Yes.

“From now on, we will conduct a statement investigation regarding the 16th Crimson Ash subjugation raid practice at Clarice Academy. First, do all four of you acknowledge your impulsive actions during the raid?”

We each nodded in agreement.

“Then, in chronological order, we’ll start with student Violet. Your intention behind your unauthorized attack immediately after Crimson Ash’s first descent…”

.

.

.

What followed was as expected.

Violet explained the situation in detail and then frankly expressed her intentions.

“…I see. We will decide on disciplinary action later, taking that into account.”

It seemed like her actions would be considered extenuating circumstances.

Violet was a top student, promoted as a representative archer at Clarice Academy,

And if it weren’t for her Sealing Arrow, party 3 and 4 would have suffered greater casualties, so it was understandable.

“Next, we’ll ask student Abelline. After the 5th assault, when party 5 and 6 had to endure the 6th assault due to the change in circumstances, student Abelline, in charge of frontline protection, wielded a sword instead of a shield. Is this true?”

Abelline glanced at Melissa and then answered.

“Yes, it’s… true.”

‘She’s actually using polite speech.’

It was the first time I heard her speak normally, not in her usual condescending tone.

“It seems your intention was to defeat Crimson Ash, is that correct?”

“Th, that’s correct.”

The committee clerk began to meticulously record her statement.

The scratching sound of the pen passed, and the most crucial question appeared.

“The raid’s objective is to subjugate the target, but also to ensure the survival of all members. And this is carried out under the premise of following the raid leader’s instructions. Then why did student Abelline make a dangerous decision on her own? Please tell us the truth without any falsehoods.”

.

.

.

‘Phew.’

I took a calm breath.

‘Finally, time for the kill.’

To stop Kaelan, who would appear soon, I needed to be a little cruel.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Before the committee began, Melissa had given Abelline several pointers.

“First, say that you led this. It’s the truth anyway.”

“Th… Alright…”

“No need to be intimidated. Our intentions weren’t malicious.”

“Lady Melissa is quite calm…”

And so the disciplinary committee began.

Abelline answered in a slightly trembling voice.

“First, Lady Melissa, no, student Melissa, only followed my suggestion. It has nothing to do with my impulsive judgment.”

“We’ll give you time to make additional statements later. Please explain the situation first.”

“Ah, yes. That… after the 5th assault, the situation had rapidly deteriorated. Parties 3 and 4 seemed unable to resume combat, and I could feel the black magic from Crimson Ash. Therefore… I only thought that we had to defeat it while we could.”

“What was the basis for thinking you could defeat it?”

“…It’s embarrassing, but actually, I had awakened my holy power, so I drew my sword thinking I had a chance.”

Following what Taylon and Melissa had told her, it wasn’t difficult.

She subtly appealed that she had no malicious intentions.

What followed proceeded smoothly.

“Then, we’ll ask student Melissa, who was with you. Do you acknowledge that there are no falsehoods in student Abelline’s words?”

Melissa immediately replied.

“Yes. Everything is as she said. Our only intention was to defeat Crimson Ash. Of course… I believe that our impulsive actions must be punished.”

After answering, Melissa glanced at Lev Denec, sitting next to her.

‘Seriously… ugh.’

His sharp profile looked annoying.

Since he was a clear witness and didn’t cooperate, she had to accept the punishment.

‘It’s… alright. I just need to shape public opinion to make it seem like we acted to protect everyone…’

In the empire that was trying to absorb and integrate all the duchies… the Prominence Duchy’s position wasn’t clear-cut, but the combined influence of Eternal Flame and Divine Valhalla couldn’t be ignored.

Taylon had already taken all the blame and resigned, and Divine Valhalla had promised to exert their influence on the committee, so it was worth looking forward to.

‘Maybe we’ll get off with extenuating circumstances…?’

“Alright. We will decide on disciplinary action later, considering the fact that both students participated in the raid for the first time, and the points mentioned earlier. You can make additional statements now if you have anything to add.”

“Nothing in particular.”

“I, I also… have nothing to add.”

After Melissa answered, Abelline followed suit belatedly.

‘Phew, is it over?’

Actually, there was something else that bolstered Melissa’s spirits.

The mysterious letter she checked after showering yesterday…

“Huh?”

[Melissa, see you soon. Just the two of us.]

“Just the two of us…?”

Judging by the handwriting, it was a notice of Kaelan’s return.

It was good news.

‘As expected… I knew he’d look for me first… Right. Kaelan will need my help too…’

Of course, she acknowledged that Lev Denec was a more capable man than she initially thought.

But Kaelan Hiss, a genius beyond reach from the start.

And Edwin Gwynne, who defeated him in the ranking battle.

She had a connection with Edwin since the beginning of the semester, and knowing his personality, he wouldn’t abandon her.

Also, because Kaelan lost to Edwin, he wouldn’t be able to treat Melissa as carelessly as before.

In a way, their positions were reversed.

And if she could sway between these two men…

It would be greedy, but if she could have both…

A little disciplinary action was nothing.

A bright future awaited her.

‘Heh.’

Just as Melissa’s mind was filled with rosy fantasies,

“Hmm…”

The ash-haired man’s lips parted.

“Were your intentions truly pure?”

-!

It was a pleasant voice, but not to Melissa and Abelline.

“W, wait. What are you… trying to say…?”

“Sir Lev! Didn’t you see it too! We just wanted to defeat Crimson Ash…!”

“Right. That’s true. But I wonder what this is.”

What he pulled out of his pocket was a small, square magic tool.

-?!



A receiver magic tool that had recently gained popularity as a replacement for communication crystals.

It was expensive and usually only seen in the Imperial City.

Anyway, that wasn’t important.

What mattered was why it had appeared.

-Click.

As Lev pressed the button,


Taylon, you took care of it for sure, right?


A voice too familiar to Melissa.

“Ah…………?”

Her own voice began to play.
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Taylon, you took care of it for sure, right?


-!!!!!!!

Starting with that single recorded sentence of Melissa’s,


Yes, my lady. I’ve stated my position as the raid leader, taking full responsibility and resigning…



Lady Melissa, did this incident have to… go this far?


“W, wait a minute! This isn’t right!”

“…Lady Melissa…?”

Taylon and Abelline’s voices followed, echoing through the committee room.



It was the real conversation between the three, not a fabrication.

The faces of the three, initially surprised, gradually turned ashen.


It was easy to silence parties 5 and 6 since they were members of Eternal Flame and Divine Valhalla…


‘H, how…? How…?’

Certainly, the place Melissa reserved was an S-rank individual training room.

Since it was the end of the vacation, no one had recently booked it.

How did he find out about the secret meeting place?

The thought ‘I’m screwed’ consumed her.

“S, stop playing around, st, stop it…? Lev Denec, I said stop!”

Unfortunately, the receiver and recording magic tool that Lev bought for a hefty price in the Imperial City didn’t have a voice recognition function.

“Wh, what are you doing!”

“L, Lev!! Just wait a second?!! Please! Just listen to me!”

Therefore, no matter how much Melissa and Abelline struggled, the magic tool wouldn’t stop.

Lev simply said with a calm face,

“Quiet, I can’t hear properly.”


Then can’t we also prove that our intentions weren’t impulsive actions but meritorious deeds?


This time, Abelline’s voice played.

At this rate, their collusion would also be exposed.

Thump!

Melissa, cornered, immediately stood up and shouted at Lev.

“Lev Denec, you…!”

“Student Melissa, the committee isn’t over yet. Please sit down…”

“You, you. Don’t you know this is a violation of the school rules? Secretly recording someone else’s conversation is prohibited! You’ll be punished! If you stop now…!”

“I know.”

Despite Melissa’s outburst, his tone remained calm.

And at those two words, Melissa’s mouth froze…


Taylon, so what are you telling us to do?



It’s simple. Persuade Lev Denec.



If it’s proven that your and Lady Abelline’s actions were a setup for Lev Denec’s impulsive actions, you two will also be acknowledged for your contribution to the defeat and be exonerated.



Right, now’s not the time to worry about pride… Taylon, take as much responsibility as you can and handle it.



Yes, my lady.


“Abelline, don’t say anything unnecessary and just do as you’re told.


A, alright! You don’t trust me!


‘I, I’m screwed…’

Her disgrace began to be revealed to the world.

-Tremble…

Melissa’s legs gave way, and

-Thud.

She collapsed onto the floor.


…We will refer this matter to higher authorities and convene a third disciplinary committee later. And until the next committee meeting, the decision on the punishment for students Abelline and Melissa will be… temporarily postponed. That concludes the meeting.
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-L, Lady Melissa…? What will happen to us…?

-“…………”

The committee… ended just like that.

Even if the intentions behind Melissa and Abelline’s impulsive actions weren’t malicious,

The fact that they conspired with raid leader Taylon to avoid punishment for violating raid protocol couldn’t be denied.

In addition, the fact that they silenced party 5 and 6, revealing collusion between the two guilds, contradicted Taylon’s claim in the first committee that there was no such thing.

In short, they would receive aggravated punishment.

Of course, assuming the worst, they could bribe the higher-ups and try to cover it up using their guild’s influence, but…

Since the magic tool faithfully recorded the part where they mentioned the D’Crescent family, Violet, who heard it in real-time at the same location, wouldn’t stay silent.

Sweeping it under the rug was no longer possible.

A complete checkmate; Melissa tried to escape but was driven into a corner.

-…

Leaving her slumped over, motionless, I left the Administrative Hall where the committee room was located.

.

.

.

The darkening sky and the chilly air greeted me.

The fanfic author, a Korean, had set the second semester to begin with the onset of autumn.

‘…That author…’

Once again, I had removed a character created by the author with my own hands…

Actually, while Kaelan was one thing, Melissa and Abelline were a bit ambiguous.

After all, they were also influenced by Kaelan and hadn’t directly tried to harm me.

But it was a double bind.

I didn’t know how they would act if I left them alone, and if they grew stronger, it would be a difficult fight for the main heroines, who weren’t given much narrative to begin with.

And even if the two received aggravated punishment, it was uncertain whether they would be expelled.

“Still, I bought some time.”

Now that Kaelan’s group was temporarily out of the picture, I planned to use this opportunity to help Yeriel, Aria, and Selena grow as much as possible.

So that they wouldn’t be outdone by other heroines, even without me.

‘Then, I should check this first.’

I opened the reward confirmation status window.

-Ding.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





› Time until Essence of Immortality reward can be claimed

 23 hours: 40 minutes





‘About a day?’

As I saw in the original story, the Essence of Immortality wasn’t dropped immediately, befitting the symbolism of Crimson Ash’s phoenix form.

The reward would appear in that place, as if resurrecting in a sanctuary.

Therefore, all I had to do was go there at that time.

And as for how to use it…

Like how I had Edwin absorb the Essence of the Black Dragon,

‘This time, it would be perfect to give it to Yeriel.’

Perfect.

Diversification would be better than just me growing stronger.

That was when it happened.

“Did it go according to your plan… again?”

“…”

By now, I was used to this kind of situation.

The owner of the cool voice coming from the side was the half-elf, Selena.

Come to think of it, she was a key figure in this Crimson Ash episode…

But somehow, the dark elf who targeted her didn’t appear.

It was good that I had less work to do.

“Thanks for your concern, but… do you like me or something?”

Selena ignored my question and said what she wanted to say.

“You already knew, didn’t you? That the Wind Archery you possess is dangerous…”

“…”

“Yet, you used that power to defeat demons… It’s hard to comprehend.”

“? Is there a reason needed to defeat an enemy?”

“…”

At my nonchalant reply, Selena seemed momentarily flustered and kept silent for a moment.

“Right. I think I misunderstood.”

In [Reincarnation Academy], she didn’t open her heart to others easily.

She didn’t acknowledge nor accept…

But then,

What I saw next was the smiling eyes of an elf, framed by platinum blonde hair.

“…I apologize for doubting you before. And.”

“…”

“As expected, you… feel different from ordinary humans.”

Her snow-white skin and the curve of her eyes were alluring and mysterious.

“…What’s different?”

Being told she was different from ordinary humans was a dangerous statement.

-Step.

As I walked forward, she began to walk beside me, matching my pace.

‘Well, whatever.’

For some reason, her smile, which I was seeing for the first time, made me feel at ease.

After a few steps, Selena asked me in a slightly friendly and playful tone,

“By the way, what were their reactions? I kind of… nudged them a little.”

“Their? Reactions?”

“…?”

Selena, stopping momentarily, furrowed her beautiful brows with a puzzled expression, then turned her head and chuckled as if deflated.

“If you don’t know… never mind.”

“?”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Under the moonlight, she simply wore an enigmatic smile.

Archer Department Student Council Room.

Violet, having returned to her study after the disciplinary committee investigation, was looking through all the student records on Lev Denec.

‘Lev Denec…’

Images of him flashed through her mind like a zoetrope.

There were many things about him that needed to be addressed.

First, he defeated Crimson Ash.

Moreover, he did so by taking a risky solo action, the best way to prevent everyone from being harmed.

It was a level of judgment unbelievable for a first-year student.

-“Just listen to me.”

As if he had participated in the Crimson Ash strategy countless times, he grasped all of the creature’s habits and used them to his advantage.

Compared to him, Violet couldn’t do anything.

Rather, she was able to regain her composure thanks to his help.

And what about that final blow?

It was hard enough to comprehend a human using Wind Archery, but judging by the level of wind pressure from the projectile, it was an attack that transcended the level of a simple archer.

In short, the realm of grand magic.

Moreover, Crimson Ash was consumed by black magic, so it wouldn’t be easily damaged unless attacked with holy power.

There was a reason why Instructor Sylvester and Professor Diena wanted to bring Lev Denec in as a hero candidate.

‘Phew.’

The problem was, this was only considering his combat prowess.

His true nature didn’t end there.

His actions at the disciplinary committee today were even more unexpected.

‘It’s… unbelievable.’

He used some means to completely corner Abelline and Melissa.

And he did so knowing that Divine Valhalla and Eternal Flame were involved.

Of course, Violet tended to be neutral and pursue justice regarding what she witnessed.

In other words, she had no intention of simply overlooking this matter.

Especially since the magic tool he recorded mentioned the D’Crescent family, she had to draw a clear line.

“However…”

Somehow, this also felt like Lev’s scheme.

The Denec family was a family that produced decent mages, but nothing more, nothing less.

Moreover, according to recent information, Lev Denec was temporarily excommunicated.

In short, considering this incident, there wasn’t anyone who could assist him besides the D’Crescent family.

Then…

‘Could it be…?’

If he had calculated the D’Crescent family’s involvement as well…?

A shiver ran down Violet’s spine.

‘…There’s no need to overthink it.’

-Slide.

As Violet leaned back in her chair, her purple hair scattered like silk threads.

The fact that he survived the great demon incident during the festival might not have been a coincidence…

‘Who are you…?’

The most certain thing was that she couldn’t leave this man, Lev Denec, alone.

Violet judged that his level had already far surpassed B-rank.

No, she couldn’t be certain yet, but she instinctively felt that the day would come when she would need him.

In the hero party she envisioned.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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After the disciplinary committee incident, in the Clarice Academy training room… A one-on-one arena for mock combat.

Having easily acquired the Essence of Immortality, I was spending the remaining vacation period with Edwin Gwynne, the protagonist of Reincarnation Brave.

-Ding.



📜 Character Information 📜





Edwin Gwynne

▶ Average Status

›  4.0

▶ Specialization

› Sword Proficiency (7)

› Divinity (5)

▶ Unique Traits

› Tenacity (Lv.8)

› Execution (Lv.5)

› Acceleration (Lv.2)

› Resilience (Lv.2)

▶ General Traits

› Blessing (Lv.3)

› Barrier (Lv.3)





“He’s grown a lot.”

Edwin had collected six traits. 

Thanks to the blessing of the Black Dragon, he’d achieved level 7 in Sword Proficiency, a branching point for the skill. 

Seeing his considerably high Divinity level, I figured he’d soon recognize the Black Dragon’s essence and use it to grow even faster.

-Dash!

At that moment, Edwin charged at me. He rushed forward, low to the ground, as if using Flash Step. 

His speed and direction were significantly different from when he first sparred with me.

.

.

.

Naturally, Edwin was the victor.

‘Well, he is the true protagonist.’

If I had to justify myself, my true nature was a Demonized, Fallen Angel, and a Ranger, so naturally, I’d be lacking in a sword fight.

-Thud!

Edwin, sprawled on the floor like a scene from a shonen manga, said to me,

“Thanks. For helping me train.”

“…”

The reason I was helping this light-green-haired boy train was simple. 

Abelline was under self-imposed confinement while awaiting the disciplinary committee’s decision.

-“Lev, I have to go back home…! I’ll be back soon!”

-“Me too. Please take care of yourself. Please.”

Yeriel and Aria had returned to their families.

In other words, I was the only one left to look after him.

-Deep breath!

Edwin took a deep breath, seemingly exhilarated from the intense physical exertion.

‘Hmm…’

Finally, I voiced the question I’d been debating.

“Are you alright?”

“Huh? About what?”

“Melissa, Abelline.”

“Ah… I’m fine. I’m actually just grateful to you…”

Edwin, upon hearing that Melissa and Abelline were facing disciplinary action, didn’t blame me. 

On the contrary, he expressed sincere gratitude. He was, after all, a protagonist with a strong sense of justice.

So, to Melissa and Abelline, he’d said something cringe-worthy, a clear flag of his interest:

-“I’ll wait! Once you’ve atoned for your mistakes… we’ll see each other again then!”

-“!!!”

‘It’s not like they committed a mortal sin…’

I wasn’t sure how Melissa and Abelline took it, but… they’d at least have a more favorable impression of him than of me.

-Shift.

“Can I ask you a few things too?”

This time, Edwin propped himself up on his elbows and asked me. He’d been giving me these bright, expectant looks all day, like he had something to say.

“What is it?”

“Lev, you don’t need to go back to your family?”

“…Yeah. That’s why I’m helping you train, right?”

“…Really? Thanks…”

After hearing my answer, he lay back down, staring at the ceiling with a melancholic gaze.

I could roughly guess what Edwin was thinking. 

He was a farmer’s son… He’d lost his father, his only family, to monsters, and inherited the Executioner role. He had a similar backstory to Aria. 

However, unlike Aria, who was adopted, this guy had… nowhere to return to.

In short, he was in a similar situation to me.

‘Well… not exactly similar.’

In fact, my dorm room was overflowing with letters from the Denec family. Since I was essentially excommunicated, I had little interest in the Denec family. 

If a student at the academy refused them, there was no reason to meet, so I’d stubbornly ignored them. I felt a tiny bit sorry for the real Lev Denec, but the Denec family wasn’t my family.

‘…Still, I should check.’

I’d been poking around here and there lately, and sometimes information is obtained by chance, so it wouldn’t hurt to check. 

They treated me like their illegitimate child at first, but perhaps their attitude had changed now.

“Lev…”

“?”

Edwin spoke softly, his voice a little tired.

“I feel at ease when I’m with you…”

“…Must be your imagination.”

“Ugh…”

Bromance was a hard pass for me. Not really my thing. 

He was all about friendship, passion, naive kindness, and being a pushover, so he was probably good at saying these embarrassing things.

“But… you know.”

“?”

“Lev, shouldn’t you be moving up to Rank A now?”

“…”

Considering the power creep, he had a point. 

My abilities had already been revealed to a certain extent… and other guilds were starting to show interest. 

And the reason I wasn’t directly feeling this was probably because I was still stuck at Rank B.

‘But…’

Clarice’s ranking system had promotion tests. 

If you couldn’t advance during the regular rank battles, you had to aim for the promotion test. 

Of course, there were many benefits to ranking up. 

A private training room, a dedicated lounge, a better dorm room… And most conveniently, Rank A and S students had priority in course registration. 

Thinking back to my struggles during college registration periods, this was a tempting reward. 

During the first semester, the original Lev Denec had suffered through unpopular courses he was forced to take.

“…I’ll go up when the time comes.”

I got up. The demons wouldn’t just sit around idly after the Bune incident. 

And in preparation for that, I’d also thought of a new way to power up. 

Preparing for the promotion test, farming, groundwork, checking letters, preparing to move into the Black Dormitory… 

I had a mountain of things to do.

“What, leaving already? Can you… help me just one more time…!”

“Edwin, rest is also part of training.”

As I said that and turned towards the dormitory, Edwin’s enthusiastic voice followed me,

“Got it! Then I’ll do my best to rest!”

Why did he listen to me so well…?

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

The Artina family mansion, located in a remote area of the Empire, untouched by human contact.

The head of the Artina family was the war hero, Dissword Artina, but he went missing during the last Demon God war, and his wife, Luciella Artina, passed away shortly after giving birth to their son.

As a result, his concubine, Penelope Artina, was acting as the head of the family.

Fortunately, Penelope had a good reputation among the people of the territory, along with Luciella’s will. 

This region, with its good pastures and climate, easily maintained its status as a marquisate through fresh fruit and livestock farming.

-Clatter, clatter.

Inside the quiet and modest mansion, reflecting the former head’s personality, a sumptuous feast was being prepared to welcome Yeriel.

While the maids bustled about, Yeriel attended to her much younger brother, Aaron, before the meal.

“Aaron, have you been listening to Mother?”

“Yes!”

Aaron, the young boy with navy blue hair, resembling his father, the head of the family.

Penelope, the woman with a dignified appearance that belied her widowhood.

And Yeriel, the pure white maiden.

These three were the only members of the Artina family.

“Let’s eat.”

As the small but warm meal began, Penelope, with her ever-present gentle smile, spoke first.

“Yeriel?”

“Yes, Mother.”

“How is life at the academy?”

“Everything is good. Everyone treats me well, and I’m grateful for the constant learning.”

Considering what had happened to her during the first semester, she couldn’t honestly say it was all good. 

The Flame Ghoul, Tobiel’s occupation of the Black Dormitory, the appearance of the great demon Bune… 

Yeriel had experienced three dangerous incidents. 

She’d tried her best to hide it, but she guessed that some of it had probably reached her family.

“I heard you’ll be in charge of the Seraphi Hall again in the second semester… is this also true?”

“Yes, because it’s a building that bears the traces of my grandparents. I requested it…!”

“…I see.”

Despite trying not to show it, Penelope was naturally worried. The only family she had left was Yeriel and the still young Aaron. 

It was good that Yeriel was following her father’s will by caring for the academy that bore her grandfather’s legacy, but Penelope simply wanted the three of them to live happily together. 

Besides, how terrifying were the recent incidents and accidents she’d heard about? Probably not a single parent would overlook them.

.

.

.

-“Give this to meee…!”

-“Honey, Yeriel is… so cute. Her lethality is on par with yours…! This is a serious matter.”

-“…You’re obsessed.”

.

.

.

More than anything, Yeriel… was the child who turned Dissword, known as the cold-blooded magic swordsman, into a doting father. 

She seemed to take after her father, showing innate magical talent from a young age, and possessing unwavering convictions. 

That’s why Penelope couldn’t stop her from going to Clarice.

But now, it was different.

‘Forgive me, Yeriel. And Dissword.’

There was no other way. If she wanted to keep Yeriel safe, even by force, this was the only option.

“Yeriel, I’m sorry to bring this up as soon as you arrived, but… you must have noticed it on your way back, right? There have been many marriage proposals recently.”

-Clatter.

At those words, Yeriel put down her utensils and focused on Penelope’s words. That was why there had been so many carriages coming and going in this quiet rural territory lately.

“This time, the Heisman family requested a meeting with you.”

Heisman.

The prestigious family that produced the greatest magic sensor and war hero, Clark Heisman.

“I hear the third son of the Heisman family has a gentle personality and a dignified appearance.”

“Ah…”

Of course, Penelope knew Yeriel wasn’t interested in such things. 

However, Yeriel had a tendency to be strict and inconsiderate towards herself, yet act without hesitation when it came to others. 

So, Penelope played the card of engagement or marriage as the best way to secure Yeriel’s safety.

‘Because I was once like that too…’

This was something Yeriel inherited from Penelope, and she was well aware of this trait. 

Yeriel’s kindness was always unconditional, so she couldn’t help but be fair to everyone. 

In other words, having observed Yeriel closely throughout her first year at Clarice, Penelope concluded that someone special wasn’t likely to appear easily in her life. 

Well, there was also Dissword’s strict(?) education regarding the opposite sex…

Penelope looked at Yeriel with a gentle expression and said, 

“I’ll arrange a meeting for you this time, so how about meeting him yourself?”

“That’s… I’m sorry.”

“…?”

Yeriel, in a calm voice and with a resolute gaze… confessed her true feelings.

“I… there’s someone I’m interested in at the academy…”

-Clatter.

In that instant, the utensil slipped from Penelope’s hand.

“Ye…riel?”

“So, I’ll personally tell the Heisman family…! that I decline their offer…! I’m really sorry you went through all this trouble.”

-…

A brief silence followed.

“Mother…? Sister…?”

Young Aaron just stared blankly at the two of them.

‘Yeriel…?’

Yeriel, whom she cherished so much.

Having matured considerably, she had said,

-“Because I have to remember…!”



To follow in her father’s and grandfather’s footsteps…

Even during her first year, she’d been solely focused on her studies…

‘Yeriel… Yeriel…’

Overwhelmed by an indescribable emotion, Penelope hid her surprise and said, 

“Oh… I, I see!”

Although she was considered benevolent by the people of the territory, her tone was undoubtedly higher than usual.

“Good…! That’s wonderful…! Then, before the vacation ends… if you can bring him… no, if you can invite him here…”

I need to see what kind of guy he is.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Raphae Blue House, my dorm room. With only about ten days left of the shortened vacation, I’d more or less finished preparing for my move.

.

.

.

“Rank B, Lev Denec. I’m here to fill out a promotion application.”

“Rank B, Lev Denec… Oh my.”

“?”

“Technically, I’m not supposed to tell you this during the semester, but you’re currently designated for special promotion.”

“Ah.”

“You won’t need to take a separate promotion test. You’ll receive a Rank A promotion notification before the course registration period.”

.

.

.

One piece of good news was that I’d saved time preparing for the promotion test. Well, I had been making quite a splash. 

Perhaps, like Edwin, someone higher up had taken notice of me.

‘Instructor Sylvester… perhaps? Or Professor McClone? …Whatever. What’s the point in thinking about it?’

-Thump.

I’d neatly stacked my meager belongings against one wall and sat on the bed, reviewing the letters that had arrived for the real Lev Denec.

“Fewer than I thought.”

The letter I’d seen on the day I first possessed this body:








  

-To Denec family’s sixth son, Lev Denec.

 What kind of trouble did you cause to be defeated by a farmer’s son in the entrance exam?

There’s a limit to disgracing the Denec family name…

Furthermore, because of this incident, the arranged marriage is off.

The day I can call you my son seems to be fast approaching.

You are my only blemish.





-Slide.

After this letter, there was only one more filled with curses:








  

-…A Ranger in a mage family? You must be out of your mind! Just how far will you go, you forsaken child?





And from the dungeon investigation practical – the Flame Ghoul incident onwards – the tone became calmer.








  

-…I heard you received an award in the Imperial City. You stubbornly refused to give up, didn’t you. That must be something you inherited from me…





The most dynamic change came during the Imperial City episode, when Abelline tried to recruit me into her guild.








  

-…I’ve heard rumors that the Valantes family has been keeping an eye on you recently. 
Lady Abelline herself has taken an interest, hasn’t she?
 Because of this, representatives from Divine Valhalla have even visited our family mansion! Return to the family estate soon. 
We’ve decided to give you another chance.





Like father, like son. Quite the turnaround. 

Well, the DeneCcfamily was supposed to be a moderately successful mage family until Lev Denec started its decline. 

From the perspective of parents wanting their child to succeed, this kind of ambition and content wasn’t unusual.

I gathered the letters, organized them, and unfolded the last one.








  

-…No reply means… are you ignoring even your father now? 
Do you even intend to return…?
 At least consider your arranged marriage! Come back to the family estate!






‘I couldn’t care less about the arranged marriage…’

In a typical romantic comedy, this would be where the fiancée transfers to the academy or some other forced plot development occurs.

‘Forget it.’

I flopped onto the bed to clear my head.

‘From tomorrow… the Black Dormitory.’

And crossbow bolt farming…

Perhaps because there was so much going on, or perhaps because I had less to think about, I was able to fall into a deep sleep for the first time in a while.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

The next day, Seraphi Black Dormitory.

Following the Tobiel incident, the academy had repaired and expanded the Seraphi Black Dormitory. 

There probably wouldn’t be as many students racking up penalty points like the original Lev Denec, but officially, they could accept first-year freshmen starting in the second semester.

‘Nice.’

The antique, Western-style house exterior, which I liked, remained unchanged. 

However, inside, past the entrance and the shared kitchen, the dormitory rooms were now divided on the left and right.

‘Seems like it’s separated by gender.’

I went back outside to check if there was anything I’d missed on the dormitory’s exterior, when…

“Ah…?”

“!”

Someone’s shadow fell upon me.

-Splash!

“!”

Suddenly, water sprayed around me, forming a rainbow.

“Huh…?”

The person I’d collided with was… Yeriel, who seemed to have been watering the garden.

-Splash!

The rubber hose she was holding sprayed water upwards relentlessly,

-Pitter-patter!

and soon, it rained down, soaking her.

-Click!

By the time I hurriedly grabbed the faucet and stopped the water, Yeriel was already drenched.

-Drip… drip…

“Ugh… I’m soaked…”

Droplets of water clung to her bangs, obscuring her clear eyes, and dripped down.

“Sorry, are you okay?”

“No…! I was distracted and got carried away…”

“Carried away…?”

“Ah, no. That’s…!”

Yeriel made a face like an embarrassed emoticon and repeatedly avoided my gaze.

“I thought you went back home, but you came back early?”

“Ah, yes… I had something to do…”

As her wet clothes clung to her skin, the lines of her apricot-colored body became visible, and the outline of her pure white undergarments started to show through.

I deliberately averted my gaze and stepped closer, tidying her dripping hair.

“Let’s go inside. You’ll catch a cold.”

“Ah, yes…?”

I made way, and Yeriel entered the dormitory.

‘Ugh…!’

As if just realizing her state, she covered her chest with her hands, but her small, slender hands weren’t enough.

-……

After a brief silence,

-Tiptoe, tiptoe.

Yeriel tried to scurry to her room upstairs, but suddenly, she poked her head back out and said,

“Lev, are you busy…?”

“No, not really.”

“Then, can you stay on the first floor for a bit…?”

“Huh?”

“I have something to tell you…!”

“Okay.”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

‘……’

Back in her room, showered and changed into fresh undergarments, Yeriel fidgeted nervously. She’d never revealed her bare skin to anyone, as per her strict father’s teachings.

“He saw, right…? He must have seen…”

Even though she usually stiffened up in Lev’s presence, she’d gotten carried away by the joy of seeing him.

‘Ugh…’

Unlike Yeriel, who was too flustered to speak properly, Lev had reacted differently.

“…”

To avert his gaze, he’d subtly moved closer to Yeriel, narrowing his field of vision, and naturally shifted behind her. 

He’d handled the situation strangely skillfully.

‘Lev would have… done the same with Aria and Selena…’

Even though he spoke bluntly, his actions showed consideration. And the thought that this consideration wasn’t solely directed at her made Yeriel feel strangely disappointed.

That wasn’t the only thing on her mind.

‘How… how should I tell him…?’


“Then, before the vacation ends… if you can bring him… no, if you can invite him here…”


As her mother, Penelope, had requested, Yeriel was supposed to invite him to the Artina estate. 

However, things had taken an unexpected turn from the very beginning… She felt like crying, but…

‘I… it’s okay…!’

Steeling her resolve, Yeriel took a deep breath and went downstairs.

.

.

.

‘Is she really that embarrassed?’

Even though I tried my best to act nonchalant, Yeriel’s freshly washed face was still flushed. 

Since she was a pure character in the story, she was bound to be sensitive about exposure.

“Yeriel.”

“Yes?!”

Even at my call, she reacted as if startled.

Her flinching was kind of cute…?

“Come over here.”

“Uh… why?”

Instead of answering, I walked behind the rocking chair she often sat in.

“Sit comfortably.”

“…”

Yeriel hesitated, then, seemingly uncomfortable under my gaze,

-Slide.

she finally sat down.

We were now in a hairdresser-client position.

-Whoosh!

I used a drying spell on Yeriel’s hair. Every time I touched her soft hair, a captivating floral scent wafted in the breeze.

“L… Lev? If you’re drying my hair…! I can do it…!”

“It’s fine.”

I felt a little bad, like it was partly my fault, and I couldn’t help but find Yeriel’s frozen state amusing.

.

.

.

-Gently…

After a few minutes of softly stroking Yeriel’s hair, I asked her quietly,

“How is it?”

“Huh…?”

Yeriel, who had initially remained silent, seemed to be lulled by my touch.

“How does this feel?”

“……”

Her relaxed response tickled my ears.

“Feel… goood…”

The effect was remarkable. Her words had already lost their usual crispness.

Then, I chuckled, breaking the mood.

“No, not that.”

“Huh…?”

“…I was asking about my magic skills.”

“….Magic… ski…”

“You didn’t teach me the drying spell.”

“……”

“I’ve been teaching myself life magic lately because you seem busy. Don’t tell me… you were thinking something else?”

“………”

-Poof.

Yeriel’s ears were now burning red. Such a reaction to this level of teasing… I couldn’t stop now. I had to tease her more.

I suddenly remembered one of Yeriel’s character settings: ‘Extremely weak to facial contact.’

“So, what does our dorm supervisor like…?”

“……”

I deliberately twirled the ends of her hair and gently tucked them behind her ear, strand by strand.

-Rustle. Rustle.

The stiff fabric of my sleeve brushed against Yeriel’s soft ear. I used my other hand to caress the nape of her neck, and she started to flinch and tremble under my touch.

For someone with the power of a fallen angel, she had such a weakness.

“Does it feel good when I touch you like this?”

“……”

“Hmm, good enough to make you blush bright red.”

“…”

“Last time too, Yeriel, you’re secretly quite…”

“….Lev…! Really…!”

Yeriel called my name in a tearful voice, puffing out her cheeks and glaring at me. I felt like I was pushing it.

“Sorry, sorry. I’m just teasing. I’ll stop.”

This expression was rarely seen on the usually smiling Yeriel. 

This interaction with the heroine, something I couldn’t experience in the novel, filled me with a sense of accomplishment as a successful fan. 

But then, Yeriel’s counterattack began.

“…Lev…!”

“?”

Her anger seemed to have melted away, leaving only a trembling voice.

“Do you… do this to other people too…?”

“…?”

“Teasing them…! Playing around…!”

“…”

This was an unexpected question. Was she talking about my rudeness?

“Uh… I guess?”

“…I don’t like it.”

“Huh?”

“Ah…”

Yeriel seemed flustered by her own words and quickly tried to recover.

“Ah, no…! I, I’m just worried that other people might misunderstand and think you’re frivolous… That’s why…!”

“Hmm, worrying about me again.”

“Yes, yes…! I, if you keep this up, I’ll… I’ll order you, as the dorm supervisor…!”

“Oh?”

For her to give an order… I had to ask.



“What order?”

“From now on, this kind of teasing…”

“Teasing?”

-Slide.

-Click…!

Yeriel climbed onto the rocking chair, knelt facing backwards, and turned to meet my gaze directly.

-!

Her clear eyes, her perfectly shaped nose, and her flushed cheeks created a captivating harmony.

“Only… to me…?”

“……”

Perhaps due to her pheromones overwhelming my senses… I missed my chance to speak.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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“Only… to me…?”

Yeriel’s voice, true to her signature pure white image color, was gentle and clear, with a touch of shyness—the key point. 

If she were a doll, it would be the kind of voice that made you want to keep pressing her stomach to hear it again and again.

My mind momentarily blanked.

“…”

As I maintained my silence, unable to find a suitable reply, an awkward atmosphere settled between us.

“Lev…?”

Yeriel, who had just moments ago been giving me orders so confidently, now wore an embarrassed expression, as if asking, 

“Is that… not okay?”

Interpreting the meaning of her words, it wasn’t a bad offer. 

To be able to freely tease Yeriel, a character I adored, legally…

As I mulled over the implications,

“…Th-That’s!”

Perhaps misinterpreting my serious expression, Yeriel started speaking in a fluster.

“I, I was joking, just joking…! Forget it!”

“…”

‘Because Lev keeps teasing me…! That’s why…! Were you upset…?’

‘This is… hard to resist.’

It was strange. It wasn’t like I was being consumed by dark magic, but impulsive fragments of emotion, like sparks, kept flashing through my mind. 

My blood rushed.

‘I have to give her the Essence of Immortality anyway…’

I wanted to leave my footprints on the pristine white snow.

As I became completely captivated by Yeriel’s every breath, every small gesture,

“Le…Lev?”

“……”

Just as I instinctively leaned in, drawn to the area around her neck,

“Ahem.”

-!!!!!

A familiar presence made itself known from the entrance.

Silver hair, clear lake-like eyes, a dark purple beret. The girl who always appeared at crucial moments, calming my excitement…

It was Aria Bluebell.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Finally, today. Aria was going to the Seraphi Black Dormitory.

‘I barely got permission…’


“Student Aria? Was there something wrong with the Yegudi Green House? I told you to let me know if there was anything lacking…?”



“No, there wasn’t… I appreciate your hospitality. Thank you.”



“Aria! An excellent student like you is always welcome back! I’ll be waiting!”


She’d finally persuaded the Yegudi Green House supervisor to allow her to transfer dormitories.

The reason Aria had made this decision was simple: to keep an eye on Lev Denec. 

In other words, to understand why Lev had chosen the Black Dormitory even after clearing all his penalty points.

However, if someone were to ask, “Is that the only reason?” Aria knew she would hesitate, unable to answer honestly.

These complicated feelings began to take root the day Lev left for the raid practical. It was because of what Yeriel had said to Aria in the dining hall lounge:


“Aria… is there anyone at the academy you’re interested in…?”


That was the reason.

‘…Someone I’m… interested in?’

With Melissa also under disciplinary action, if there was anyone Aria was interested in, Lev Denec was undoubtedly the top contender.

He wielded dark magic.

And he used it to help others.

He was truly someone who became more perplexing the more you got to know him.

Could this feeling be defined as romantic interest?

When Aria reflected on her past interactions with Lev, their first meeting certainly wasn’t pleasant. 

More than anything, his appearance during their night walk had even made her wonder if he was the great demon Andras.

So, how did things end up like this?

Aria had come to acknowledge it. Lev Denec was a good person, and she might harbor feelings for him. 

More than anything, when she heard that Yeriel and Lev would be staying in the Black Dormitory again, she discovered an inexplicable discomfort within herself.

Therefore, she had to confirm it.

Her true feelings.

-Creak…

But the moment Aria opened the door to the Seraphi Black Dormitory, she saw…

‘…!’

…Yeriel and Lev standing close together. The sight felt like it was exposing something she’d been trying to ignore, causing a flurry of thoughts to race through her mind.

What was going on? Was Yeriel in danger? No, Lev wouldn’t do that…

Then, had she… interrupted them?

Fortunately, the initial shock quickly subsided.

-Thump. Thump. Thump.

In its place remained a hollowness that resonated within her.

‘Lev…?’

What stung Aria the most was the look in Lev’s eyes when their gazes met—a look of such vulnerability. 

It was a look Aria had only seen when he was consumed by dark magic.

.

.

.

Yeriel followed my gaze and noticed Aria.

“Ar…Aria…?”

We quickly distanced ourselves from each other. Then, Aria spoke, her voice heavy.

“…Did I interrupt something?”

“Ah, no! Interrupt…!”

“Or did Lev… act impulsively…?”

“That’s not it either…! Lev was just drying my hair…!

“…I see.”

“I’ll get you something to drink…! Aria, you can talk with Lev for a moment…!”

Yeriel headed inside, leaving Aria and me alone. She was looking at me with a rather cold gaze, as if accusing me of laying a hand on Yeriel.

“It’s a misunderstanding.”

Whether my explanation wasn’t necessary, or whether she was somewhat convinced, Aria sat down nonchalantly.

“…”

Was it my imagination, or did her hands, folded neatly on her lap, seem to clench slightly tighter?

“Here…!”

Fortunately, Yeriel returned quickly and handed us teacups.

-…

We sipped our tea, easing the tension. It was Yeriel, having regained her composure, who spoke first.

“Aria? What… brings you to the Seraphi Black Dormitory…?”

“…This.”

-Slide.

Aria handed Yeriel an envelope along with her reply. It wasn’t hard to guess what it was. 

Probably a dormitory application to stay in the Black Dormitory. 

Aria had tried to follow me into the Seraphi Black Dormitory before, when I first started staying there.

“I’d like to… stay in the Black Dormitory too. Is that alright?”

“Of course! Aria is always welcome…!”

Yeriel immediately welcomed her and checked the application, but Aria and I continued to exchange subtle glances, as if questioning each other’s intentions.

I decided to change the subject.

“So, are the three of us the only residents of the Black Dormitory for the second semester? Are there no other freshmen?”

“Well… the location isn’t very convenient…”

The Black Dormitory had limited capacity and was only open to first-year students. 

Those who might have wanted to enter to get closer to Yeriel probably gave up after seeing its remote location. 

On top of that, with the demon incident that occurred in the Black Dormitory, the rumors must have been terrible. 

Yeriel probably hadn’t mentioned it out of consideration for me.

“Edwin wanted to fill a spot, but I refused him since the training grounds would be too far… Let’s just get along well, the three of us…!”

“Okay.”

“Yes.”

Still, Yeriel seemed pleased that the number of residents had increased by 50%. She suddenly looked at me as if she’d remembered something.

“Right, I wanted to ask… Lev, do you… like traveling? Ah, Aria too…!”

Traveling, huh? What a random question.

“Well, it depends on who I’m going with.”

“I… haven’t really traveled before.”

Perhaps finding Aria’s answer a little sad, Yeriel gently suggested, 

“Then, shall we go somewhere during the remaining vacation period…? It would be nice to go with the same group as the Imperial City trip…!”

“Suddenly?”

“Uh…huh?”

Yeriel seemed flustered, her hand holding the teacup freezing mid-air. 

Perhaps because of the hair drying earlier, a single strand of hair stuck up on the top of her head… 

In any case, she seemed to be hiding something…

“…”

But Aria’s thoughts seemed different from mine.

“Do you… have a place in mind?”

She seemed drawn to the idea of traveling, her expressionless face betrayed by the interest in her eyes.

“Yes! How about we all go to the L’Conta Grand Festival…!”

The L’Conta Grand Festival…

This was one of the festivals mentioned in the setting of Reincarnation Brave. 

While the Imperial City in the north held large festivals quarterly, the south had none. This grand festival was held to balance things out. 

The five influential dukedoms of the south collaborated to hold a very grand festival. 

In short, it was a harvest festival on a scale comparable to the Imperial City’s.

Yeriel’s Artina family territory was located in the south, so she must have been invited and attended frequently.

“And…! Since we’ll be in the south, I want to invite everyone to the Artina estate…! The Artina territory has a lot of delicious fruit…!”

“Invite us?”

“Yes, yes!”

Come to think of it, there was no story in Reincarnation Academy about Yeriel inviting her friends to the family mansion. 

The closest thing was the clichéd story where Yeriel, misunderstanding Edwin’s feelings, becomes engaged to the Heisman family, renowned for their magic sensing abilities, and Edwin goes to rescue her. 

Of course, that story took place after the second semester, when the characters’ feelings intensified.

Yeriel looked back and forth between Aria and me and asked, 

“Is it… okay to invite you?”

The Artina family, a family of war heroes… 

If we were lucky, we might even get some hidden pieces of information.

‘I’d forgotten about that.’

There was something I needed to check while I was down south. There was no reason to refuse.



“Okay.”

When I accepted the offer,

“Thank you for accepting…!”

Relief and joy bloomed on Yeriel’s face.

‘Was this why she was so flustered today?’

Just as I finished that thought, Aria, who had been silently observing Yeriel’s expression,

-!

…met my gaze once more. Aria’s azure eyes, which I’d met so many times… now held a multitude of emotions, reflecting her complex feelings.

-…!

And then… as if she’d made up her mind, her gaze sharpened.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Near the end of vacation at Clarice Academy. 

With the impromptu trip planned with the dungeon investigation group just around the corner, I received two pieces of news regarding myself.

First, the disciplinary committee acknowledged my achievement in defeating the Crimson Ember and decided not to hold me responsible for my actions.

Second, considering my contribution to the Crimson Ember subjugation, clearing Trial 3, my written exam scores, and recommendations, I was to be promoted to Rank A.

Having completed the necessary procedures and finished course registration for the second semester, I was leaving the administrative building.

‘Smooth sailing.’

While Chapter 4 began with the second semester, so far, everything had been going as smoothly as a ship with the wind at its back.

‘Is the only thing left dealing with Kaelan?’



That’s what I was thinking when,

“Lev Denec.”

A cold voice, similar to Selena’s.

“…?”

Violet, a woman with flowing purple hair, stopped me.

“Congratulations on your promotion.”

She congratulated me out of the blue. 

Violet wasn’t the type to show unnecessary interest in others, so there had to be a reason for her approach.

I voiced my suspicion.

“You recommended me? For the promotion.”

“…”

As I suspected, it seemed Violet was the one who recommended me for promotion. 

Otherwise, Clarice would have suggested a promotion test, and the notification wouldn’t have come so quickly.

“…That’s correct.”

She coolly admitted it.

“It’s not a bad thing, is it? You’re quite skilled.”

“…”

“Every student has a rank that suits them.”

Praise from the Student Council President of the Ranger Department. 

If that male elf, Gale Shafty, who’d picked a fight with me, heard this, he’d be furious.

“So? I imagine there’s a reason you’re going this far.”

“…You’re perceptive. The reason is simple. I’d like you to join the Ranger Department representatives, as a Hero Candidate student.”

“…”

A Hero Candidate student. Edwin had told me in the Imperial City that being a Hero was his dream. 

It was literally a student aspiring to become a Hero.

The reason students aspired to be Heroes was simple: to defeat demon generals or the Demon King. 

For immense power and fame.

And surprisingly, connections were essential for this. Hero Candidate students had to find party members who best suited them. 

The recommended party size in the Reincarnation Brave game was five. 

It was impossible to progress without a proper team composition.

‘Hmm.’

Putting all this together, I guessed that this young lady, who probably believed herself to be the perfect candidate for a Hero party, needed me. 

As a member of her party.

“What do you say? If you join under my nomination, no student will object. After all, I am the representative of the Ranger Department.”

“…”

As I remained silent, Violet spoke, seemingly a bit embarrassed.

“Just so you know, I was just caught off guard during the Crimson Ember incident.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes. Of course. I was momentarily flustered, but I’d like you to know that I’m not incompetent. If you’d like, you can come watch my mock battles.”

“…”

‘She came prepared…’

Violet, true to her quiet character setting, had said everything she needed to say, concisely and clearly. 

Well, she had a point. If it weren’t for the Sealing Strike at the right moment, my plan would have failed. 

And in Reincarnation Academy, she was depicted as incredibly strong.

But my answer was already decided.

“I refuse.”

“!”

A blunt refusal. The reason was obvious. 

My priorities were stopping the Kaelan ending and graduating from the academy safely. 

Of course, to keep Kaelan in check, it would be ideal for me to form my own party and defeat the Demon King.

But that wasn’t easy. I might have acquired some fortuitous encounters, but I wasn’t the protagonist. 

For now, I thought it best to observe the situation until I graduated.

“…”

Violet froze, her mouth slightly agape. She probably hadn’t anticipated this. 

Up until now, only those who wanted to impress her had surrounded her.

“…Would you reconsider? If my proposal was too hasty, I can give you more time. Or… is there a specific reason for your refusal?”

“Well, it’s dangerous.”

“Dangerous…”

“I can’t do that kind of thing. I’m not cut out for it.”

“…?”

“So, I recommend Selena Windforce instead.”

I subtly inserted Selena into the conversation. 

In the original story, Violet was completely sidelined due to Kaelan’s schemes and couldn’t pass on her archery secrets to Selena, whom she’d been observing.

‘It was so frustratingly unfortunate…’

But now, I was here. If I could change the story, their synergy would be incredible. 

And this would undoubtedly be a great help to Edwin, a fellow Hero Candidate student.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Violet was taken aback. She hadn’t anticipated a refusal. 

She’d only considered whether or not she could accept Lev Denec as a Ranger Department representative.

He’d risked his life during the Crimson Ember incident, yet he considered being a Hero Candidate dangerous…?

No, no. Considering his unexpected actions so far, this might be the right outcome.

‘…My thinking was shortsighted.’

Violet, tasting the bitterness of her hastiness, said, 

“…I understand. I’ll consider Selena Windforce.”

She wasn’t the type to cling. 

Trying to force something that wasn’t meant to be was just unsightly. Besides, Selena Windforce was another student Violet had been observing. 

Even among the professors, Selena was known for her skill in wind archery.

‘Still, it’s interesting.’

Selena Windforce, the archer recognized by everyone. And Lev Denec, the human archer with immense talent but little attention. 

For them to be connected was quite intriguing.

‘If he’s recommending her, they’re not rivals…?’

He was a man who became more interesting the more you learned about him. Having gathered her thoughts, Violet made another proposal.

“Although the main topic is concluded, I’m actually interested in your archery as well.”

“…”

“So, I was wondering if we could occasionally exchange pointers. Would that be alright?”

“Sure, why not.”

“Then, since we’re both archers and you’ll be staying in the Green House, we can use this lounge to coordinate our schedules.”

Striking while the iron was hot, as Violet checked her schedule, Lev said something unexpected once more.

“Ah, I moved dormitories.”

“…Excuse me?”

“I’m staying at the Seraphi Black Dormitory.”

“…”

This, too, was difficult for Violet to understand.

‘Wasn’t it closed…?’

She’d heard the Black Dormitory was incredibly inconvenient. 

Putting aside the building’s deterioration, any student concerned about their points wouldn’t even consider it…

Violet carefully broached the subject.

“…The Seraphi Black Dormitory… is where Student Yeriel is the supervisor, correct?”

“Yes, you’re aware.”

This was how Violet had learned about Yeriel in the first place. 

The story of a second-year, outstanding magic student becoming the supervisor of an old dormitory was quite memorable.

Suddenly, the image of Yeriel, who had been next to Lev Denec, overlapped in Violet’s mind. 

Living in the same dormitory as her…? Wasn’t that a bit risky at their age?

“Then, are only the two of you… residing in the Seraphi Black Dormitory?”

“No, there’s one more person.”

Unsure whether to be relieved or not by this, Violet swallowed and asked,

“Could it be… Student Selena?”

“…Perhaps.”

“……”

Complicated. What was with this man’s relationships with women…? This was an academy attended by refined nobles. 

A man who played the field would undoubtedly attract a lot of gossip.

“Well then, I’m busy.”

“…!”

Leaving Violet, who, despite her appearance, was weak to such matters, Lev Denec casually walked away.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Leaving the administrative building, I was sketching out my future plans. 

Chapter 4, which began with the second semester… 

According to the original story, the academy, now with a somewhat tense atmosphere, would shift its curriculum to focus on group activities and practical training rather than individual study.

Therefore, as a newly promoted Rank A student, I’d have to interact with these students whether I liked it or not. 

Since Rank A was just a step away from Rank S, it was filled with highly motivated students. 

Anyway, in the unfolding story, Violet… would have an accident due to Kaelan’s schemes.

‘I definitely have to prevent that.’

I’d nurtured characters to support Edwin, and while I doubted Kaelan would be that powerful without his copy ability, Crowfey, gradually turning into a villainous guild, would be backing him, so I had to be prepared.

I needed to make at least one ally. And I had to be mindful of the demons of Pandemonium. 

By now, they would be fully aware of me, the one who destroyed fourteen of their ranks.

‘How should I overcome this…?’

I was pondering a way to effortlessly navigate this, as I’d been doing so far.

‘The demons aren’t stupid… I need a groundbreaking method.’

And such a card…

“Ah!”

I suddenly remembered the status window I’d tucked away in a corner of my mind.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





▶ Choice Reward

› Choose your Demon Hunt Reward





‘Wow, I really was out of it.’

I hadn’t made a final selection because I was too busy analyzing the rewards. 

In the closed beta patch version, if you obtained a new reward without choosing one, it would overwrite the previous one, so you couldn’t save them for later.

‘I have no choice but to choose.’

I immediately opened the status window.

-Ding.



Choose your Demon Hunt Reward





▶ Blessing of the Crimson Ember [Lv.1] (Passive) (Basic Skill)

› Passive – Permanently increases Fire Resistance to level 7. However, this effect does not apply if current resistance is already level 7 or higher.

› Active – The Crimson Ember’s inextinguishable flame represents fire elemental magic. Consumes mana to add fire damage to the user’s attacks, proportional to their magic power. Can be toggled on/off.

› Acquisition Difficulty: Hard

▶ Dawn of Resurrection [Lv. None] (General Trait)

› Upon successful resurrection, randomly steals one skill from the target that killed you. 
(Usable once)

 ‘The resurrected soul of the Crimson Ember… spreads its fiery wings wide for a greater leap…’



-Hero, Kroon

› Acquisition Difficulty: Somewhat Hard

▶ Rank A Boss Kill Reward

› Obtain 500 Skill Points.

› Randomly increases a stat by 0.5.





‘Hmm.’

The reason I hadn’t chosen was simple: they were all quite ambiguous.

First, the reason the Crimson Ember suddenly generated a fire shield while enduring Melissa’s attacks that day was probably because of the second skill, [Dawn of Resurrection]. 

Since the Crimson Ember was defeated in Eternal Flame every quarter, it had stolen skills from fire mages.

Stealing was perhaps a superior version of copying. It added a skill to me while simultaneously removing one from the opponent. 

However, the dropped skill [Dawn of Resurrection] didn’t include the most crucial function: resurrection itself. 

It was simply a trait that added an effect upon resurrection.

Considering its versatility and rarity, the first option, [Blessing of the Crimson Ember], was arguably superior.

Of course, I already had a resurrection skill obtained from defeating the great demon Bune.



📜 Skill Information 📜





▶ Wellspring of Souls [Lv.None] (Passive)

› Upon receiving fatal damage, resurrects at a pre-designated Wellspring of Magic.

* Post-resurrection status is determined by the size of the remaining ‘vessel’.

* Resurrection location can only be designated within Pandemonium.

* Usable once

* Acquisition Difficulty: Very Hard





‘Wellspring of Souls.’

Therefore, [Dawn of Resurrection] wasn’t a completely useless trait. The problem was the prerequisite for activating the skill’s effect: death.

I wasn’t some skeleton archmage from a certain MOBA… And with the one-time use limit, it was a difficult decision.

“Wait…”

Then, another effortless idea popped into my head. The puzzle pieces were falling into place.

‘If this works, it’ll be incredibly overpowered…?’

It was an absurd risk, but… perhaps there was a way to kill two birds with one stone. As if possessed, I made my decision.

‘Choice… Dawn of Resurrection.’

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Just after a cool autumn rain, while the overcast sky hadn’t fully cleared yet, the six of us embarked on a journey. 

It was a practical dungeon investigation trip, with the five members from the Imperial Games, plus Selena, who joined at Lily’s recommendation. 

Our destination, thus formed, was Neldaran, the large city hosting the L’Conta Festival.

Neldaran is a metropolis famous for its magic engineering, and also the hometown of the war hero, Heisman. 

A city with a good foundation, it was easily accessible via the magic tower’s network.

.

.

.

When we arrived via the dimensional gate, Neldaran greeted us with bright, sunny weather. 

We boarded a magic-powered vehicle to head into the city center. 

In the languid afternoon, enjoying snacks Yeriel had prepared and listening to the sounds around us, I felt refreshed and pleasantly drowsy at the same time. 

It was a sense of leisure I hadn’t felt in a while.

“Lev! Lily can now control up to five golems!”

“Oh.”

“Next time we party up, I’ll show you my skills!”

Lily seemed to be in high spirits today, full of energy. She’d seemed to be lacking sleep lately, always immersed in training. 

I didn’t know what had motivated her, but she had grown much faster than in the original story.

“That’s amazing. Five already…”

“Ahem!”

I praised her with a feeling of, 

“Alright, alright, I knew you could do it!”, 

and straightened her crooked wizard hat.

“It’s, it’s nothing… Since Lily can do it…”

“That’s right.”

Lily looked a little shy. In any case, it was very satisfying to see her steadily growing as a summoner. 

Kaelan’s plan, according to the original story, had her taming a dragon—a task with high risks that even drained the caster’s life force. 

To keep him in check, it was better for Lily to remain a summoner.

Then, Edwin smiled at us.

“Haha, Lily listens well to Lev, doesn’t she?”

“That’s not true~.”

Lily alternately extended her slender knees, speaking as if bored.

“The Royal Class circle is gone~, and I’m a bit free, so I came along. Be grateful~.”

“Haha…”

Edwin gave an awkward laugh.

-Stretch.

“Wha. What are you doing…?”

“It looks squishy.”

I playfully pulled Lily’s cheek to pass the time. Yeriel simply smiled and looked towards Selena.

“By the way, I didn’t think Selena would come.”

That was true. Selena didn’t have any particular connection with Edwin, Yeriel, or Aria. 

She joined because Lily, who had always admired her, had extended a hasty invitation.

‘This happened because of me.’

In the original story, early on, Selena, Edwin, and Yeriel were a trio who often encountered each other in the training hall. 

However, because I provoked Gailon Shaftie and got involved with Selena to learn Wind Archery, their storyline was erased, and even now…they remained awkward with each other.

‘I need to properly connect them as comrades this time…’

Putting my thoughts aside, Selena, with her eyes closed, belatedly explained her reason for joining.

“…Well, it seemed like it would be fun.”

“Pfft.”

Edwin suddenly chuckled as if he couldn’t hold it in. When Selena opened one eye and glared at him, he flinched and said defensively,

“It’s just funny… you saying it’s fun with that expression…”

“……”

The quiet chemistry between Selena and Edwin, often shown in the novel.

‘Well, they’ll become close soon enough.’

As I subtly nodded,

-…?

For some reason, Aria was staring intently at me. Just like when she tried to invite me to her party before the selection test.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

After securing a nice lodging thanks to Yeriel’s introduction, we unpacked our bags and immediately headed towards L’Conta Square, where the grand festival was being held.

“Wow…”

Just like Edwin’s jaw dropping, the grandeur of the place was beyond even my expectations. 

Though circular in shape, the square was situated in the middle of a lake, making it look like a small island. 

It was filled with entertaining amenities, like an amusement park. And in four directions, bridges led to wide, straight paths, offering a refreshing view. 

On a high platform, an emcee was shouting with an excited voice, as if about to start something.

-We’ll now begin Sizak…!!!!

With a familiar-sounding line, the procession announcing the Neldaran festival began.

.

.

.
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Lost in the enjoyment of the festival, the autumn wind turned chilly, and the night sky began to be tinged with purple.

‘No matter how many times I see it, the sky in this fantasy world is beautiful…’

After the exciting parade ended, caught up in the atmosphere, each of us participated in the L’Conta Festival’s competitions according to our specialties. 

Edwin in swordsmanship, Lily in magic engineering, etc. Since it was an event open only to amateurs, we had a decent chance at winning a prize.

-Now, for the next event!!

To wait for Edwin and Lily, who were waiting for their turn, and to eat, the rest of us rented an outdoor table.

“Let’s split into two. Anyone want to go order food with me?”

“…!”

After a very brief silence, Selena silently stood up.

“…Take your time! We’ll get the tableware!”

“Okay.”

So, Aria and Yeriel stayed behind, and Selena and I went to get food. 

I had noticed it on the way here, but…the numerous temporary stalls set up for the festival were overflowing with a variety of foods.

-Come and try it!

-Over here! We have drinks too!

From smoked barbecue, chicken skewers, and teppanyaki to fruit salads and even somewhat formal Chinese-style course meals. 

First, Selena and I lined up at the barbecue stall, the quintessential festival food.

-Whoosh!

‘I promised to buy Lily a meal.’

Lost in thought, staring at the barbecue fire in the distance, Selena spoke to me as if wanting to be heard.

“I joined the committee.”

“……”

As expected, she hadn’t accepted Lily’s offer without thinking. She had something she wanted to talk about with me one-on-one. 

I kept my eyes fixed on the fire and replied,

“That’s good.”

“…I know everything. That you pulled some strings.”

“…”

“The Archery Department Committee Head, Violet D’Crescent… isn’t someone who takes interest in others first.”

“Well, maybe your efforts caught her eye.”

Despite my feigned ignorance, Selena remained completely unfazed.

“Pity again?”

“…”

It was probably back then. On the first day of the semester, when we were looking at the notice board with our ranks. 

Looking at Selena, whose fingers were bandaged from arduous practice, I had said,

-I know you worked hard.

-Pity… is it?”

She had told me not to show her unnecessary pity. Selena’s eyes, looking at me, were sharp. That was understandable. 

She was the type who wanted to prove herself with skill.

-Crackle crackle…

“Maybe it is pity…”

When I said pity again, her brow furrowed. And, in a slightly cold tone, she asked me,

“Back then, you asked me to teach you Wind Archery when I had nothing…? Then, what about this time?”

“What?”

“Is there something you want from me again…?”

“This time…”

When I turned my head, Selena’s eyelashes trembled. It seemed she still harbored some suspicion towards me.

“Nothing.”

“…?”

“I just yielded because I think you have more potential as an archer than I do. Sincerely.”

“…Do you think I’ll believe that…? If it wasn’t for you during the Crimson Ash subjugation…!”

“…”

“…No matter how I look at it, the Committee Head took an interest in you back then…?”

It was natural for Selena to be unconvinced. She was strict with herself, so she must have already acknowledged me as strong. 

However, I had only used tricks; my absolute combat power wasn’t high. 

A supporting character… was just a supporting character and couldn’t fully replace the main character. 

Counting the stars reflected in her eyes, I added,

“If there’s anything I want from you, it’s Edwin.”

“…Edwin Gwynne…?”

“Yeah, he’s quite strong, or rather, he will become strong. And he’s a foolishly kind guy. Please help him. You can even party up with him.”

“What does that…”

It couldn’t be helped. I had to narrow the relationship between Edwin and Selena like this. 

It wasn’t for nothing that Kaelan seduced Melissa, Abelline, and Lily. The reality was that they couldn’t defeat a great demon alone. 

Selena looked away from me and said,

“…You won’t tell me the reason… even if I ask.”

“…”

“That’s you, Lev Denec.”

Selena knew me too well.

“Then… what are you planning to do at that time? Don’t tell me you’re going to act alone again…”

“Right, so even if I’m not there…”

“Sorry for the wait!”

Just then, the food I had been waiting for arrived. The aroma of the grilled meat, stimulating the appetite, wafted over.

“It was roasted with wine aged directly from the Artina Territory!”

The staff member dressed as a chef joked while looking at Selena.

“Once you taste it, you won’t be able to go back to the forest where the Lady resides. You’ll keep thinking about it~.”

“…”

He seemed quite proud, perhaps a person with a deep philosophy about meat.

“…That’s unlikely.”

Selena answered curtly, received the meat, and left first. Then, the man whispered to me, bringing his hand to his mouth,

“She’s pretty, but a cold lady…”

“…Right. Sell a lot.”

“Thank you, young master!”

I quickly paid and followed Selena.

.

.

.

After going back and forth a few times, every kind of festival food was piled up on our table. I sat down and asked,

“Where are Edwin and Lily?”

“Over there!”

Yeriel pointed to the stage. Lily stood there, hands on her hips, saying “Ahem!”, and quickly drew a magic circuit.

-Scribble scribble…

-BANG BANG BANG!!!

-Woooow!!!

-That little lady is amazing!

As Lily’s makeshift ignition formula activated, numerous magic fireworks exploded, and cheers erupted from the surroundings.

-BANG BANG BANG BANG!!

She glanced at me, sending a “See? I did well!” signal. 

It was clearly supposed to be like a school talent show, but the level was too high.

‘It feels like just yesterday I confessed to Lily.’

Smiling to myself, I turned back to the table,

“!”

Aria was staring intently at me again. I felt like our eyes were meeting more often today…

-…

The night sky was reflected in her azure eyes, and the Milky Way in her silver hair. The graceful curves of her side and front hair harmoniously added to her beauty. 

As expected of my favorite heroine. I paused my thoughts for a moment, captivated by her poignant and profound beauty, then awkwardly said,

“What? Doesn’t it taste good?”

“No.”

“Then are you uncomfortable somewhere?”

“…Lev Denec.”

“?”

She called my full name. As if reciting each syllable.

-…?

Selena and Yeriel also glanced over, wondering what was going on.



-Drink, let’s drink!!!! Let’s die drinking!!

-BANG BANG BANG!

The surroundings were still noisy, in the midst of the festival, and as I put down the tableware, wearing a puzzled expression, Aria’s lovely lips moved.

“I like you. Lev Denec.”

“……”

With her words, amidst the numerous crowds… our table seemed to pause as if time had stopped. According to the cliché, fireworks should be going off at this moment.

‘They’re not going off.’

-……

It seemed that the confession attack… wasn’t a skill unique to me.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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The silver-haired, blue-eyed girl recalled, over and over, that her first encounter with Lev Denec was truly awful.

“Go out with me. Go out with me, I said. You don’t seem to care about anyone anyway, right? Someone like me isn’t bad, is it? Don’t tell me you like that trash Edwin? Someone like him…”

She had received a confession from him, a boy with the worst reputation due to his high self-esteem and condescending, dismissive personality.

And with lines that sounded coercive to anyone listening.

“…”

Aria, unfamiliar with men, couldn’t help but be flustered.

‘Especially since we barely know each other…’

-Thud!

‘Ugh!’

As the situation escalated with physical contact, Lev Denec suddenly squeezed his eyes shut and froze. And then…

“Let go of me.”

His grip loosened as if he had lost his memory.

It was a bit strange, but she didn’t have time to worry about it.

“What are you two doing…!”

Melissa had discovered them and intervened. Aria thought she would never have anything to do with him again.

But in the end, it was Aria herself who sought him out first.

“Let’s party together.”

She had sensed the shadow of Andras within him. Andras. A great demon Aria couldn’t ignore.

Ignoring the whispers and rumors around her, she cautiously approached him. And as she got to know Lev Denec little by little, the truth she discovered was…

While the shadow of Andras within him grew more distinct, paradoxically, he was constantly struggling for others.

‘…’

She was confused. Despite wielding demonic power, his actions weren’t for personal gain.

‘Lev Denec, just what are you…?’

At first, it might have been just sympathy. She sensed an unknown loneliness within him, similar to her own feeling of being alone in the world.

Him heading to Ebenbahu’s Twilight Valley alone,

Him suddenly asking her to follow him after the duel, saying let’s eat,

Him taking her to a tavern outside the academy, saying he had some business,

Him teasing her with cryptic words whenever he was consumed by the demon,

Him suddenly giving her a ring as a gift,

And finally, him collapsing while desperately searching for Yeriel.

She had just pitied him.

But it wasn’t just Aria. Before she knew it, he had found his way into the hearts of Edwin, Yeriel, Selena, and Lily…

It was him who stopped Melissa and Abelline from choosing the wrong path.

And finally, Aria realized her true feelings.

‘I… liked him.’

That her feelings for Lev Denec weren’t ordinary. And that if she fell for him, she might get deeply hurt.

.

.

.

“I like you, Lev Denec.”

At those words, everything around me stopped. I didn’t even have time to check Yeriel and Selena’s reactions. 

Aria was looking straight at me with her azure eyes, and I, too, had to face her without looking away.

In the silence that descended like an uninvited guest, Selena was the first to react.

“…Amazing. Lev Denec, you’re good with girls.”

“No, that’s…”

“And, Aria Bluebell.”

“…Yes.”

“When I asked you before… you said you didn’t have any personal feelings for Lev Denec… didn’t you?”

“…That’s right.”

Aria nodded, then continued, 

“…I’ve been thinking about it recently.”

Her tone was a bit blunt as usual, but it was calm, with a hint of warmth.

“I’ve been wondering what this feeling is whenever I see you, Lev. I kept denying it, thinking it was just simple interest, but… it wasn’t. I think I’m more conscious of you than I should be.”

Being confessed to by a character I cherished. It was something I had never even imagined, whether reading novels or playing games. 

Such dreams were fleeting. More than anything, having witnessed countless flags between Edwin and Aria in the game, I hadn’t thought of pursuing her while interacting with her.

‘It wasn’t my intention…’

But, funnily enough, my body was honest. I could feel the heat rising around my neck. I was conscious of Aria. My heart was beating faster than before.

“So, I thought I should tell you before it’s too late…”

“So?” Selena pressed. 

“What are you going to do?”

“…”

“Are you going to ask her out?”

Ask her out? At that significant question, Yeriel suddenly turned to me.

“Lev…”

Eyes that looked like they were about to burst into tears, trembling hands, and lips that seemed to struggle to form words… 

She looked so pitiful that I felt the urge to comfort her even in this situation.

And then, like a pronouncement, Aria’s small lips parted.

“That’s…”

-!

All eyes were on Aria. She smiled serenely.

“I don’t… intend to.”

-!!!

Huh…? 

At those words, we froze again.

“I just wanted to tell you before it was too late. I truly like you, but… these are my own feelings, and I didn’t say it expecting a response from you, Lev. I think… our relationship is good as it is.”

Selena glanced at me, seemingly unconvinced. Yeriel had an expression that was a mix of relief and bewilderment.

“Ugh, I’m hungry!”

“Leeev! Snap out of it! Did you even see Lily’s fireworks…?!”

As Edwin and Lily arrived late,

‘…’

I finally achieved a triple rejection after zero confessions.

.

.

.
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“Yes, I understand.”

Back at the dormitory after the bustling festival, Yeriel communicated with Artina through the dormitory’s communication crystal ball and sighed softly.

Her original plan to invite everyone to the mansion was canceled. 

A sudden joint council of the southern families, led by the Heismans, had been convened. And Yeriel’s mother, Penelope, was also attending.

“Perhaps it’s for the best…”

Just now, Aria had confessed to Lev. It was a clear confession. 

But if she introduced him to her mother with that atmosphere still lingering, things would get out of hand. So it was better to return to the academy immediately.

‘Aria really did have feelings for Lev…’

The words that stuck with Yeriel the most were, “-I just wanted to tell you before it’s too late.”

Those words. 

The phrase “before it’s too late” felt like Aria was conscious of Yeriel. 

Aria hadn’t demanded an answer from Lev. As if she implicitly understood his feelings, she simply conveyed her own. 

Moreover, judging from the conversation, Selena also seemed to have anticipated Aria’s feelings to some extent.

If Aria hadn’t confessed today, while it might have been fine for a while, it would have eventually caused a huge ripple.

In other words, Aria’s confession was…

Like taking one step forward and two steps back.

‘……’

Compared to that, what about herself? 

Recently, caught up in the atmosphere with Lev, she had tried to invite him to Artina to make a good impression. 

It was her mother’s request, of course, but she had tried to take him without even confirming his feelings.

“…”

Even though there hadn’t been much progress between her and Lev.

Anyway, while the previous situation ended as a slightly awkward incident, Aria’s courage came across as consideration for Yeriel, though perhaps not for Lev.

‘It was me who probed Aria’s feelings in the first place…’

The most important thing now was Lev’s feelings. Aria had already revealed her feelings, and Yeriel herself would reveal hers if given the chance.

What remained was Lev’s choice.

Was Aria… prepared to accept the outcome?

‘Lev must also have feelings for Aria… right? He always healed her… even I would…’

Yeriel, with her considerate nature, knew well. 

That no one had the right to force their feelings on another.

As Yeriel was lost in thought, contemplating a bittersweet ending, something touched her forehead.

-Tap!

“Ah?”

“Yeriel.”

A pleasant, low voice. It was Lev Denec, the one who had tapped her forehead. His ash-gray hair, still damp from a recent shower, peeked out from the towel. 

A faint scent of mint, probably from bath salts, emanated from him. Yeriel’s mind went blank.

“L-Lev?”

“Is something wrong?”

“Huh…?”

“That just now.”

Lev pointed his chin towards the communication crystal ball. Understanding the situation, Yeriel apologized, shrinking back slightly.

“Ah, that. Sorry! The invitation to my home will have to wait… Something came up…”

“It’s okay. But…”

“Huh…?”

“Well, never mind. It’s late, so you should tell the others about the change of plans tomorrow morning.”

“Yeah… Lev, you must be tired. You should go and rest…”

He wiped his chin with a towel, seemingly lost in thought. Looking at his sharp, angular profile, Yeriel was conflicted.

She should let him go, but she wanted to ask. What he had felt when he heard Aria’s confession, and what he had intended to answer.

‘I’m really cowardly…’

As she was debating whether to ask, Lev spoke first.

“Yeriel, do you have a minute?”

“Huh…?”

Yeriel’s mind, already filled with thoughts of Lev and the unexpected encounter, was warmed up. His next words were enough to make her overheat.



“Let’s go to my room.”

“…?”

Instantly, as if magic circuits were being drawn in her mind, she began analyzing those simple words. My room. In other words, Lev’s room.

‘Yes, Lev’s room… Lev’s room. Lev’s room…?!’

“This way.”

“!”

-Tap.

He lightly grabbed her wrist.

“Lev…?!”

Finally, Yeriel’s precarious mind went pop! and exploded.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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I led her to my room, gently pulling her soft wrist.

“Lev…?”

Yeriel’s cheeks were already flushed, as if she was wearing blush.

“This isn’t like you… Lev…?”

-Click.

The reason I invited her to this private space was simple.

First, to check on her Fallen Angel Transformation.

-Ding.



📜 Character Information 📜





Yeriel Artina

▶ Average Stats

› 5.5

▶ Specialization

› Circle Magic (6)

▶ Unique Traits

› Fallen Angel Transformation (Lv.??) (Activated) (Stage 2)

› Element (Lv.7)

› Spirit Art (Lv.5)





As I checked with my magic eye, sure enough, it had progressed to stage 2.

‘…I was careless.’

At stage 4, it would be a complete Fallen Angel Transformation. So… I had to admit it. The fact I had been desperately trying to ignore.

That Yeriel’s feelings might be directed towards me, not Edwin.

‘Perhaps it’s alright.’

Either way, reaching stage 4 of the Fallen Angel Transformation wasn’t easy. 

Even in the original story, it required a trifecta: a series of tremendous misunderstandings regarding Edwin, frustrating developments, and Yeriel being extremely neglected. 

And finally, it was Kaelan who triggered her mental breakdown, initiating the Fallen Angel Transformation.

In short, even if Yeriel realized her true feelings, the transformation wouldn’t progress further unless she experienced despair and frustration. 

Sadly, considering what Kaelan did, it wouldn’t be easy to create such a traumatic event.

As I was gradually accepting the current situation, I noticed something.

‘Ah.’

Yeriel was breathing heavily for some reason. And she couldn’t meet my eyes. Her tone was uncharacteristically soft.

“…This isn’t right… Lev.”

Although she wasn’t actively resisting, she was showing signs of refusal.

“Let go of me… okay?”

But it felt more like she was asking me not to let go.

“Am I… going to get angry?”

Perhaps conscious of Aria’s confession, she spoke somewhat coldly, as if intending to step back.

“Sorry.”

As I said that and loosened my grip, Yeriel scurried to the door.

“If… if you don’t have anything to say… I’ll be going…!”

“I do.”

“!”

Yeriel flinched at my words, then glanced at me and asked, 

“What… is it?”

“It’s a bit delicate to say, but I have a question about the communication crystal ball conversation from earlier.”

“…”

Communication crystal ball. At that word, Yeriel’s reason returned in three stages.

“…Communication?”

1 – The realization that he had a different reason after all.

“Haaa…”

2 – The embarrassment of having been the only one thinking differently.

“…………”

3 – Tears welling up, perhaps from frustration at being misled again.

I might be mistaken, but there also seemed to be a hint of disappointment mixed in. I asked casually, trying to be considerate of Yeriel, 

“No offense to your family, but could you tell me if the call just now was related to the Heisman family?”

The Heisman family. 

They had produced a war hero and were influential in the southern region, but… they were also slated to be the supporters behind the villainous guild, Crowfey, when they relocated their headquarters and sided with the demons.

According to the story, the southern ducal families would fall from power, and Yeriel, who was engaged to the Heisman family, would have her activities restricted under the guise of an investigation, losing her presence in the latter half of the story. 

Thanks to Edwin, she would eventually break off the engagement.

‘But it was too late by then.’

Although it was a fragmented piece of information and setting, it was something I needed to confirm carefully, as the story was progressing rapidly.

Yeriel calmly explained,

“That’s right… The Heisman family has been frequently holding meetings for the southern region… My mother, the acting head, is participating this time, which is why inviting you to the mansion became difficult. But how did you know, Lev…?”

‘As expected.’

Yeriel’s mother was also an acting head. Since there was no one else to delegate to, Artina wouldn’t be able to receive guests while she was away.

‘It’s good that I asked.’

If the Heisman family requested Artina’s cooperation, things would proceed tragically, as in the original story.

‘The conclusion is a swift cut-off.’

It was up to me. For Yeriel’s sake, I had to disrupt the engagement with the Heisman family.

Having made up my mind, I looked into Yeriel’s eyes and asked, 

“Your turn.”

“My turn?”

“Yes. You have something you want to ask me, Yeriel.”

“…”

As if struck by my words, Yeriel lowered her gaze slightly.

“…I don’t… think so?”

“…That hurts.”

“……You don’t need to be hurt because of me, Lev…”

-…

Even after a moment of silence, Yeriel didn’t ask anything. It was probably out of consideration for me and Aria. 

They were both foolishly kind heroines. No wonder they were used by Kaelan…

‘Haa.’

I felt a surge of anger again.

I took a step closer to Yeriel.

“Yeriel, do you trust me?”

Instead of answering, Yeriel slowly nodded.

I couldn’t postpone it any longer. My next task was to give her the Elixir of Immortality without anyone knowing. 

One of the reasons Yeriel met a sad end in the fan fiction was because she wasn’t as strong as Melissa.

I took a small object from my pocket and offered it to Yeriel.



📜 Item Information 📜





Elixir of Immortality

› Rarity: SS

› Upon drinking even a single drop, one can greatly improve their mastery of the Fire Spirit’s ultimate skill.
 However, if consumed by someone who isn’t a compatible successor, the effects are greatly reduced.

› Unusable





A small vial that looked like it contained overlapping red feathers.

“Is it strange to call this… a gift?”

“Lev…?”

Yeriel just stared at me, as if asking what it was.

“This is…”

I told her the truth. 

That it was a reward for defeating Crimson Ash, and what would happen if she drank it. 

With Edwin, it had been urgent, and since it was the Black Dragon’s Orb, I could secretly imprint it using the game system.

But the Elixir of Immortality had to be consumed, so I couldn’t force her. With great power comes great responsibility. 

I didn’t know what consequences it would have for Yeriel if she drank it, if she became able to prevent the Artina tragedy, if she helped me when I was in danger.

To be honest, it sounded ridiculous now, but…

‘It’s too much like Kaelan.’

I wanted to escape, even a little, from the feeling of using the heroines. So I just placed it in her hand.

“You don’t have to drink it.”

And looking into her golden eyes, filled with so many emotions, I whispered, 

“I just want you to have it, Yeriel.”

That was when it happened.

-Gulp!

“Yeriel…?”

Without a moment’s hesitation, she drank the Elixir of Immortality.

-Grab.

-!

And she took my hands and held them tightly.

“Because… I decided to trust you, Lev…”

“…”

“And I have absolutely no intention of leaving you alone anymore! Stop making… that sad face…!”

What kind of expression was I making?

“Sorry…”

“If you keep apologizing, I’ll really get angry.”

Yeriel puffed out her cheeks, then whispered in my ear in her usual gentle, encouraging tone, 

“And…! Do you know…?”

“What?”

“My room is a bit far from yours and Aria’s…”

“So?”

“So, today… just for today…! I’ll understand even if you’re somewhere else…”

“……”

“It’s late. Hurry up and go!”

“…”

Her eyes curved into clear crescents. It was a bright, captivatingly beautiful smile.

Suppressing the sudden surge of emotions, I had to admit it now.

I—toward the pure white girl, Yeriel Artina—

I…

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-…

While the festive fervor still lingered, while colorful lights painted special memories for everyone on the streets, in a secluded room within a lodging in Neldaran, Aria, the silver-haired girl, fresh from a shower, lay face down on her bed with her arms wrapped around her head, a single small lamp illuminating the room.

“Will… it be okay?”

She was worried about what she had said.

“I think it will be okay…”

The reason she revealed her feelings in front of everyone… and the reason she refused Lev’s response, was simple. 

Aria thought Yeriel and Selena also had feelings for Lev, and she didn’t feel she had the right to make a move first.

“…I shouldn’t like him.”

Unlike Yeriel and Selena, whose affection for him seemed to be steadily growing, there was still one thing Aria needed to confirm.

‘Andras.’

Her intuition told her so. That she and Lev Denec couldn’t be together. That her feelings for Lev had to remain light.

‘It’s foolish, isn’t it?’

‘-Are you… the Great Demon, Andras?’

The more she thought about it, the more ridiculous it seemed. He might be someone she should hate with all her being.

‘To like him on my own accord… how absurd…’

Aria wanted to avoid the ‘ending’ she had envisioned. He constantly occupied her thoughts, and while she felt flustered when facing him, she also felt at ease, amused, and kept smiling. 

If she fell for him because of those feelings, and then his true identity was revealed in the worst possible way later?

Then her foolish self from before… would instantly turn into a sin that would torment her.

‘So, this is the end… today.’

With her confession just now, everything was over. She didn’t need to like him anymore.

As Aria gave a bittersweet smile and got up to get dressed,

“Huh…?”

Transparent tears began to fall from her eyes.

“……W-Why…?”

She couldn’t control her emotions. More than anything, her chest ached. Sobbing sounds threatened to escape her lips.

‘……’

It was too late to erase the memories of Lev Denec. 

It was something she had been denying since the dungeon exploration practice when they went to defeat the Flame Ghoul, even before the festival.

She had been foolish. She had rationalized saving him, saying she couldn’t leave someone in pain right in front of her, just this once.

“……”

But what pained Aria the most… was that she didn’t regret any of it.

‘I’ll be okay…’

Aria believed that just like a wound heals, this pain would also fade after tonight.

.

.

.

Just then, there was a knock.

-Knock, knock.



“…!”

Two polite knocks. She knew instinctively.

…If she opened the door, there would be no turning back.

But her body, following her instincts, slowly moved towards the source of the sound.

-Click…

And when she opened the door, the person standing there was…

As expected, the ash-gray haired man.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

[Translator Notes]

 For Illustrations and Release Notifications join our Discord


⚙ System Notification ⚙






› Main Quest [God’s Apprentice] Unlocked!

› You have been granted an opportunity by the Arcane God’s to become a Korean Translator for Arcane Translations.

› Do you accept?

›  YES/ NO

    







  Prev Next   



  

  
  Chapter 116 .｡.:✧ Second Semester ✧:.｡.

—————————————————————–

Translated By Arcane Translations

Translator: Wjin

—————————————————————–

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

 

The light from the hallway seeped eerily into Aria’s darkened room as I opened the door.

“…Mr. Lev?”

The girl who had looked at me with suspicion in the Restoration Hall after the selection test… was gone. 

Her hair, damp and plastered to her head, made her look unusually fragile today. It wasn’t like Aria.

I closed the door and approached her.

“…Don’t come… closer.”

“…”

“……”

She was naked, and her voice was still empty.

“Please… don’t come near me.”

-Grab.

-!

I finally managed to grab Aria’s wrist and pull her down onto the bed.

-Thud…!

Her silver hair, tinged with lavender, scattered across the bedsheets.

“…I know you’re not… possessed… so please… stop joking…”

‘Has she been crying?’

Even if I couldn’t see clearly, there were things I could feel.

Yes, it was time to speak. Now that I knew her feelings, it was truly time.

“Aria.”

Just as I steeled myself to speak,

-Clang!

‘?’

An ominous sound effect. System messages, complete with the classic UI, appeared between Aria and me.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





▶ Supporting Role Quest

› Main Event ???

› Mission Objective: As a supporting character, you know the answer. Help the healer, ‘Aria Bluebell,’ with her revenge.

› Aria Bluebell’s Revenge: To personally defeat Andras.

› Reward: Aria’s Awakening, ‘Game End’ activation 
(upon reaching MAX level of the Fundamental Gamer trait)

Time Remaining: 444 hours 00 minutes 00 seconds (countdown starts upon quest pop-up)





‘…….’

Back when I had the Supporting Role trait, before defeating the fallen angel Tobiel who tried to corrupt Yeriel, there was a supporting role quest about Aria that I had left untouched, knowing it was clearly a trap.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





▶ Supporting Role Quest

› Main Event 3

› Mission Objective: As a supporting character, you know the answer. Inform the healer, ‘Aria Bluebell,’ of Andras’s whereabouts

› Reward: 300 Supporting Role Points

Time Remaining: None





That quest had been modified by the author. He probably set it up right before giving me the Yeriel Fallen Angel Transformation quest.

‘Was he trying for a draw?’

The rewards at stake were ‘Game End’ and Aria’s Awakening, which was essential for the true ending. He hadn’t messed with the rewards until now, so this probably meant what I thought it did.

Since I absorbed Andras’s power from the beginning, things weren’t going according to his plan. It seemed he was trying to salvage his self-insert story by giving me a way back.

‘Author… it’s too late, isn’t it?’

This unexpected situation arose because I tried to complete the quest much later than he anticipated. Even better.

I looked into Aria’s blue, planet-like eyes and spoke calmly.

“Andras… you said.”

“Yes?”

“The target of your revenge.”

“…”

Aria, lying on the bed and looking at the ceiling, avoided my gaze and nodded.

I covered her with a blanket and whispered softly, 

“I’ll help you. With your revenge.”

“…You will… Mr. Lev?”

“…Yes.”

With that, we fell silent, facing each other as we had before.

-…

My gaze traced the contours of Aria’s face. Her delicate features captivated me, as if beckoning me closer.

“……”

“……”

Just one step away,

“Sorry.”

I couldn’t help but pull away from Aria.

.

.

.
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Clarice Academy welcomed a new semester after the vacation. The hectic events in Neldaran felt like a distant midsummer night’s dream as reality quickly set in.

‘It’s beginning.’

In the courtyard for Class A first-year students, where colorful autumn leaves were starting to appear,

“These two… are Edwin Gwines and Lev Denec, who have been promoted to Class A this semester. Treat them well…”

Instructor Bella briefly introduced Edwin and me to the students gathered here, then said, 

“There will be a further announcement, so you are to engage in self-training until then.”

She instructed us to return to our training.

“That’s him, right? The guy who got lucky and rose quickly by defeating Kaelan.”

“Yeah. He looks annoying.”

On one side, there was backbiting about Edwin.

“Who… is he?”

“I heard he made a contribution in the Crimson Ash subjugation…”

“He seems to be involved in every incident… it makes me feel uneasy.”

“Agreed.”

On the other side, they were evaluating me. I had anticipated Edwin being promoted to Class A in the second semester and being downplayed as lucky, as it was the same in the fan fiction.

“Lev! You’re going to train with me, right?”

“…Yes.”

“I won’t lose today!”

Paired with Edwin for physical training, my gaze was fixed on a bespectacled boy training alone in the distance.

‘…’

Navy blue hair, an ordinary-looking back of the head. Nikolseta Heisman. He was the son of the Heisman family, currently in marriage talks with Yeriel’s family, Artina. 

He was outwardly portrayed as good-natured with a gentle personality. But in reality, he was incompetent, indecisive, and didn’t even put in any effort, clinging to Edwin’s coattails… a cancerous presence.

The reason Edwin couldn’t break off Yeriel’s engagement in time was because of this guy.

As I sighed slightly and looked at the naive Edwin, he responded with a friendly grin.

“What’s wrong? Already tired?”

“Yeah, I’m exhausted because of someone.”

“Who?”

The important person here wasn’t just Nikolseta Heisman. The key was his older brother, Macleod Heisman, a third-year student at Clarice Academy. Along with Violet, the head of the Archery Department, and Yelodi Latacia, the head of the Magic Department, he held the position of head of the Support Magic Department.

Considering that the appraisal scroll used to appraise the [Ring of Engraving] at Anchorfall’s workshop was created by the Heisman family, he was undoubtedly skilled in magic detection and support magic.

If things continued as in the fan fiction, Edwin would lose Yeriel to that guy, and with Melissa and Abelline siding with Kaelan, he would completely break down. 

From then on, Kaelan would have Edwin completely under her thumb.

“Well, there’s a spot for a baggage carrier in my party.”

“Uh… yeah?”

“I’m asking you, Edwin. What do you say?”

‘I couldn’t believe it…’

…What followed was the worst possible ending. Edwin only showed signs of reawakening but ended up being manipulated by Kaelan.

‘That can’t happen…’

First, I intended to completely sever Yeriel’s ties with the Heisman family. That way, the outcome would be better than in the fan fiction.

Second, since Kaelan had returned to the academy, there wouldn’t be another opportunity like this.

‘If I can take them down at once… I will.’

According to the novel, Kaelan was targeting Violet and Edwin. And if she was perceptive enough, perhaps even me…

Since it seemed she had decided to accept demonic power, I had no more hesitation.

.

.

.

“Gather around.”

Everyone’s attention turned towards Bella.

“To get straight to the point, the students must have heard about the various unfortunate incidents that occurred during the first semester.”

As expected, the news Bella brought was about the second-semester schedule.

“However, I believe everyone was prepared for this from the moment they stepped foot in this academy. As a result of discussions by the academic staff, we’ve decided to focus the curriculum on practical training and real-world experience rather than theory, to more quickly enhance each student’s individual abilities.”

There were mixed reactions to Bella’s announcement. Some were pleased about the reduction of written exams, while others looked a bit uneasy, knowing that Clarice’s practical training wasn’t easy.

‘It’s going according to the original story.’

Fortunately, the main storyline remained unchanged. From Chapter 4, that is, the second semester of the academy, the demons would appear more cunningly and erratically. 

And the reason for that would connect to the story of Crowfey being behind it.

“Therefore, starting from the second semester, each student council will select aspiring heroes. You’ve all received the prior notice about the reason for selecting aspiring heroes, correct?”

“Yes!”

After the students’ brief reply, Bella continued, 

“There are two ways to be selected as an aspiring hero. The first is to receive a recommendation from the head of each department.”

Like when I received a recommendation from Violet. Of course, I had declined and yielded to Selena.

“The second is to prove yourself through skill, through the Adventure Practice.”

“Don’t tell me… is it that?”

“What? What is it?”

“Did you hear something from the upperclassmen last time…?”

Groans arose from here and there. Adventure Practice. 

The name itself was straightforward. It referred to the unavoidable event of Chapter 4, the deserted island survival, an essential part of the academy. And here, I absolutely had to…

‘Keep Violet alive.’

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

I. 

Am. 

A. 

Fool.

Four words. Those four words lingered in Aria’s mind all day, from the end of the first day of the new semester until she returned to the Seraphi Dormitory.

‘……What should I do? Am I… really a fool…?’

She had forgotten because of the atmosphere at the time and the sudden surge of emotions. She had just finished showering. 

And because of that, she was naked. She had shown that appearance to Lev Denec. It was an unimaginable situation.

‘But… we’re in the same dormitory…’

How was she supposed to face him now? And Yeriel…

‘But…’

Fortunately, or perhaps unfortunately, he had skillfully guided her towards the darkened bed and covered her with a blanket.

And he had told her. Clearly,

-I’ll help you. With your revenge.

That he would help her with her revenge.

‘……’

After all her suspicions… he wasn’t Andras.

A bashful smile crept onto her face. That simple fact alone eased the burden that had been weighing on her.

“Close your eyes.”

“!”

She suddenly recalled his seemingly nonchalant yet gentle voice that followed. Just thinking about it made her heart pound. It was a wave of emotions entirely different from when she received the ring.

‘…’



Of course, when she closed her eyes as he told her, he had approached, then left.

‘…!!’

A sense of disappointment washed over her. Aria quietly got out of bed. She opened the dormitory door and confirmed that she was alone in Seraphi Dormitory.

-Click.

She returned to bed and hugged a pillow larger than herself.

-Hug…

She silently repeated the words she probably wouldn’t be able to say for a while. The feelings she no longer needed to hide.

“I like you, Lev Denec.”

The words felt so good.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Clarice Academy’s main street, bustling with numerous students due to its proximity to the dormitories. 

The blue hues of dusk settled in as the various streetlamps lining the brick road began to light up.

“Did you hear they’re picking aspiring heroes even among the first years?”

“Wasn’t it originally from the second year?”

“It’s because of the situation. They’re probably trying to select them in advance.”

With the start of the new semester and the belated announcement of the second-semester schedule, the first-year students were gathered in restaurants and cafeterias, chatting amongst themselves.

“Being a hero means doing dangerous work, right? I wonder if there will be many applicants.”

“Ha, are you stupid? Look at the aspiring hero upperclassmen. They’re all successful and living well. It’s not like the demons are going to invade with an army.”

“That’s true… So are you going to apply?”

“I have to at least try. I’ll probably be eliminated in the Adventure Practice, though…”

“Huh…? Wait.”

“Why?”

“Isn’t that kid… Kaelan?”

The students’ gazes converged on one spot. A red-haired man opened the cafeteria door and entered. 

Ignoring the gazes around him, he walked directly towards a secluded space beyond the glass wall. And there, Sera Cervantes, once called the Viper of Crowfey, was waiting for him.

Looking at the large square bandage on Sera’s cheek, Kaelan said, 

“We meet again, senior.”

“…”

Senior. Sera no longer held the position of deputy manager of Crowfey. 

She had been demoted to Kaelan’s personal errand runner after the items meant for Regillus, the guild leader, were embarrassingly stolen by that Lev Denec.

-Flick, flick.

As Sera habitually tried to light her cigar, Kaelan said with a smile, 

“I told you not to smoke in front of me.”

“…”

At his chilling, coercive words, Sera’s hand froze.

-Thud.

As Sera dropped the cigar as if she had let go of it, Kaelan gently coaxed her, 

“More than anything, this is the academy.”

Kaelan fiddled with his teacup and said, “So, what’s the reason you came all the way to the academy?”

“…Tell me your status first.”

“Well. It feels like I’m completely assimilated now…”

Kaelan repeatedly clenched and unclenched his left wrist with his right hand.

“…”

Watching him, Sera felt pure fear towards the man before her. Yes, Kaelan Heath was indeed human.

‘He’s not just ordinarily tenacious…’

He had simply endured, and endured, the demonic circuit surgery performed by Crowfey. Even when Sera provoked him by mentioning Abelline  and Melissa, he silently focused on accepting the circuit.

She guessed that he had probably gained control over the demonic power that should have driven him berserk.

‘It’s a miracle he’s still alive…’

This alone was a testament to Kaelan’s extraordinary talent. In fact, during the vacation, he had frantically repeated mock training sessions, sparring with almost every type of Crowfey member and accumulating as much information as possible.

Anyway, now that he was completely assimilated, Sera continued, half in admiration and half in fear, “Then that’s good… to hear.”

“By the way, why are you being so curt?”

“What…?”

“Did you lose your touch because it’s been a while since you’ve seen me?”

“Ah, that…? It’s because we’re outside… someone might be eavesdropping…”

“Sera. Shall we do ‘that’ again?”

At the word “that,” Sera’s whole body recoiled. She shrunk back. And her loosened switch flipped with a click.

“Sor…”

Her knees trembled.

“Sor… Sorry… Sorry.”

“If you know your place, get to the point. You called me out because you have something to say.”

“Yes……”

Kaelan knew all too well that once you broke a woman who pretended to be strong, it became easy afterward.

Completely intimidated, Sera stammered, 

“First, Lady Yellody intends to register… you, Kaelan… as an aspiring hero… Since Lady Yellody is part of the Magic Department… Master Regillus instructed you to… to focus on magic classes, not cause any trouble, and… and wait until you are finally selected as a hero student.”

“Hmm.”

Yellody Latasia, the demonic girl who lifted the unknown curse on Kaelan. He felt a bit annoyed at having to follow her orders, even though he wouldn’t have to if it were the old geezer of Crowfey.

“And?”

“As… as you know… during the… the raid practice during the vacation, Lady Abelline Valantes and Princess Melissa de Prominence…”

“Ah, forget about that.”

“Y-Yes?”

“I’ll handle it myself. Don’t worry about it. The point is to weed out the troublesome ones from the selection test and pick only those loyal to me, right?”

“Th-That’s right…”

‘What should I do…?’

Regillus’s ambition and Yellody’s scheme… and himself caught in between.

‘Edwin Gwynne… Lev Denec…’

Those two would be dealt with later. Abelline and Melissa would crawl to him on their own.

‘Then what’s left is… Lily Forget. And… Violet D’Crescent. I wonder what you two taste like…’

The red-haired man smiled, seemingly intrigued.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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-Pitter-patter, tick-tock.

Autumn rain splattered against the windowpane of the cafe where I was sitting.

“Thank you.”

Looking at Kaelan’s silhouette leaving the building in the distance, I replied, 

“Don’t… don’t ever ask me to do that again! Really! Anything but that…!”

“Yes, you’ve worked hard.”

They say modern warfare is information warfare. The place where Kaelan and Sera Cervantes had their secret meeting was a conference room exclusive to top-tier circles. 

Since I wasn’t even in a circle, let alone a top-tier one, I had no choice but to ask someone else. So I asked Hazel the Wonder of the Alchemy Circle to tail Kaelan.

Perhaps thanks to me, the Alchemy Circle was flourishing, unlike in the fan fiction, so Hazel, while complaining, eventually repaid the favor. 

The situation afterward was similar to the previous eavesdropping incident. Since I roughly knew the narrative, I could infer quite a bit just from that short conversation.

‘I’ve roughly figured out their objectives.’

Kaelan, similar to the fan fiction, intended to cause a commotion in the Aspiring Hero Selection Test, the [Adventure Practice]. And the ones supporting him were, first, Yellody Latasia, who would reveal her ambition in Chapter 5. 

Her goal was probably… to use Kaelan to become a Demon Lord herself, despite not being one of the 72 demons. 

To cause chaos in the demon hierarchy, she intended to use Edwin and Kaelan, who had executive abilities, as pawns.

And the human involved was Regillus of the villainous guild, [Crowfey]. 

He, a former captain of the Imperial Knights, had become disillusioned with humanity. Believing that the demons would ultimately win the war, he colluded with Yellody Latasia and chose to support them.

‘Nothing has really changed so far.’

According to the original Chapter 4, Kaelan would eliminate Yeriel and Aria, who were in the realm of good, and form a party with Melissa and Aveline, whom he deemed easier to control. 

And when Violet tried to connect Edwin, Yeriel, and Aria, a fierce battle would ensue. In the end, Violet would be killed by a demon in a staged accident, Edwin would despair, and the D’Crescent family line would be completely extinguished.

The rain intensified. 

I had to change this.

‘But… if other demons start joining in…’

As I watched the heavy raindrops, recalling the grim events of the fan fiction,

“Lev! I’m sorry…!”

A pure white maiden appeared before me.

Yeriel Artina.

A perfectly fitted uniform blouse, jacket, and skirt… her hair, tied back with some strands framing her face, made her look even more elegant today. 

Yeriel had asked me to wait here because she had something to say.

‘…’

Since Neldaran, she had been acting flustered whenever she saw me, and I felt like teasing her again.

“That’s unusual. Yeriel being late.”

“I’m sorry…! It’s because… there were some things… with the new semester starting…”

She was probably late because the professors were showering her with offers.

“I know. It’s okay.”

“Yeah… Thank you for understanding.”

Looking at the raindrops clinging to Yeriel’s silky hair, I stood up. 

“You’ll catch a cold. Let’s go back to the dormitory.”

“Huh? No, no! I’m okay.”

To Yeriel, who hurriedly tried to stop me, I said in a low voice, 

“Then come here.”

-Slide.

“….”

I pulled out the chair next to me. Yeriel didn’t reply but silently approached.

“You came obediently?”

“You’re going to… dry my hair…! I know, now.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”

Yeriel, speaking confidently, was indeed the top student of the second-year Magic Department. 

As she sat down next to me with a soft thud, a sweet and tender fragrance welcomed me. It was enough to calm all my previous thoughts, enveloping me completely. 

The gentle Yeriel from the vacation and the composed Yeriel of the new semester felt quite different.

.

.

.

“There.”

“…Thank you…”

After drying even her hat, she sat next to me, dazed. Her gaze, fixed affectionately ahead, and the curve of her hair around her nape gave me an inexplicable sense of elation. 

I whispered softly behind her, “What are you thinking about again?”

“?!”

Yeriel finally reacted.

“U-Uh? Nothing…!”

“Neldaran?”

“…”

“So, today… just for today…! I’ll understand even if you’re somewhere else…”

Those words, recalling the memories of that day, seemed to strike a nerve. Seeing her lips tremble and her dejected expression, I whispered again in the same tone, 

“…I only went to Aria after getting your permission.”

“……That’s right.”

Yeriel replied calmly, as if accepting the outcome. Seeing her look so vulnerable, I wanted to tease her even more.

“Thank you for being so considerate.”

“……Yeah.”

“You’re so kind, Yeriel.”

“……No, I’m not.”

“Thanks to you, I was able to resolve things with Aria.”

“……Good job…”

Her ears turned even redder at my words. It felt like she would cry if I touched them. She was a mage, skilled at manifesting her imagination.

-Screech!

Yeriel abruptly stood up.

“Sorry, just kidding…”

-Glare.

Yeriel, giving me a playful glare as if scolding me, didn’t go anywhere else but sat down in the seat opposite me. Her cheeks seemed puffed up.

“I was joking. You know nothing happened.”

“……Yeah, I know.”

But she still looked dejected, despite knowing. The perennial honor student, flawless everywhere else in the academy, kept malfunctioning only in front of me.

‘That’s why I keep teasing her…’

-Rustle.

As if to clear her head, Yeriel unfolded several papers. Course registration forms filled with difficult lectures… She would grow rapidly since she drank the Elixir of Immortality, but… could she handle it?

Yeriel, as if taking the initiative, said, 

“…Lev, show me your course registration.”

“Oh? Okay.”

I handed her my course schedule, and she meticulously started comparing it with hers. It seemed she intended to catch two birds with one stone – my classes and hers.

“…You’re going to take all of those…? I think it’s too much.”

“It’s okay. I need all of them…”

“…”

“…From the second semester…”

“…”

“I decided not to leave you alone… So I’ll do things my way this time…”

I nodded, listening to Yeriel’s uncharacteristically complaining tone.

‘I’m getting addicted to this.’

Every time she worried about me, I felt glad, just for that moment, that I was possessed in this world.

“…”

So I couldn’t let her get caught up in the situation I created…

As if reading my mind, Yeriel furrowed her beautiful brows and warned me once more,



“No dangerous acts…!”

“…Okay.”

-…

And so…

‘Sorry, I really can’t help it this time.’

I swallowed those words with a sip of tea.
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A few days had passed since the start of Clarice’s new semester curriculum. 

The academy was accelerating its final theoretical lectures in preparation for the upcoming Hero Candidate Selection Test, also known as the “Adventure Practicum.” 

The students’ daily schedules were demanding as they had to attend lectures for their respective roles and also study the theory required for practical training.

But me? It was actually easier than the first semester. 

Starting from the second semester, I was able to remove all the magic department courses that the original Lev Denec had enrolled in and reorganize my schedule to focus on archery practicums.

Anyway, the current lecture was a combined class for first and second-year students… an orientation explaining the Adventure Practicum.

“Now… this is important. The recruitment, originally for second-year students, has been expanded to include first years… The practicum will be conducted in parties of five or six, six… members… So, how should you form your teams? Can you just fill up the headcount? No…! Distribute the members according to the roles you assigned at the beginning of the semester and the theory you learned during the first semester…”

The professor’s speech was slow and deliberate. Unlike McClone, he was a theoretical instructor, and despite his full head of white hair, he hadn’t retired yet.

Just then, Selena, who had deliberately sat next to me, suddenly held out a note.

-I’m looking forward to it.

‘…’

When I turned my head slightly to look at her, she gave me an alluring smile, as if to say, “Do your best.”

Platinum blonde hair, porcelain skin, emerald eyes.

The precious smile of a very, very noble elf.

I picked up my pen and scribbled:

-To what?

-To what you’ll show us in the practicum.

-…

‘Show them, huh…’

The Adventure Practicum was held on an island. Not here where the academy was, but a little further away. Mystic Island. 

This place, called the Remnants of Great Magic, was an island of unknown origin, but according to the lore, the concentration of atmospheric mana was dense, allowing it to reproduce an environment similar to the demon territory.

The test began at the edge of the island, a temporary location called Twilight. In terms of fantasy games, this was equivalent to the ‘starting village.’

From there, the core of the practicum was to experience the journey of going to defeat a Demon Lord, passing through forests, rivers, and finally reaching the Valley of Death.

“As each party progresses… you will engage in battles with various monsters… The student council members will be accompanying you and evaluating you in detail… So, don’t lose your focus…”

This was roughly the method they used to select prospective Hero candidates.

According to the fan fiction, in the final location, the Valley of Death, the remnants of a magic tower were hidden underground. Kaelan discovering and awakening this magic stone was the main content of Chapter 4.

‘Where Violet sacrifices herself.’

Violet would step forward to handle the mess Kaelan had created, but he would betray her, saying she was getting in his way. 

And he would copy and absorb all of Violet’s unique traits to grow stronger. This served as the trigger for Edwin to later question Kaelan’s actions.

But it was just a MacGuffin. In the end, up to the part I read, there was no satisfying resolution for Edwin. 

My faith in my original character, my optimistic delusion of “we don’t know yet,” shattered into pieces.

So, the tasks I had to accomplish here narrowed down simply.

First, the survival of Violet, the leader who would guide Edwin, Yeriel, and Aria. Changing the original story.

And second…

‘Completely… eliminating him.’

Completely removing ‘Kaelan Heath’ from the narrative.

I was certain. This time, I could definitely finish him off. The Kaelan from the first semester was overflowing with cheat-like traits that surpassed human limits. 

The difference in our abilities was overwhelming, making it difficult to assassinate him. Moreover, with the academy as the backdrop, and since he couldn’t be labeled as purely evil, I had to be cautious in many ways.

But now, things were different. Kaelan had willingly accepted the power of demons, and if he happened to draw out the power of a demon… in this world, he would be classified as ‘black.’

‘Therefore, I must… kill him.’

Well, even if I didn’t step forward, Edwin wouldn’t leave him alone.

And there was one more advantage to using Kaelan as bait. His potential was something that even demons like Yellody Latasia and the fallen Regillus of CrowFey coveted. 

I was certain that if I used Kaelan as bait, I could lure out the opportunities he would gain and even other great demons.

‘What if I eradicate them all at once…?’

As I relished the thought, Selena tapped her notebook with her finger.

-It’s a shame this time.

When I met her gaze instead of replying, Selena spoke aloud, “I wanted to be in a party with you.”

Cold and curt, but with a subtle hint of regret. It was a first for me. Well, Selena was already selected by Violet, so she would probably be part of the evaluation team.

“Then… please form your parties freely and submit them within three days.”

With that, the orientation ended.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

‘…In the end, I couldn’t ask.’

Neither during the lecture nor after it ended.

The young elf, Selena’s gaze, was directed at the boy next to her. The ash-gray-haired boy, whose appearance she never tired of. 

His subtly strong profile and sharp nose always made it impossible to tell what he was thinking.

-……

The words, “Since there’s the selection test, I’ll help you with your archery training if there’s anything I can do before then,” didn’t come out of Selena’s mouth.

‘…Lev Denec…’

She had become conscious of Lev during Neldaran’s LeConte Festival.

-I like you, Lev Denec.

She knew that Aria and Yeriel liked him. But when she actually heard those words, she felt an unexpected surge of emotion. 

It was ‘jealousy’ and ‘anxiety,’ emotions humans were said to experience.

Envy and jealousy towards the human girl who openly expressed feelings she herself had been trying to deny. And anxiety that gnawed at her for realizing her true feelings so late…

‘Sigh…’

Putting aside her personal feelings for now, let’s think. Currently, Lev Denec was at the center of these relationships. 

Edwin Gwynne, Aria Bluebell, Yeriel Artina, Lily Forget, and even herself, Selena Windforce… they all had memories of receiving his help.

So, it was entirely predictable that this near-chaotic situation would arise around ‘Lev Denec.’

‘Since when…’

The problem was… ironically, Selena herself was being sucked into this vortex.

Was it okay for an elf to… like a human? The answer was simple.

‘Mother did too…’

But the price for choosing a human man was severe. That’s why she had sworn to never… even show interest in a human…

‘Sorry, I guess I need you… Lev Denek.’

Selena desperately needed him to achieve her goal. Because he was… different from other humans.

‘Just training…. It doesn’t mean anything else…’

Selena, sighing secretly, made up her mind and lightly tapped his shoulder.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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-I’ll help you train.

Selena was the first to offer, with a seemingly aloof demeanor. I had no reason to refuse. 

Training was a given with the upcoming great demon battle, and since the dark elf, Darian, hadn’t shown herself yet, I needed to keep an eye on Selena.

“…”

Leaving Selena, who seemed to be in a good mood for some reason, behind, I began to hear the conversations of other students.

-How… am I supposed to find a party again?!

-Well, at least you’re better off than them.

-Who?

-Those two who got an A rank this time.

-Ah… right…

-They’re lucky. They crawled their way here, desperate to become Hero candidates.

“Haha…”

Edwin’s awkward laughter as he tried to ignore their whispers.

Perhaps it was because there were second-year students present, but Edwin and I were still being underestimated, just like in the fan fiction.

-You’re going, right?

-You said you would go.

-Ah, alright.

They whispered loudly enough for everyone to hear, then passed by Edwin and me and stopped in front of Selena.

“Um… Rank S, Selena Windforce, right?”

“…”

Selena didn’t even glance at them, making me feel more awkward than they did.

“We’re second years, and if you haven’t formed a party yet…”

“No.”

“Ah.”

“…”

“Yeah, okay. Well. Sorry.”

The male student scratched the back of his head and then awkwardly disappeared.

‘Tsk tsk.’

-Murmur murmur…

Selena didn’t open up to humans easily. As I clicked my tongue at this sight, a commotion started from my right side.

-What, isn’t that Yeriel Artina…? Is she trying to form a party?

-I doubt it. She’s famous for not being interested in Hero candidates.

-Then at least Aria Bluebell… She’s pretty, and I want to receive high-grade healing just once…

-Wake up from your dream…

And the murmuring gradually shifted towards Edwin and me. The two of them were coming our way.

“Lev, Edwin! Haven’t you decided yet…? Selena is also here…!?”

“Hi.”

“…Hello.”

They were clearly smiling, but… there seemed to be sparks flying between the three.

“So we’re together again this time, right?! Lev, you too?!”

As Edwin greeted them warmly, I suddenly became conscious of the surrounding gazes.

-What’s… that situation…?

-…I heard Yeriel was an Elder.

-Wow… damn. They’re so lucky.

‘…Are they middle schoolers…’

In this ridiculously dramatic situation, I cleared my head of the automatically playing youthful romance and thought about the party members.

Edwin in the vanguard.

Me in the rear.

Aria and Yeriel in the middle.

We needed one more for a five-member party, either a vanguard or rearguard.

‘Should I ask Lily?’

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Baraki Annex, the Rank S exclusive lounge.

Countless desserts, sweet even in appearance, filled the table. Lily Forget, already small in stature, had long been buried in this mountain of desserts.

And the one who prepared this was the red-haired man, Kaelan Heath. He handed Lily a tissue, noticing the cream on the corner of her mouth.

“How did you like what I gave you?”

“Hmm?”

“The dragon orb I gave you. It was really hard to find.”

“Huh? What was that again…?”

‘Sigh.’

Did this feel like dealing with a child? Or like dealing with Yellody Latasia?

Kaelan suppressed his annoyance and continued speaking softly, 

“…During the Royal Class circle, don’t you remember? I escorted you to your lab.”

“Ah! Lily didn’t need that…”

“…”

Lily diligently stuffed desserts into her small mouth. At her casual reply, Kaelan’s eyes twitched sharply.

“Lily. The dragon contract… I told you it takes a long time, right? If you don’t prepare the circuit in advance, you won’t be able to handle the dragon…”

“It’s okay~. Lily doesn’t need that anymore. I threw it away. Munch.”

“…What?”

“…No…”

As Kaelan’s smile gradually disappeared, Lily seemed to shrink back.

But there was something Lev had taught her.

“Lily doesn’t lose her summons anymore… I’ve become stronger!”

“…”

That treating summons like objects… wouldn’t make her stronger.

“Sigh…”

Kaelan, on the other hand, felt a headache coming on. He needed an ancient dragon to obtain the hidden legacy of Krune. 

Even starting preparations now would be cutting it close, but an unexpected variable had appeared.

‘Damn it, what happened…’

What had happened while he was gone? The Lily he first met was just a kid who craved and dealt with only strong summons. That’s why he thought she would be easy to manipulate, easy to use.

‘Edwin, is it you again?’

No, that green-haired bastard wouldn’t have noticed anything and approached Lily. He was too soft-hearted and lived without any real ambition.

Brushing back his messy bangs, Kaelan took out a piece of paper and showed it to Lily.

“Alright, I understand. Can you look at this first?”

“Okay…”

It was the Adventure Practicum party application form. He wasn’t sure what would happen with Melissa and Abelline’s suspension, and he was short on members. 

He needed to bring Lily back, even if it meant brainwashing her.

Kaelan spoke as if offering a favor, 

“I’ll take you this time. I couldn’t include you in the Dungeon Investigation Practicum.”

She had cried and made a fuss when he had included Melissa and Abelline but not her.

“…Mmm.”

“?”

Despite Kaelan’s urging gaze, Lily’s expression remained unchanged.

“Lily, this is good too.”

“…?”

“I have people to be with… I’ll give it up~. Munch munch…”

“Are you… playing with me?”

Suddenly, Kaelan’s teeth started to grind.

“Ha.”

And a hollow laugh escaped his lips. The orb, these desserts… they were all so expensive.

“Lily, I’m done eating. It was good.”

Lily stopped eating and just stared at him with a puzzled look.

He spoke heavily, “Lily. Before I get angry, pick up the pen, now.”



“…No… Kaelan is acting really strange today…”

At Lily’s reluctant expression,

-Crackle…

Black magic power began to vibrate around Kaelan, and impulsive emotions surged within him.

-!

And just as he reached out his hand,

“…Why don’t you stop there?”

Appearing between the two of them was a figure with a cold demeanor and a look of disdain. The violet-haired woman, the head of the archery department, Violet.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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A languid afternoon. 

Clarice Academy, imbued with a fresh vibrancy from the rain that had fallen all day yesterday. And in the lounge, where this view could be seen, an uncomfortable silence settled.

Similar to the slightly chilly weather outside, the violet-haired woman, exuding a noble air, spoke coldly, 

“First-year Rank S, Kaelan Heath. Explain what you were just trying to do.”

“…Nothing in particular.” 

Kaelan grinned and stood up. Violet found even that displeasing.

He responded casually, as if unconcerned, “Ah, right, a member of the D’Crescent council, was it? It’s a pleasure to meet you like this.”

“Skip the pleasantries. You know forcing someone into a party is against the rules, right?”

“I think there’s been a misunderstanding… I wasn’t exactly forcing…”

“You were…”

“?”

Lily, with a pout, interrupted Kaelan.

“Even though Lily said no. You kept forcing me.”

“…”

“I’m busy now. I made time specifically to come here. And you just got angry.”

At Lily’s assertive words, Violet’s eyes narrowed further. Kaelan nodded as if dumbfounded, then conceded, 

“Fine. Consider it forcing. I won’t say anything more. Happy now?”

“Yes. Then instead of handling this myself, I’ll first report it to your council head, Yellody Latasia.”

“…Ha.”

“There’s been a lot of talk recently about the Knight Department trying to select a Hero candidate from the Magic Department. What kind of impact even a small incident like this could have…”

“…!”

“You know best, don’t you?”

Kaelan instantly recalled Sera’s words. Regillus had strictly ordered him to stay quiet until he was confirmed as a Hero candidate from the Magic Department. 

This incident wasn’t a big deal, but it irritated Kaelan, adding to his already mounting frustrations.

‘This is f**king…’

Besides, his opponent wasn’t an ordinary student. A council head, and the only daughter of the D’Crescent family. 

She was different from the sleazy upperclassmen he could easily manipulate.

‘It’s better to take a step back here…’

Kaelan recalled his days during the vacation. Synchronizing his body with the demon circuits was a path paved with nothing but pain. 

He had endured even as Edwin thrived at the academy and captured Melissa and Abelline’s attention.

-Grind…

He had endured for the sake of achieving something great. There was no need to waste energy on such pointless provocations. In the end, everyone, compared to his abilities, was foolish.

Kaelan placed a hand on his chest and composed himself. 

“I apologize for my rudeness. And Lily Forget, I was reckless.”

He delivered a single line of apology calmly… and subtly met Violet’s gaze with a smile.

‘I’ll handle those haughty eyes myself… slowly.’

And inwardly, he sharpened his resolve for the future.

“Then, excuse me.”

.

.

.

Kaelan immediately left the lounge and summoned Sera.

“How did it go?”

He wasn’t thrilled, but he had no choice. He had to bring Melissa and Abelline, those two bitches, along.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

The second weekend since the start of the semester.



notice





› Critical Hit!

›  Aggro: +5

Aggro: 35





-Grooooowl!!

I was taking Edwin and sweeping through all the hidden dungeons and named monster spawn points closest to Clarice, clearing them out. 

Even as someone possessed, it was impossible to remember all the geographical information from the fan fiction, so I had almost given up on grinding and farming…

-Mr. Nameless Mercenary! A discovery!

-This time it’s on the opposite side! There’s no time!

Bennia, the guide from the Adventurers’ Cooperative, with whom I had made a connection after defeating the Pleasure Lord, was relaying information to me first, making progress much easier.

Normally, when a dungeon like this was discovered, the Adventurers’ Cooperative would handle it through bidding or preemption, and the rewards would be shared. 

However, there were cases where the travel expenses outweighed the profits for distant dungeons or those with few monsters, making my involvement possible.

Since I prioritized growth through experience, I needed quantity over quality. 

Perhaps because I had done a lot of odd jobs for them, the dungeon today was of an appropriate difficulty to greatly boost Edwin’s growth.



notice





 Dungeon Cleared!

› You can acquire new rewards!





A short pop-up window appeared, and the bosses of this place, the Two-Headed Ogre [One-Eye] and [Odd-Eye], collapsed at our feet.

We took a moment to catch our breath before collecting the loot. Edwin cautiously approached me.

“Lev, wait, before we leave, about that…”

“Yes.”

“I’ll be… right back.”

When Edwin, who usually followed my instructions without question, said “just a moment,” it meant one thing: he needed to use the restroom.

As Edwin disappeared, only I and a small campfire remained in the humid dungeon.

-Ding.
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▶ Stats

›  Agility: 5.8 (7.54) (up!)

›  Magic: 5.0 (5.5) (up!)

› Mana: 5.75 (up!)

▶ Specialization

› Circle Magic (5)

› Crossbow – Proficiency (8)

› Dagger – Proficiency (5)

› Curse Resistance (8)

› Flame Resistance (5)

› Physical Resistance (8)

 [Available SP: 1750]





“Hmm…”

These were my final stats as of today. 

Thanks to the overpowered Luck stat, they were far above the average for a first-year Rank S character based on Chapter 4. 

While it wasn’t enough to hyper carry alone, a character’s strength wasn’t solely determined by stats. I had overpowered skills and additional equipment.

That’s why, instead of simply increasing stamina, agility, or strength with the SP I had accumulated, I focused on investing in Curse Resistance and Physical Resistance.

“I used a tremendous amount.”

In Reincarnation Brave, the point of singularity always occurred at level 8. 

Once this level was reached, I could ignore most curses, and it also meant I could ignore the ultimate skills, pressure, and magic resistance that great demons used as a warning not to mess with them. 

In gaming terms, it was the minimum requirement for raids.

‘From now on, it’ll be difficult to avoid direct confrontations.’

The more cards I had, the better. 

Just in case, I had learned dagger skills, which were essentially a last resort for pattern analysis and self-defense, and I had commissioned Hazel to custom-make a large quantity of crossbow bolts. 

Unlike the original story, she hadn’t deviated and continued to build up her achievements, so I could look forward to the results.

‘Yes, I need to get my money’s worth.’

-Ahem!

Soon, I heard Edwin approaching from the corner. I gathered the loot and asked him, 

“Did you mark your territory properly?”

“Mark my territor… No, I didn’t…?”

Edwin looked a little embarrassed and then plopped down next to me. 

For some reason, whenever I talked to Edwin, there was a mix of awkwardness and the fresh, youthful energy of a shonen manga.

“Thanks.”

“For what again?”

“For bringing me here. Thanks to you, I could help the people from my hometown… well, I’ve lost my hometown now, but… anyway.”

“…That’s good.”

“Yeah…”

Edwin was from the countryside. He probably wanted to help the people from his hometown who had lost their homes due to demons. 

Even though I had only acted to make him stronger, perhaps for my own benefit… he, like a true hero protagonist, seemed grateful for everything.

“By the way, Lev, you’re going to help me in this selection test too, right?”

“…What are you talking about?”

“At the Imperial Palace, I… said I would become a Hero candidate. You didn’t forget and remember that… did you?”

“Did I…”

As I feigned ignorance, he pounded his chest like a gorilla. 

“I’ve become quite strong now. Besides, a Paladin, a swordsman, is definitely a vanguard, right? I think I can protect you, a rearguard…! Of course, you’re stronger than I thought… but I won’t lose to you!”

“Right…”

I chuckled, watching Edwin’s burning fighting spirit. A moment of silence passed, and Edwin asked me in a slightly lower tone, 

“But about Yeriel and Aria…”

“!”

I couldn’t help but be surprised at the two names that came out of his mouth: Yeriel and Aria. It should be him, not me, who ended up with them.

‘How should I handle this?’

Fortunately, my worries about what Edwin was going to say were unfounded.

“I’m also grateful to those two for always helping.”

“?”

“If it weren’t for you, things would’ve gone wrong many times. I don’t think I properly thanked them… or you.”

His eyes were filled with regret and frustration. He was thinking about his own weakness.

“It’s fine.” 

I said that and then opened a status window.
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▶ Supporting Character Quest

› Main Event ???

› Mission Objective
 As a supporting character, you know the answer. Help the healer, ‘Aria Bluebell,’ with her revenge.

› Aria Bluebell’s Revenge
 Defeating Andras with her own hands.

› Reward
 Aria’s Awakening, ‘Game Over‘ activation 
(upon reaching MAX level of the Fundamental Gamer Trait)

Time Remaining: 201 hours 05 minutes 05 seconds (countdown starts upon quest pop-up)





There wasn’t much time left. 

To receive the ‘Game Over’ reward, which could appear at any time, I had to complete this quest. 

And there was only one way to fulfill the condition of defeating Andras, who didn’t even exist in this world.

‘Me, who inherited him, dying instead.’

It was ridiculous, but as someone recognized as a Gamer, it might be possible. 

In the closed beta test of Reincarnation Brave, there was coding that treated those who inherited abilities, including item equipment and skill usage rights, as the same person.

‘I’m not sure if this is for Aria’s benefit…’

I had already received her confession… I would need to sort out my relationship with her soon.

‘…Sigh.’

As complicated thoughts filled my head, I decided to use my Demon Eye on Edwin.

-Ding.
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Edwin Gwynne

▶ Average Status

›  4.8

▶ Specializations

› Sword Proficiency (7)

› Divinity (6)

▶ Unique Traits

› Tenacity (Lv.8)

› Execution (Lv.6)

› Acceleration (Lv.3)

› Resilience (Lv.3)

▶ Common Traits

› Blessing (Lv.4)

› Barrier (Lv.4)





‘Hmm.’

Not bad, but still lacking. Edwin was the protagonist. He needed to be strong enough to protect the main heroines in my stead, even if I were to disappear.

Something to make him… stronger.

‘I need a catalyst.’

If he was truly the protagonist, it was only natural for him to grow through trials.

I asked Edwin, “Melissa and Abelline.”

“Yeah?”

“Do you still trust them?”

“Well… yeah… they were the ones who helped me when I first came to the academy and was struggling to adjust.”

It probably wasn’t pure kindness. Perhaps it was half pity and half curiosity. It was even less likely to be so now.

Edwin poked the campfire and spoke as if confiding, 

“…It must have been because of the circumstances. My father told me that when you’re in a hurry, even things that should work out don’t.”

“…”

“I don’t think they’re bad people at heart. Whether it’s Divine Valhalla or Eternal Flame… there must have been pressure from the guilds… They’re probably regretting and reflecting on their actions now.”

“…”

“So I… will wait. If they come back after receiving their punishment… then…”

While Edwin’s washing machine was spinning at full speed, I briefly considered Kaelan’s next move.

-Lily. I turned him down because I’m going to be in a party with Lev~.

Kaelan, who had been flatly rejected by Lily, would be scrambling to gather party members now. 

Then it was highly likely he would approach Melissa and Abelline, who were relatively skilled. He would be trying everything to get those two, who were currently suspended, reinstated…



Conversely, Melissa and Abelline might also consider Kaelan their last lifeline. Someone offering a helping hand during a difficult time… would appear quite appealing.

‘His moves are all predictable…’

The calculations of both sides, unfolding due to the changes in the original story caused by me… I would use this to my advantage.

“Lev, you think so too, right?”

Edwin’s eyes still held a flicker of trust. I projected that onto the campfire and made up my mind.

“…Yes. I hope it’s as you say.”

For everyone’s sake…

The naive, easily manipulated Edwin from the original story…

was no more.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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The aroma of delicious food wafted through the small common dining room of the Seraphi Black House. 

Lev was away on joint training with Selena, and Aria and Yeriel were discussing the events of the L’Conta Grand Festival. Aria, the silver-haired girl, was filled with admiration. 

Yeriel was not only incredibly skilled in magic but also had a remarkable presence as the dormitory prefect. She wasn’t simply maintaining the Black House; she was proficient in laundry, cleaning, cooking, everything.

-Lev likes this scent, so I hang this air freshener in the men’s restroom…!

-Lev trains often, so I do his laundry every day!

She had so much information, one might believe she was Lev’s personal maid. What a fortunate man, to be attended to by such a woman.

“Lev… is being looked after so well… by Yeriel,” Aria observed.

“No! Lev helps me a lot…! Because Lev is tall, he gets things down from high shelves for me… and he’s good at carrying things from the attic or storage room…”

“Even so. Usually, a prefect wouldn’t go this far…”

“No, no! Aria also puts her heart into taking care of Lev!”

“That’s true, but…”

This… This was impossible to compete with. 

Aria had merely asked a few questions to help Yeriel with her work, but the traces left throughout the Black House boasted of the two of them living together with seamless consideration for each other.

‘Just the two of them, like this, since the first semester…’

Aria pensively rested her chin on her hand, her expression unreadable. 

It would be strange for a young man and woman to spend so much time together without developing feelings. 

Besides, was there any man in the world who wouldn’t fall for Yeriel, a popular figure at Clarice, and her devoted care?

‘…It’s frustrating.’

It was frustrating. Even Aria, usually calm and collected, felt a sense of urgency.

‘I need… a secret about Lev that only I know…’

Aria wished there was some aspect of Lev that Yeriel didn’t know.

.

.

.

Lunchtime arrived, and the two sat at the table. Yeriel cautiously asked Aria, “So… are you okay…?”

“…Yes?”

“Well, you confessed to Lev…”

“Yes.”

“Aren’t you curious about his answer? I think I would be…!”

Aria calmly replied, 

“I’m fine. Because I did the same thing.”

-…

Yeriel’s eyes widened at the unexpected answer. 

“Huh…? What do you… mean?”

Aria continued in a tranquil tone, 

“When Lev confessed to me, I didn’t give him an answer either.”

-Clatter.

“So we’re in the same boat… Yeriel…?”

The utensils Yeriel was holding slipped from her grasp. The fact that Lev had confessed to Aria was the only thing echoing in her mind. 

Her eyes already seemed to have lost their light, as if defeat was imminent.

“Oh, sorry! L, Lev confessed… to Aria… I see…”

“Yes…”

In contrast, Aria was calm. It didn’t seem like a lie. All sorts of thoughts raced through Yeriel’s mind.

‘When? Where? How…?’

How could Lev, who always teased her, have confessed to Aria? And why did Aria reject him…?

If she received a confession from him…

How would it feel?

Silently observing, Aria suppressed a wry smile and drove the point home. 

“…It seems you didn’t know…?”

“…………No.”

“When you want to tease Lev, you can ask him about it. He might be embarrassed.”

“…………”

She shouldn’t have asked. Aria had simply answered her question, but the fact itself was a critical blow to Yeriel.

‘I can’t… let this be… I’ll lose…’

Something sprouted in her heart. And it soon blossomed into a small resolution.

‘Yes, this time, it’s Lev’s fault for confessing so carelessly….’

When he returned today, she intended to give him a good scolding.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

The Florentine Forest, a Rank 3 monster habitat within the Empire’s controlled territory. 

As mentioned in the fanfic, this place was once the largest Elven settlement and also the burial place of Selena, the half-elf’s, parents.

Selena usually visited this place when she had a lot on her mind or faced important events, so knowing this, I offered to accompany her before the selection test. 

This was possible because we had been training together every other day, and my credibility with her had risen considerably due to the recent series of events.

.

.

.

-Clink…



📜 Item Information 📜





Rosary – Divine

› Rarity: A-

› A cross filled with divine power. Significantly reduces the rate of health depletion when the wearer receives a fatal wound.

› Usable once





-I’m not confident since it’s my first time making one, but please take it if you need it.

As I fiddled with the cross Aria had given me in my pocket, Selena spoke.

“That’s unexpected. A human student wanting to visit the Florentine Forest.”

“I was curious. About the Elves’ homeland.”

This dangerous area, designated as a monster habitat, was completely off-limits to humans. The reason I wanted to come here was simple.

‘It’s too rushed to prepare for Trial 4 now…’

An awakening for me and Selena.

Because the final piece of the puzzle was here.

-Rustle.

Selena led me deeper into the forest, to a patch of red grass hidden by withered trees. And there, I was greeted by a small, green space that had only been described in the novel.

‘Amazing…’

There were two small tombstones. Probably inscribed with ‘~ Windforce.’

Selena began her story, her voice tinged with sadness.

“My Elven mother loved my human father.”

“…”

“That was the tragedy. All I, a half-elf, can do for my parents is to tend to this small space…”

The Windforce family was never a weak clan. However, Selena’s mother married a human man despite much opposition, which allowed the Shaftie family, a Galeon clan, to seize control, weakening the Windforce family. 

To make matters worse, the Demon invasion and the subsequent war completely divided the Elves.

Therefore, Selena’s goal of becoming a Hero was to unite and protect the Elves by seizing power herself, as someone not from the Shaftie family.

It was easier said than done. The fate she had been given was cruel. The path she had to walk was undoubtedly thorny.

I carefully began, “I don’t think it’s a tragedy.”

“…What?”

“…Because that happened… you’re here.”

I gazed intently at Selena. It was a bit cheesy, but I couldn’t help it. Selena and I needed a narrative right now.

I brushed her hair aside and said, “You worked hard. You too.”

“……”

-Quietly.

Selena, who had been silent, sat down demurely. And she closed her eyes, as if listening to the wind.

Perhaps she was sharing her past and future with the wind spirits.

Every human had feelings for their family. So I quietly stayed by her side until then.

.

.

.

It was Selena’s voice, as ethereal as the wind, that woke me up. 

“…What are you doing?”

“…Paying my respects.”

“Paying your respects…?”

“…Where I come from, or rather, humans bow their heads to wish for the deceased’s peaceful rest.”

Selena, seemingly accepting the culture of this world, bowed her head along with me.

After some time, we naturally faced each other.

‘It should be about time.’

As I impatiently kept track of time, Selena spoke to me, her face looking much lighter.

“Thank you. For praying for my parents.”

“It was only natural.”

“By the way, Lev Denec. You’re an easier man than I thought.”

“Huh?”

“What do you think it means for an Elf to bring someone into their domain?”

I paused for a moment before answering, 

“…Comrade?”

Was it the wrong answer again? Selena chuckled, as if finding me endearing.

“Are you insensitive, naive, or… are you pretending not to know?”

And with her fair, delicate hands, she lightly brushed my shoulders.

“As of today, I’ve claimed you, Lev Denec.”

“……”

“I understand, you know? You’re… the only human I acknowledge.”

“……”

-Caress.

Selena’s whispered words were incredibly alluring. At the same time, her curves pressed against my chest, my thighs, all over my body. 

As if urging me to quickly confirm if we fit together…

“Of course, I haven’t forgotten. You asked me to take care of Edwin Gwynne… I’ll keep my promise, naturally.”

“…”

“But… I still… need you.”

Selena, pressed close to me, shyly turned her head slightly. Was this what it felt like for a doll to come to life?

“You can call me materialistic. I know there’s someone else in your heart. Even so…”

Tears welled up in Selena’s eyes. 

“…I don’t want you to leave me alone.”

As I was about to embrace Selena, as if entranced,

-Whoosh.

A concise whistling sound.

-Thud!!!!

Dozens of arrows, with a contrasting thud,

-Thud! Thud! Thud!

pierced me all at once.

“L… Lev!!!!!”

‘That was close.’

“Lev…!!!!!”

“I’m okay….”

Selena’s scream, as I pushed her away and surrounded her with a wind barrier.

-Thump.

Like a deflated balloon, I immediately dropped to one knee. Blood spurted as if a water vein had been struck, staining my uniform shirt red…

‘Each and every one… a fatal wound…’

Right on the verge of death… that’s how much it hurt.



‘…I finally see you.’

Perhaps because I was so close to death’s door, my narrowed vision caught sight of, not a grim reaper, but a dark elf with chocolate-colored skin.

“…If you come quietly, I won’t kill you now.”

The strongest archer in the [Reincarnated Academy] world.

The pinnacle of wind archery.

The only character with the [Sniper] trait, an archer trait so overpowered it had been nerfed countless times in [Reincarnation Hero].

Darian had appeared before me.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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In Reincarnation Brave, the [Snipe] trait was an overpowered ability that had been nerfed multiple times.



📜 Skill Information📜





SNIPE (before)

› Archer-type attacks have 100% accuracy

› Critical hit rate and damage increase based on the character’s agility

› Enhances range and vision when aiming from a distance

› Slightly reduces the chance of being detected by enemies






.





📜 Skill Information📜





SNIPE (after)

› Fixes accuracy to 100% for  archer-type ranged attacks

› Limited to the character’s perception range





The word “snipe” itself seemed rather plain and underwhelming for a game, but the pre-nerf Snipe trait encompassed a lot.

First, for any archer-type skill, it increased accuracy and critical hit rate regardless of range. 

This seemed to stem from the word “snipe” being based on the concept of targeting someone stealthily, rather than simply referring to long-range shooting. 

In terms of damage, it increased both critical hit rate and damage. 

Additionally, as a utility, it increased search range, akin to clairvoyance, and even included a minor stealth bonus.

In short, the options attached to this single trait were like a comprehensive gift set, making it essential for developing archer characters.

As the archer position became overly inflated, the game company made significant adjustments, and in the end, only the 100% accuracy remained, even that limited to the character’s perception range.

Of course, even with this change, the ability to hit unconditionally regardless of proficiency was still overpowered in terms of growth, so its popularity among users remained unchanged. 

Finally, as a last resort, the developers, with their hands tied, balanced the game by drastically reducing the number of characters with the Snipe trait.

In any case, Snipe also appeared in Reincarnation Academy, written by an author who didn’t really understand games. 

It was a setting for Darian, the legendary dark elf who taught demonic wind archery, and designated Selena as her successor.

.

.

.

‘Ugh…!’

Moans escaped my lips from the surging pain, and then my strength drained away.

“Lev… Lev…… Why… me?”

Selena, with trembling hands, took a health potion from her pocket and put it to my lips.

“It’s… okay. I’m… fine… Cough.”

My heartbeat pounded as if it was happening right next to my ear, and with each beat, warm blood trickled down the corner of my mouth.

Of course, I wasn’t going to die here. 

Didn’t they say that even in a tiger’s den, you’ll be safe if you keep your wits about you?

‘Now I have no choice but to trust Selena.’



NOTICE





› Rosary (Divine)

Effect activated





For now, the Rosary Aria gave me was activated, and Darian was Marcosias’s absolute subordinate. 

She wasn’t the type to carelessly kill those outside of her orders.

-……If you come quietly, I won’t kill you just yet.

Judging by that, she must have been ordered to bring me back alive.

“I won’t say it twice. Human man, comply with my words.”

At the dark elf’s low, oppressive voice,

-Shudder…

“Wait… just wait. Lev.”

Selena, who had been in a state of shock as if she had been heartbroken, stood up. 

And she very slowly drew her bowstring.

-Creak…

“…!”

As expected, the arrowhead was pointed… at Darian.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-Darian, bring him to me alive. Now.

-As you command.

It was a simple order for Darian, Marcosias’s confidante, and the ash-gray-haired man had walked into the demon territory on his own feet.

“…”

So the current situation was…

The man, riddled with arrows like a hedgehog… was slumped over, half-collapsed.

And the young elf, whom Darian had chosen as her successor, protected by an unidentified wind barrier, was aiming her bow at her.

‘Was I too emotional?’

Honestly, she admitted it. 

The man, a human with a seemingly dirty reputation with women, had been intimate with the young elf whom Darian had been keeping an eye on. 

So, in the heat of the moment, she had fired more arrows than she intended.

‘…But.’

Judging by the wind barrier, the man could use wind archery. And quite skillfully at that. 

But why didn’t he use it on himself? 

Considering the speed he had displayed with Selena Windforce, he should have been able to use it on himself.

‘Is there a limit to the number of times he can use it?’

Even if there was a limit, he hadn’t prioritized using it on himself.

‘Why?’

This baffling fact seemed to unsettle Darian.

Just then, Selena, still drawing her bow, spoke, “Bring him back.”

“…”

“Please, bring Lev… back.”

“…”

Her voice trembled. And her words were gradually turning into pleas.

“Don’t do anything pointless. I’m only here for this man today.”

“Bring him back, now…! You can do it, as a dark elf…!”

Darian felt that her judgment hadn’t been completely wrong. 

This young elf knew that she couldn’t defeat the enemy right in front of her. 

That’s why she was simply asking her to bring him back. 

The bond of kinship was a powerful thing. 

It was the best plea she could offer in this situation.

But an archer’s role was…

To shoot, pierce, and kill. 

It was different from a priest, who was skilled in healing.

“…There’s no way. Just step away from him quietly.”

“…”

As Darian approached to retrieve the man, Selena’s bowstring grew tauter.

“Last warning. If you comply, he won’t die.”

“…And you expect me to believe that?”

“Selena Windforce, I know you well.”

Darian dropped the bow she was holding to the ground. 

And, removing her hood, she made the oath of allegiance shared only by elves.

“Half-elf… weren’t you? I am too.”

“…!”

Darian’s words were true. 

Both her and Selena’s ears were shaped somewhere between a human’s and an elf’s.

“We’re in similar situations. I don’t want to lie to a fellow comrade, one of only two.”

“…But… you’ve fallen…”

“Indeed. You don’t trust me because I’m a dark elf.”

“…”

“…You’re right. I’m currently on the side of the demons.”

Darian continued, keeping the ash-gray-haired man in mind. 

“But if you consider it that way, this man is the same. You must have noticed, haven’t you? There’s demonic energy flowing from him.”

“…!”

She knew, but perhaps she didn’t want to believe it. Selena’s heart wavered slightly.

“You wouldn’t trust… this unidentified man more than your own kin, would you?”

“…”

“…This is all for you. Don’t harbor feelings for a human. The last resort of those insignificant beings is affection. There’s no need to be swayed by something like that.”

With those words, Darian approached the ash-gray-haired man. 

There was no need to hear more. 

She knew how ugly human greed was, how many times elves had been betrayed and toyed with throughout history. 

And Selena, who didn’t belong to either side, would understand Darian’s feelings all the more.

-Whoosh.

But the wind that suddenly blew… 

carried an unexpected answer.

“I trust Lev… much more than someone like you.”

Perhaps because of the slight tremor in her voice, Selena’s words held a pure sincerity.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Meanwhile, at Clarice Academy.

2:55 PM.

Students flocked to the administration office like clouds to finalize their parties for the 

[Hero Candidate Selection Test – Adventure Practicum].

-Looking for Rank B, A healers who haven’t formed a party yet~

-No experience required, first years welcome! Looking for members to register for the selection test, even if it’s just to try!

With the final registration deadline approaching, pamphlets were being used to recruit the necessary members for each party. 

And in the waiting room of the academic office next door, Melissa and Aveline were anxiously waiting for someone.

“…Is this really the right thing to do…?”

“…We have no choice if we want to be reinstated.”

The punishment the two received for their premediated conspiracy during the raid practicum was a two-month suspension, 200 hours of community service, a one-rank demotion, and forfeiture of benefits. 

And their exam scores had been reset. 

Even this was significantly reduced thanks to the guild’s repeated appeals.

But for Melissa, who was aiming for top rank, having to bear this punishment now, just before the Hero Candidate Selection Test, was practically the same as being told to drop out of school.

‘Ha, haha. At this rate… at this rate, it’s over for me…’

Just as she was about to give up on everything, she received a sudden message from Kaelan yesterday.

-Melissa, how are you doing?

-Come to the department office window tomorrow with Aveline. I have a present for you.

It was like salvation. 

Someone reaching out a hand in your darkest hour couldn’t help but appear as a beacon of light.

-I’ll wait for you! When you’ve atoned for your mistakes… then we’ll see each other again!

‘……’

Of course, Edwin’s words echoed in Melissa’s mind, pricking at her conscience…

‘But this time… Kaelan was the one who offered first…’

It might be her last chance, and Melissa didn’t want to miss it.

.

.

.

A little past the appointed time, as Melissa and Aveline grew increasingly anxious, Kaelan appeared in the distance.

“It’s been a while.”

“Kaelan…”

“Sir Kaelan!”

Red hair, handsome face. He looked exactly the same as the last time they saw him.

‘It really is… Kaelan…’

Perhaps because it had been a while, her emotions felt more intense. Kaelan gently took Melissa’s hand.

“!”

“Melissa, I heard you maintained the Royal Class circle.”

“Yes…! That’s right…”

“I, I also helped!”

“Thank you. You’ve worked hard.”

Kaelan’s warm words were strangely comforting, bringing tears to Melissa’s eyes.

“You, you idiot! Where have you been…! We couldn’t even contact you…!”

“Th, that’s right!”

“Sorry.”

After a brief apology, Kaelan subtly brought up the main topic. 

“So… you two… had a bit of trouble while I was gone, right?”

“Ah! About that…”

“N, no! It’s a… misunderstanding! Things just got a little complicated during the raid practicum! I was just… just…”

“I know, I believe you. We’re in the same circle. We help each other when things are tough.”

“Kaelan…”

“Sir Kaelan…!”

How wonderful it was to have someone understand your feelings. 

Melissa repeatedly reassured herself that Kaelan wasn’t disappointed in her, that she was so lucky.

“Well, I think I can take care of it… Besides, you two… don’t you want to participate in the selection test?”

“Huh…?”

“Is… is that possible?”

At their sudden sparkle of hope, Kaelan gave a confident smile. 

“If you follow my instructions?”

.

.



.

Same time. Same place.

In the distance,

-While you’re at the administration office, could you submit the documents for our extracurricular activities…? Go to the window for me. It’s Bennia’s paperwork. Just give them my name… I asked them to expect you around 3 PM.

-Got it! Lev, you said you had training with Selena, right? Don’t worry and go…!

The boy with light green hair, who had stopped by the administration office on Lev’s request,

‘……’

Edwin Gwynnee, was silently watching everything unfold.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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My first encounter with Lev Denec… was definitely about wind archery.

-It’s okay. You can teach me.

-Teach you? …Me?

-Yes.

-If it’s the basics, I can learn on my own…

-No, wind archery.

Selena was taken aback. 

The fact that she couldn’t use wind archery was widely known at Clarice.

-Is it because you’re a half-elf?

-What good is an elf without that? Such a shame.

But he was different from other humans. 

As they trained and spent time together… she realized he wasn’t joking about archery, that he genuinely believed she could master wind archery.

So was it a miracle? 

After that, Selena felt something that had bound her break free. 

What followed was a series of successes. Just as he said, she mastered wind archery, improving day by day. 

Gradually, she could reach for the dream she had longed for.

.

.

.

-Whoosh…

A chilly wind began to blow through Plotine Forest. 

Since the trees were dense, blocking out much of the sunlight, the temperature here felt even lower.

-…

‘I… have to pull myself together…’

Selena focused her mind, trying to steady her trembling hands. 

A wave of emotions had washed over her too quickly.

-You’ve worked hard. You too.

Touched by Lev’s unexpected words of comfort, she had poured out too much of her heart to him. 

And in that moment, as if signaling that she had crossed a line, arrows flew towards him.

‘But… I don’t want to end it like this…’

Until the very last moment, as he was being pierced by arrows, he had tried to protect her. 

What a foolish and absurd man.

Selena’s rebuttal was met with a long silence before the dark elf finally spoke. 

“…I said I had no business with you today… Are you taking responsibility for what you just said?”

“…Yes.”

Selena had made an enemy of the only other half-elf in this world. 

Darian. 

The dark elf who appeared in the legends of Krune, just as her mother had told her. 

She was probably evil. 

She had betrayed her clan, abandoned humans, and sided with the demons. 

That alone was enough reason for Selena, a student of Clarice, to fight.

But, looking at this situation rationally, if she fought, she would definitely lose. 

There was no chance of victory. 

Therefore, the best course of action was to hand over Lev Denec, the target of the dark elf Darian, who might even be a demon collaborator.

But she couldn’t do that. 

Her feelings for him were stronger than she had thought.

‘Since when… did it start?’

When he saved her from a life oppressed by the Shafty family? 

Or when he disbanded Kaelan’s Royal Class circle, which had been a threat to her? 

Or perhaps from the moment she saw him save everyone during the Crimson Ash subjugation?

Or when he yielded the Hero Candidate spot to her at the L’Conta Grand Festival?

‘…I don’t know.’

What was certain was that Selena needed him. 

Those feelings might not be entirely pure. 

Of course, the same could be said for him. 

He still hadn’t revealed his ultimate intentions.

But the biggest difference between Lev Denec and other humans was that, regardless of his reasons, he lived for others. 

His actions were sometimes difficult to understand in the dog-eat-dog world of Clarice, but that was why they resonated with her even more deeply.

“…If you intend to protect this boy, I have no choice but to use force.”

“…Go ahead.”

“…”

Selena, having regained her composure, had one last gamble left. 

It was the words Darian herself had spoken:

‘I have no business with you today.’

If it was a demon’s order, even a fellow elf had to be killed if they interfered. 

That’s how demons were. 

But the fact that Darian was taking the time to try and persuade her meant that there was something she wanted from Selena, not just Lev.

-Thud.

Selena placed her aimed bow on the ground and knelt.

“…”

“…Unfortunately, pleading won’t work. The more you stall, the closer this boy gets to death.”

-Sweep.

Darian laid Lev on her lap and picked up an arrow. 

“What are you trying to…?”

Before Darian could finish her question,

“If you’re going to take Lev, kill me first.”

Crimson blood trickled down Selena’s neck as the arrowhead pierced her skin.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Darian’s path was paved with betrayals. 

The bond with Krune, which had seemed eternal… the humans she thought she could truly trust… had started to crumble the moment he disappeared. 

There was no need to elaborate further. 

These were sharp fragments of memory that had tormented Darian her entire life, remaining vivid and painful. 

It was foolish to deliberately dredge them up.

What was important was the present. 

Darian had betrayed humans and elves and made a contract with a demon. It was the best she could do. 

In exchange for becoming the great demon’s subordinate, she had secured a promise for the survival of the elven race if the demons won the war.

She was tired of humans. 

Those disgusting humans, even if they won the war, would only fight amongst themselves. 

They would repeat the same mistakes. 

Therefore, breaking this cycle of conflict was the reason she betrayed her clan and became a demon’s pawn.

But was this also a demon’s scheme? 

The time limit to fulfill the contract was longer than she had anticipated, and in her current condition, she couldn’t endure. 

Therefore, Darian had to designate a successor to carry out the demon contract she had made.

Someone who could abandon both the elves and humans. 

Someone with exceptional talent.

‘A half-elf like me…’

She had determined that Selena Windforce was the most suitable candidate.

.

.

.

“…Stop.”

Words she shouldn’t have uttered escaped Darian’s lips in a moment of surprise. 

The suitable candidate was Selena Windforce, who was respected by neither humans nor elves.

She was the only vessel capable of inheriting Darian’s abilities…

Selena, as if she had expected this, pressed the arrowhead deeper into her neck.

“Think carefully! Humans are nothing but a series of betrayals…!”

Selena’s actions only became bolder. 

“What’s so great about that pathetic man?!”

In that instant, Darian realized. 

The man, now pale as a sheet, gasping for breath… the reason he had only used the wind barrier on Selena… there was no need for a complicated explanation. 

It was simply to protect her. 

She had been deliberately denying this simple truth because she didn’t want to believe it.

“Good. At this rate, both Lev and I will…”

“Stop…!”

If this continued, both Marcosias’s orders and her own plans would be ruined. 

Darian cried out desperately, 

“You, you…! You have the potential…! If you side with the demons like me… someday, a world where half-breeds like us can be recognized…”

Despite Darian’s rhetoric, Selena only smiled wryly and shook her head. 

This was a good place to die for Selena Windforce. 

The constantly blowing wind comforted her, her parents were right beside her, and the man she might come to love… was leaning against her.

“…”

Selena, readily accepting death, tightened her grip and,

just like that,

pierced her own throat.
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How much time had passed?

Like a gentle breeze, I naturally opened my eyes, and in my view was Selena’s neck wrapped in bandages.

‘…’

A view only possible if she was using my lap as a pillow, something she usually abhorred any form of physical contact.

“You’re awake.”

Selena gently stroked my hair. Her slender fingers felt pleasant against my scalp.

-Ding.





 Passive – Spring Of Souls





Checking my skill window, the Spring of Souls was still there. 

It seemed I hadn’t died after all. Which meant…

-Ding! Ding! Ding!

Fortunately, the answer was right in front of me.



 New ACHIEVEMENT UNLOCKED! 





› You can acquire rewards!

› Pandemonium’s attention increases sharply!

› You can inherit the abilities of the (former) war hero, the dark elf Darian!

› You have awakened the pinnacle of wind archery!





“…She disappeared. After healing you…”

Now that I looked closer, Selena’s eyes were red and puffy. 

‘…She must have been crying.’

In the original Reincarnation Academy story, Selena, unable to learn wind archery, would experience a great sense of disillusionment during the Crimson Ash subjugation and inherit Darian’s abilities. 

This would later become the cause of her being witch-hunted.

‘So… this is the right way, isn’t it?’

Seeing that my body, which had been riddled with arrows, was now completely healed, it seemed everything had gone according to plan. 

Darian, to prevent Selena from doing something reckless… 

in other words, to save me, had transferred her demonic power to me.



NOTICE





▶ Confirmed Reward

▶ Optional Reward





As if blaming me, the reward window lit up in crimson.

‘It couldn’t be helped.’

From the moment I inherited Andras’s abilities, I had been tainted with black magic. 

Like… a middle-aged man who smoked cigarettes of his own volition and then needlessly postured, saying,

-Don’t do this kind of thing.

I didn’t want to leave behind a setting where my favorite heroines would suffer consequences.

Selena spoke, her voice slightly hoarse, 

“…I know everything now. I heard everything… from her.”

“…”

“What the Shafty family was trying to do to me. The reason I couldn’t learn wind archery… everything. You already knew, didn’t you?”

“…”

“Why didn’t you tell me? I kept… suspecting you.”

“…”

“And…”

Selena asked in a melancholic tone, 

“…Were you really planning to die in my place?”

No one liked dying, but at that moment, I had been sincere. 

I answered in a way that would be least burdensome for her. 

“…Well, a world with only bad people would be too unromantic…”

-Embrace.

-!

Selena pushed me down to the ground and straddled me.

“Hold me.”

At her ambiguous words, I followed her command in the least suggestive way possible. 

I held her in my arms. 

She was warm. 

Full of life, as if she were truly alive. 

It was a warmth I could never have experienced in the game or the novel.

The green grass. 

Selena’s small sanctuary.

We lay there, sharing each other’s warmth for a while.

.

.

.

“It’s cold… I should have told him to dress warmly…!”

Yeriel, having finally calmed down from the events of the day, waited for Lev at the transit station closest to Seraphi Dormitory. 

Whenever he came back this late, it meant something had happened…

‘…He said he would be careful… so it’ll be alright…’

She didn’t doubt him anymore. 

She simply trusted him.

And today… 

she decided to be a little more proactive with her feelings. 

Compared to Aria, who had already exchanged confessions with him, Yeriel hadn’t properly conveyed her feelings yet. 

She resolved that it was okay to be a little selfish about this.

‘I hope he doesn’t feel too pressured, with the selection test coming up…’

Lev was surprisingly considerate.

‘I shouldn’t rush it… slowly…’

She recited the words she had prepared in her mind. 

Though embarrassed, a bashful smile crept onto her face.

-Rumble…!

“!”

Just then, the last transit train arrived, revealing the silhouette of a man who looked like Lev. 

“Le…!”

But there was another person next to him. 

A platinum blonde elf. 

Selena Windforce. 

Lev had his usual slightly complicated expression, but…

“…!”

Selena was different. 

Unlike her usual icy demeanor, she seemed shy. 

And her face was slightly flushed, naturally initiating physical contact. 

Yeriel implicitly understood what this meant.

“…”

-Thump!



Something began to sprout once more within Yeriel’s heart, which had been shaken by Aria.

“…Lev… is really… popular…”

This feeling of despair then transformed into something else, beginning to consume Yeriel’s pure spirit.

“…Yes… if I stay like this, I’ll lose him before I can even confess…”

-Crackle!

The dense mana emanating from her body clashed with a subtle black magic, sparking like static electricity.

And so, Yeriel, her eyes completely devoid of light, walked briskly towards Lev.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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By the time Selena and I returned to Clarice, it was quite late, with only the magic lamps illuminating the interior. 

Like the scenery of the academy unfolding outside the transit train window, so many things had happened so quickly.

‘I didn’t expect… things to progress this far with Selena.’

In Reincarnation Academy, Selena was practically a background character, except for the part where she accepted black magic and perfected her unique wind archery… and her romantic involvement with Edwin was minimal.

But perhaps it was due to the bond we formed through training and our physical closeness from the beginning. 

I was somewhat swept away by the atmosphere, and I felt that she would keep my secrets.

Selena, perhaps having regained some rationality after her sudden advance, remained silent on the way back. Only when the train’s announcement signaled our arrival at the platform did she speak. 

“…The fact that you can wield demonic power.”

“…”

“I just have to keep it a secret, right?”

“Yes, please…”

“…Alright.”

“That easily?”

“Well. I don’t think you’ll… do anything foolish.”

Fortunately, Selena didn’t pry. She must have heard various things from Darian. 

Since Marcosias had taken an interest in me after seeing my ability to defeat demons, as long as I kept the ‘wielding black magic’ part a secret… there wasn’t much to worry about.

-Rumble… Screech…!

The train came to a complete stop.

“I’ll get off first.”

“…”

As I disembarked, Selena silently followed.

“…?”

“…Can I sleep at your place?”

“…”

Her unexpected request. I didn’t need to think long about my answer. Beyond the dark shadows…

-!

I saw a familiar silhouette.

“Hi…? Lev…!”

“…Hey.”

Her usual energetic voice, but somehow it felt unfamiliar. And I felt a familiar magical wavelength from her.

I quietly approached and said, 

“Yeriel, why did you come all the way out here in the cold?”

“Huh? I’m not cold…! More importantly…”

Yeriel smiled at Selena.

“Selena is here too…”

Huh…? Were her eyes always this cloudy? Maybe it was because it was dark.

Slightly flustered, Selena explained in a low voice, 

“…I was training with Lev today.”

“It seems like the training was quite intense…”

“…Well…”

Come to think of it, my shirt was completely soaked in blood.

“Lev,… are you hurt…? Are you okay…?”

“I’m fine. For now.”

Yeriel’s eyes, as she examined me, were filled with worry and anxiety. Then she turned to Selena and said, 

“Selena, I’m certainly grateful that you helped Lev with his training… but I wish you would stop putting him in danger. Please.”

Selena frowned. 

“…Yeriel Artina. Are you saying this is my fault?”

“…I heard in the pre-lecture for the selection test. You were the one who suggested training to Lev first… right, Selena…?”

“…So what? What’s your relationship with Lev that you can talk to me like that?”

“…I’m his dormitory prefect…?”

Selena sneered slightly, 

“Well, that’s the extent of your relationship with Lev, isn’t it?”

“…….”

-Crackle!

At that single remark, sparks of magical energy erupted from Yeriel.

-Whoosh…

Selena, not to be outdone, began to gather wind energy. As the atmosphere grew tense, I quickly intervened.

“Both of you, stop.”

I grabbed Yeriel’s wrist and pulled her towards me. 

“Yeriel, I’m sorry for worrying you. About what happened today… I’ll tell you later when we get back.”

“Okay…”

“Selena, let’s talk tomorrow. Please understand.”

“…Alright.”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

As Selena boarded the transit train again, and Yeriel and I walked back to Seraphi Dormitory, Yeriel remained silent, perhaps still upset.

When we arrived at the dormitory lobby, we found a note from Aria saying that she would be late due to emergency practice and divine training.

‘I’ll have to make up an excuse.’

“Let’s go to my room first.”

“…”

I led her to my room to explain everything. And as soon as we entered,

“Lev…”

“Yeah?”

-Snap.

“Huh?”

It was instantaneous. With a single snap of her fingers, my body was bound as if frozen.


Notice


[Level 7 Magic Seal]

Magic Resistance Failed!





‘Level 7 seal…? Already…?’

It was funny to think about this in this situation, but… the Elixir of Immortality seemed to be working as intended…

“Ye… Yeriel?”

-Thud.

Ignoring my question, Yeriel effortlessly pushed me onto the bed.

“Um…?”

With her slender body, she smoothly climbed on top of me, straddling me. Then she leaned in close and started sniffing my chest.

“Lev smells like Selena… it’s been bothering me…!”

“…”

“What did you do with Selena today?”

“Uh…?”

-Sweep.

Yeriel put a hair tie in her mouth and skillfully tied her hair back. Then, she coolly ran her hand down my chest.

“Archery training doesn’t involve direct physical contact, right…? Since you use a bow…!”

“…”

“Right, right… but how… can you smell like this?”

“…”

She was talking to herself, and there was no way out.

-Crackle!

Just then, the black magic around her started sparking more intensely.

‘This is… it.’

I immediately used my Demon Eye.



📜 Character Information 📜





Yeriel Artina (Possessed State)

▶ Average Status

› 5.7 (7.7)

▶ Specializations

› Circle Magic (7)

▶ Unique Traits
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› Element (Lv.7)

› Spirit Magic (Lv.7)





‘Ah.’

As expected, Fallen Angel Transformation had progressed to Stage 3.

‘If it reaches Stage 4, it’s completely over…’

Since her status was ‘possessed,’ Yeriel’s desires were currently abnormally amplified. Just like I acted out of control due to the aftereffects of Demonization, she wasn’t in her right mind either.

I attempted a futile persuasion. 

“Yeriel, listen to me first. Okay?”

“It can’t be helped… Lev is kind to everyone… so he’s popular…!”

“Yeriel…?”

“Even if this happens over and over, I should just understand… right…?”

Wrong. She wasn’t listening to me at all.

“Selena was right… my relationship with Lev is only through the dormitory…”

Tears began to well up in Yeriel’s dull eyes.

“So, I’m not going to give up anymore… I won’t…”

-Click. Click.

She started unbuttoning my shirt one by one.

“Yeriel… seriously!”

“Lev always teased me… saying I always have dirty thoughts… and he’s mischievous…”

“……”

And Yeriel leaned in and whispered in my ear,

-You know…? Lev, you were right.

-!

-I… I’ve been having dirty thoughts…

Then she looked up, avoiding my gaze, and asked, 

“Lev, are you… not interested in that kind of thing…?”

Even in Fallen Angel mode, she was incredibly shy. The gap between her actions and her demeanor was so large that she seemed almost cute…

‘Sigh…’

How had I endured until now? I couldn’t take it anymore, so I forced my eyes shut and kept my mouth closed. If I said I liked her now, I might really cross the line.

When I remained silent, she stopped moving. And then…

-Drip.

Droplets fell onto my stomach. ‘?’

I cautiously opened my eyes to see Yeriel wiping her eyes with her hands, sobbing.

“I, I’m really a bad person… aren’t I…?”

“…”

“…I’m sorry… sorry… Lev…”

“…”

With those words,

-Thump.

Yeriel collapsed into my arms as if fainting.

.

.

.

I gently laid Yeriel on my bed and took a shower. This was probably her first time reaching Stage 3 of Fallen Angel Transformation. 

The black magic and pure magic power had intertwined, fortunately(?) causing an overclocking effect.

-Snore…

“……”

Drying my hair, I looked at Yeriel sleeping soundly, and my heart ached. She was too kind, like a blank canvas… She would help others without hesitation, but…

-Yeah! I’m fine.

She was a girl who always suppressed her own feelings. And now, because of the Fallen Angel curse, Yeriel was forced to confront her emotions…

“When she comes to her senses… will she feel guilty for what she did…?”

It was certainly a fitting curse. 

Even in the fan fiction, when Yeriel realized that her feelings for Edwin were the key to Fallen Angel Transformation, there was a narrative where she tried to seal herself away somewhere no one could find her, saying,

-Edwin can only move forward… if I’m gone…! So…

This was due to her personality, which abhorred causing harm or being a burden to others more than anything. Considering this, there couldn’t be a more cruel curse for Yeriel.

“By the way, this is… dangerous…”

For now, Yeriel’s stats had increased dramatically in her Fallen Angel state. And her obsession with me seemed to have intensified… 

One thing I didn’t know was that the black magic emanating from Yeriel resonated with the black magic within me, threatening to trigger something within me to go berserk.

‘Sigh.’

I could clearly pinpoint the main cause of this potential outburst. As someone with demonic power, I felt a strong sexual attraction and impulse towards Yeriel in her Fallen Angel form.

‘I feel like I’m going crazy…’

Even now, Yeriel’s collarbone was exposed in a way that was far too defenseless. I desperately suppressed my instincts with reason and covered her with a blanket.

-!

Then, Yeriel’s hand reached out from under the blanket and grabbed my arm. 

“Lev… don’t hate me…”

…Even in her sleep, she was apologizing to me.

“…I won’t be getting any sleep tonight.”

If this situation happened again… I didn’t know how I would react.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

At the same time.

A girl stood in front of a dormitory room door with a nameplate that read “Lev Denec,” lost in thought.



Aria, upon returning to Seraphi Dormitory after emergency practice and divine training, sensed faint traces of black magic. 

The wavelength seemed to originate from Lev Denec’s room, so she had rushed over.

However, the absence of Yeriel, the dormitory prefect, stimulated her imagination in an unpleasant direction. 

‘No way… could it be…? Yeriel…’

Aria debated whether to knock or burst in to catch them in the act…

‘…It could be an emergency.’

She resolutely turned the doorknob.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Somewhere in the abyss, where Marcosias’s 5th Legion was located, in the underworld of Pandemonium.

“Great Marcosias…! This matter must not be taken lightly!”

“…Silence.”

“…!”

Darian had disappeared.

‘Have you forgotten the grace I bestowed upon you, Darian?’

He wasn’t sure if demons were capable of trust, but Marcosias held Darian in high regard. She had carried out his orders without hesitation until now.

“Hmm…”

But she had vanished without a trace. He had merely ordered her to bring a single human man.

Marcosias knew that Darian didn’t have much time left to live. If she had died before fulfilling the demon contract, her soul, and the power he had lent her, should have returned to him. 

But nothing had happened. Her consciousness… still lingered somewhere.

Marcosias could only conclude that Darian had planned a way to avoid the risks of the demon contract.

“Did you dare hide a dagger… or…”

It meant that the human man must have had a hand in it. Was that human truly capable of annihilating the 14th Order?

-Rumble!

Marcosias rose from his chair. His enormous frame seemed to almost touch the ceiling of the palace.

-Oooooh!!

-Great one…

The surrounding demons bowed their heads. It was rare for him to rise from his seat. 

It would have been a comical sight to an outsider… but the atmosphere was heavy with the pressure emanating from Marcosias.

“I shall go greet him.”

“…!”

“If there are creatures aiding him… find out who they are, without exception.”

“As you command!”

With that, Marcosias cracked his neck and grinned. That man had touched a subordinate of a great demon, something he shouldn’t have done. 

Then he would repay him in kind. Every single person around him.

.

.

.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-Click.

When Aria opened the door to Lev’s room, she was met with darkness. The cold air from the hallway began to mix with the warm, humid air inside. The scent of two people… tickled Aria’s nose.

“Mr. Lev…?”

At Aria’s cautious question, Lev, who had been sitting on the bed, started to approach her. 

“!”

As her eyes adjusted to the darkness, Aria could make out Lev’s form. His upper body was bare. He seemed to have just showered, as a pleasant scent and moisture clung to him.

“…”

Even though Lev was standing right in front of her, the blanket on his bed was still raised. The prefect of Seraphi Dormitory, Yeriel, must be under there.

At this shocking scene, Aria’s pupils, reflecting her conservative values, began to tremble violently.

“Ah…?”

Her body froze. Like when she felt Andras’s presence, she had witnessed a private moment between two people that she shouldn’t have seen.

“…Sorry…”

As Aria tried to escape into the hallway,

-Grab!

Lev followed her out and grabbed her wrist. 

“Wait, let’s talk.”

Once again, an inexplicable moisture blurred her vision.

‘Why… me…!’

The memory of her whispering “I like you” several times in her room while thinking of Lev flashed through her mind. 

Ever since she met Lev Denec, her emotions had been in constant turmoil. 

It was embarrassing. She wanted to erase it all if she could. She resented herself for having such delusions based on the fact that he had merely agreed to help her with her revenge.

‘He clearly knew…!’

She was a fool. Yeriel held Lev’s affections. She had thought she was ahead.

As always, his voice was calm and even, 

“It’s a misunderstanding…”

His voice, which usually soothed her, was clearly… a lie this time. Why would a young man and woman be in the same bed? Especially when the man was freshly showered and naked.

“…I’m sure it is.”

Sharp words escaped Aria’s lips.

“I apologize for entering your room without knocking. But… it would have been nice… if you had given me a warning.”

“…”

“I’m… a fool… so when Mr. Lev acts like that towards me… I start having delusions.”

“…Aria. It’s not what you think.”

“I…it’s okay. You don’t have to say that…”

“…”

“I’m sorry, but no one would believe it after seeing this…”

That was when it happened.

-!

Lev’s form pressed against Aria, who had been backed against the wall. And his head lowered slowly.

-!!!

…Their lips met.

Aria’s eyes widened for a moment, then slowly closed.

-…

Even though it was clearly her first time, the ash-gray-haired man skillfully led her. Warm, soft… a feeling of floating and warmth spreading through her body. 

Unfamiliar sensations washed over her, and she gasped for breath. She felt herself becoming intoxicated by his pheromones as they shared saliva, but the lingering scent of Yeriel… taunted her.

And she wanted to claim him. She, Aria Bluebell, wanted to envelop him, to cover all the thoughts he had about her.

-…

Only the sound of their kiss echoed for a while in the silent hallway.

.

.

.

“Haa…”

Even though it wasn’t long, Aria’s eyes were completely unfocused. And as his face slowly pulled away, Aria realized that his large hands had been inside her waistband, and all over her back.

‘…’

She had done it. She was already drenched, both mentally and physically, by him. Lev flicked the hook of Aria’s taut underwear with his index finger and lowered his head again. 

“!”

She squeezed her eyes shut, but this time, it was different. His lips were at her ear, and he whispered, 

“…Shall we go to your room?”

“…!”

Aria’s body tensed. So that was just the prelude. She wanted to follow him right away and experience it again, just once more. 

She had been so clumsy; she felt she could do better next time.

But… Aria had just returned from practice at the academy. She was sweaty… what if she smelled…? And her underwear… what kind was she… wearing…

.

.

.

‘…What am I doing?’

Like a devout priestess, her reason quickly returned. Above all, the scent of Yeriel clinging to him appealed to Aria’s sense of propriety. 

Lev’s slightly lowered head, his hair, brushed against her.

“…I like you, Aria… truly.”

“…”

-Slide.

Aria gently removed Lev’s hand from her body. Looking up at his eyes, she declared with an impassive expression, 

“…Mr. Lev…”

“…”

“…You’re the worst.”

“…Sorry.”

With that, Aria returned to her own room.

.

.

.
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After seeing Aria off… and returning to my room… I woke up as morning arrived, perhaps because I had slept uncomfortably in the chair, or perhaps because I had started training early recently.

‘It’s warm.’

I was covered with a blanket. And Yeriel, sitting on the edge of the bed, was watching me. She hesitated, then cautiously spoke.

“Lev… I’m sorry…”

“What is there to be sorry about?”

“You know. I really… just waited for Lev… but… I don’t remember what happened yesterday……”

Seeing her shrink back anxiously, I gently pulled her arm. 

“Come here.”

“Lev…?”

I sat her down on my lap and covered us with the blanket.

“Wh, what are you doing…! Lev…!”

“Just stay like this for a moment.”

Her warm body calmed me.

-…

Our anxieties seemed to cancel each other out. Yeriel asked in a trembling voice, 

“…Did… something happen to my body…?”

“Probably not.”

“Then, could it be…! Did I accidentally drink alcohol…?”

Her wild guesses were cute. I brushed her messy hair and said, 

“Yeriel, it’s alright.”

“…Did I… do something wrong to Lev yesterday…?”

“No, not really. Nothing happened.”

“Then why was I sleeping in your room?”

“…”

You pounced on me.

I swallowed the words.

“What, Lev… are you trying to tease me again…?”

“I’m not teasing you anymore.”

“…Huh?”

As if disappointed by my words, Yeriel turned to look at me. Her innocent eyes sparkled as if begging to be devoured.

-Ding.
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Fortunately, Fallen Angel Transformation had decreased by one stage. Captivated by her beauty, I replied, 

“…Because I feel bad.”

“…Why do you feel bad, Lev…? Sorry, I must have said something yesterday…!”

“Well… if you must know… Yeriel did define our relationship as dormitory prefect and dormitory student.”

“Huh…? Ah… I did??”

Unsure why she had said such a thing, or perhaps because she couldn’t refute it, she immediately became dejected, her gaze falling to the floor.

I smiled faintly and replied, 

“I don’t think of it that way.”

“…!”

At my words, Yeriel’s gaze returned to meet mine.

“R, really…?”

“Yes.”

“Th, then…? Lev…! What do you think…?”

“Well… before that, Yeriel, can I ask you a favor?”

“Yes? What is it?”

“The selection test is in a few days, right? Please take care of Aria.”

“Okay.”

“…We had a bit of a fight.”

“Alright.”

Yeriel turned completely and started fixing my bangs.

“Lev, you should apologize.”

“…Me?”

“Yes. Sweet Aria wouldn’t have done anything wrong.”

I had thought she would always take my side.

“…You’re right.”

“That’s right, Lev. You’re a good person.”

I wasn’t that good of a person. Seeing her smile made me feel even more guilty about what I had done to Aria.

“Ah, my answer to your question from earlier…”

“…?!”

“It might be the same as how Yeriel feels about me.”

With that, I stood up and,

“…Eh????! W, wait!”

wrapped Yeriel in the blanket.

“Lev…?…!”

Then I gently placed her back on the bed. 

“Get some more rest. I’ll go down and prepare breakfast.”

I quickly retreated downstairs to the first floor of Seraphi Dormitory.

.

.

.
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Seraphi Dormitory pantry. I slumped to the floor. If it hadn’t been for Aria’s sudden appearance, I might have completely lost control with Yeriel while she was asleep.

-…Mr. Lev… you’re the worst.

And she was right. I had known about their feelings for me… yet I had deliberately ignored them, letting the situation escalate to this point. 

I had been duly punished for the sin of carelessly teasing Yeriel, who always accommodated me.

I wanted to care for her and watch over her more… but because of what I had done to Aria, I couldn’t bear to look at Yeriel’s face. If this precarious relationship continued…

‘I’ll be sunk…’

I might cross a point of no return. Well, considering what would happen in Chapter 4, this ambiguous relationship between the three of us would come to an end.

.

.

.

‘…This is driving me crazy.’

Even as I picked out ingredients, it kept replaying in my head.

-…Mr. Lev… you’re the worst.

Aria’s tearful words echoed in my ears. I had done something unforgivable to her.

‘I wish she had yelled at me more.’

I had even stolen a kiss from her, aggressively pushing forward, out of fear that she might notice the black magic emanating from Yeriel. 

If Aria started suspecting Yeriel of having black magic as well… it would disrupt the unity of Edwin’s party.

‘Am I… any different from Kaelan…’

The main heroines all shared one thing in common: they considered the original Lev Denec’s style, in other words, a playboy like Kaelan, to be the worst…

It couldn’t be helped.

In fact, considering what Aria would soon have to do for me… it would be better for her to hate me, to think of me as trash.

Chapter 4, the Hero Candidate Selection Test.

The last chapter before the appearance of the ally from Chapter 5, Saintess Psyche…



The clue to removing Yeriel’s Fallen Angel curse, the completion of Aria’s revenge against Andras…

and the way for me to return to my original world…

were all here.

I didn’t want to put Yeriel and Aria, the two I cared for, in danger any longer. So… if I sacrificed myself, I just had to endure this one last time.

The last card I needed to achieve all of this had also come into my hand yesterday.

-Ding.



NOTICE





▶ Confirmed Reward

▶ Optional Reward





Having come this far, there was no turning back. The day I would confess everything to them… would come soon.

‘…It’ll be hard to be understood.’

I opened the reward window to check the abilities I had inherited from Darian.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Reincarnation Academy Chapter 4. 

The Hero Candidate Selection Test. While the event’s theme was island survival and adventure, it was, of course, not going to be peaceful. 

Due to the meddling of Kaelan Heath and the Auxiliary Magic Department Head, Macleod Heisman, a demonic power stone would be activated. 

This would act as a demonic portal, turning the island into a hellish landscape. 

It could be said that this chapter marked the point where Kaelan became able to copy and wield demonic power, and Crow Fey firmly shifted his allegiance to the demons.

Of course, looking at this alone… one might think the subsequent story would be completely dominated by the demons, but that wasn’t the case. 

In Chapter 5, following this arc, a powerful ally… the former war hero, Saintess Psyche, would enroll in the academy. She was officially listed as missing in action, but… the setting was that she had been reincarnated through the power of divinity. 

Thus, the story went that she enrolled in Clarice in disguise to keep Yelody in check. The reason Selena, Yeriel, and Aria remained safe, despite incurring Kaelan’s wrath… was thanks to her.

In other words, in this world with its hyper-inflated power levels and extreme difficulty… Chapter 4 was the final hurdle for the main heroines I cared about. 

After this, it would be Kaelan’s one-man show, and Psyche would protect them.

But now that Darian had transferred her power to me… Marcosias would definitely come after me. This was inevitable, especially because of Kaelan. 

Since I had changed the original story, I didn’t want to put the heroines I cared about in danger. 

Therefore, if I used the method I had in mind, there was a chance of victory, but… considering the worst-case scenario, I might not remain in this world.

.

.

.

Time flew by, and the day of the selection test arrived. 

Since there was no direct portal from the magic tower to Mystic Island, we traveled to a nearby tower and then took a boat to the island.

I opened my status window to double-check the skills I inherited from Darian.

-Ding.



📜 Skill Information 📜





▶ Blessing of the Dark Elf, Darian

› Increases the maximum wind energy of wind archery by 200. If the target can wield black magic, all stats increase by 0.5 to 1.0.

*If the character doesn’t possess wind archery skills, a randomly selected stat increases by an additional 1.0.

▶ Fourth Style Wind Curve Shot (Active) (General Skill)

› Guidance – Wind is not meant to be calculated, but overcome. When using wind archery, consumes additional wind energy to grant a guaranteed hit effect. (Toggle skill)

*Due to the contract with Ariel, the wind energy consumed decreases, and damage increases significantly.

▶ Snipe (Common Trait)

› Fixes accuracy to 100% for archer-type attacks.
 Critical hit rate and damage increase proportionally to the character’s agility. Increases the range and vision at which the character can perceive enemies when aiming from a distance, and slightly decreases the chance of enemies detecting the character.





Thanks to Darian’s blessing, my stats were boosted, and I even acquired a new wind archery skill without clearing Trial 4. 

The final skill, the Fifth Style Pinnacle of Wind Archery… hadn’t appeared even in the live server, so it was likely unlocked by fulfilling specific conditions or through a combination skill.

-Rumble!!!

The surroundings grew dark, as if we had entered another world.

-Oh, dark clouds…? What’s this?

-The atmosphere suddenly changed.

Soon, the ship arrived at a small dock on Mystic Island. Thick fog shrouded the area, obscuring the island’s landscape from view. 

The only place we could discern our location was… the beach, our starting point. And in the distance, the Valley of Death, blazing red like a volcano on a high plateau, loomed ominously.

-Wow, is this for real…?

-I heard there used to be a village here.

-How can anyone live here…?

-Idiot? That’s why everyone evacuated.

The students disembarked one by one in an orderly fashion. Lily, with her hand on her hip, approached me.

“Lev, today, or rather, lately, something feels strange…”

“…What?”

“Lily senses something suspicious. Lately, Lev feels different than usual.”

“…That’s impossible. I’m counting on you today. Lily, you’re a valuable asset to our party.”

“Yeah! Just trust me!”

As I patted Lily’s cone-shaped hat, I thought, ‘It’s showing, I guess.’

I wasn’t sure how the past few days had passed. No words had been exchanged between Aria and me. 

Yeriel, observing this, seemed to sense that it wasn’t a simple quarrel and silently supported me.

-I’ll prepare dinner at Lev’s place today…!

-Oh, okay.

-…Thank you for your effort.

We communicated with minimal conversation and focused on our individual training… until the day of the test arrived.

As I checked our party members, Instructor Bella’s magically amplified voice echoed from the front.

“Now, a warm welcome to all of you participating in the Hero Candidate Selection Test. I’ll skip the tedious explanations you’ve heard countless times. As soon as your party check-in is complete, you’ll move out immediately.”

Bella pointed her chin towards the depths of the island and concluded her explanation. 

“We’ll distribute the necessary equipment and supplies for the adventure now. The quantities are ample, so stay in line. And when you’re ready after waiting, we’ll send a signal with a magic flare from the center. Consider that the start of the test.”

-Whoosh…

The magical pressure here was already quite heavy.

-Ugh… Urgh…!

While it was nothing compared to Pandemonium, quite a few students were already retching, likely a combination of seasickness and the magical pressure.

“You all look eager to enter that forest teeming with monsters. Don’t worry. This time, there are not only illusory monsters but real ones too.”

At that gruesome explanation, tension filled everyone’s faces. 

Heroes… were warriors who had to fight in the deepest, most dangerous places, not just the front lines. Naturally, this stage was for those skilled enough to protect their own lives.

As Bella finished her explanation and intimidation tactics, I checked on Edwin next to me. His face was stiff, unlike usual. 

He seemed to be looking straight ahead, trying his best to avoid looking at Abelline and Melissa.

‘You must have a lot on your mind too.’

Sadly, Edwin grew stronger each time Kaelan stole a heroine from him. So, as I requested… he must have overheard the conversation between Kaelan, Melissa, and Abelline. 

To prevent the frustrating situations caused by Edwin’s naivety and blind trust, as seen in the original story, it was necessary to clearly distinguish friend from foe beforehand. 

Even though I had only told him the truth, not manipulated him, I felt a pang of guilt.

“Are you alright?”

I casually asked.

“…Huh? Yeah! I’m fine…! Lev, aren’t you the one who’s nervous?” 

He forced a smile.

“…Nervous… I am, quite a bit.”

“Eh? You, Lev?”

“Yeah.”

“Don’t worry…! Just… trust me, okay?”

His confident expression was clearly forced.

As the students received their supplies for camping and minimal food and drinks, it was finally our turn.

“Next! Edwin Gwynne’s group!”

“Let’s go, everyone!”

“Okay.”

“Just trust Lily…!”

“Yes.”

Starting with Edwin’s energetic voice, Lily and Yeriel walked towards Bella in turn. And Aria, who was in front of me, stopped briefly as she followed.

“……”

It wasn’t déjà vu. I remembered. It was like this during the first selection test too. She slightly turned her head and looked at me.

-……

Unlike back then, Aria’s gaze was clear and direct. Sad eyes, asking if I had anything to say to her. When I remained silent, she simply said, 

“…Let’s go.”

Still blue… those azure eyes. Even if she knew I was entangled in her revenge… would she still show me those clear, lake-colored eyes?

‘It won’t be easy.’

The Spring of Souls skill I obtained after defeating Bune was essential for exploiting Marcosias’s gimmick…



📜 Skill Information 📜





▶ Spring of Souls [ Lv.None] (Passive)

› Upon receiving fatal damage, revives at a pre-designated mana spring.

* The state after revival is determined by the size of the remaining ‘vessel’.

* Revival location can only be designated within Pandemonium.

* Usable once.

*Acquisition Difficulty: Very Difficult





Like any great demon’s skill, it came with a significant penalty: it could only be used in Pandemonium. 

Even if I died and revived, I would revive in Pandemonium… and the chances of returning alive from there were slim. 

In other words, in the worst-case scenario, as soon as I completed Aria’s revenge quest… I might have to immediately use the ‘Game Over’ reward. 

Then I would completely disappear from this narrative.

Let’s assume I managed to barely suppress Kaelan and Marcosias and return to my original world. Unlike the original story, Edwin would be awakened by the Black Dragon’s essence and Melissa and Abelline’s actions. 

Selena would have learned wind archery, Yeriel would have grown with the Elixir of Immortality, 

Lily would walk the righteous path of a summoner, and finally, Aria… would awaken after completing her revenge against Andras… Even if the worst came to pass, at least they would be prepared.

‘Even a veteran player would cry.’

Of course, I didn’t want to run away so pathetically… Since I had already become trash, I wanted to take responsibility like a veteran player, endure it until the end, and get thoroughly scolded by Yeriel and Aria.

‘There’s just one last variable…’

The reward skill for maximizing Luck to 5.0.

-Ding!



📜 Skill Information 📜





▶ Luck (Max) – Dice of Fate

› In situations where fate is tested, guarantees the number desired by the caster.

› Allows the user to choose the outcome of a probability event. 

* Usable once.





The Dice of Fate, a skill that would create one last probability variable in a critical situation.

If I used this one-time skill at the optimal timing, a single route to overcome all adverse conditions… would open.

But the key to this was… Aria.



⚙ System Notification ⚙





▶ Supporting Character Quest

› Main Event ???

› Mission Objective
 As a supporting character, you know the answer. Help the healer, ‘Aria Bluebell,’ with her revenge.

› Aria Bluebell’s Revenge
 Defeating Andras with her own hands.

› Reward
 Aria’s Awakening, ‘Game Over‘ activation 
(upon reaching MAX level of the Fundamental Gamer Trait)

Time Remaining: 81 hours 19 minutes 22 seconds (countdown starts upon quest pop-up)





I had to complete this quest.



‘The Courage to be Disliked… huh.’

If Aria knew that I would disappear the moment she achieved her revenge… could she kill me? Absolutely not. Aria’s feelings for me were genuine.

-Swish… Splash…!

Dark waves scattered across the gray sandy beach. And so, listening to the sound of the waves, we simply exchanged gazes for a while.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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-Bang!

The magic flare exploded, signaling the start of the selection test, and the eager students all rushed into the first area, the forest. 

The goal of the test was to reach the 4th and 5th areas, the Valley of Death and the ruins of the magic tower, but ultimately, it was a relative evaluation based on points. 

Points corresponding to each monster, named monster, or boss defeated were recorded on a magic tool carried by the party leader.

Of course, exploring the island freely during this process was left to the students’ discretion. Additional points and supplies hidden by the academy could be found throughout the island. 

Since higher-level areas yielded more points, quickly moving to the deeper parts of the island was key to maximizing points within the time limit.

The five members of the party with the highest score would be reported to each council and become Hero candidates, and this standard also partially applied to the second and third-placed parties.

And Group 11, Edwin’s party, was also traversing the forest, keeping pace with the leaders. Aria Bluebell, the girl positioned right in front of Lev Denec, the rearguard of this party, recalled the events of last night.

-Shall we go to your room?

-I like you, Aria… truly.

‘The Mr. Lev I know…’

While focusing on the selection test was her top priority,

‘Before we left… I thought he would apologize.’

Aria had been waiting for his apology since their long exchange of gazes a while ago, no, even before that. When Lev stole her first kiss and she returned to her room alone that night…

‘Bad person… you’re bad… so bad…!’

Holding back tears, she had sworn not to speak to him again. But now, things were different. They were comrades who had to face this test together, and she couldn’t avoid him forever.

So she had decided that if he sincerely apologized, she would reluctantly accept it.

But he,

the one right behind her…

hadn’t said a word to her.

However, it wasn’t complete disregard either.

-I’ll carry that…!

-Grab.

-…

Whenever the path became rough, he would take the luggage Aria was supposed to carry… and he always made sure to clear the area around her so she could cast magic without interruption.

Then,

“Aria, barrier.”

His low voice, which had been playing out in her imagination, came from behind.

“…Yes?”

When Aria snapped out of her thoughts and returned to reality, it was already too late. A monster ambushed them. The battle had begun.

“Aria, snap out of it! Barrier!”

Edwin, the party leader, gave another order.

“Y…Yes!”

Just as Aria tried to focus,

-Growl!!

Wolf-like monsters with spiky black flames manes lunged at Aria all at once. 

“Ugh!!”

The moment she squeezed her eyes shut,

-Swish!

-Thud!

-Growl!

Lev, his expression unchanged, swiftly threw a dagger to force one back, and with another dagger held in reverse grip, he pierced the neck of the remaining one.

-Kyargh!

However, perhaps it was the leader with the violet mane, it didn’t die from a single blow.

-Crunch!

It bit Lev’s hand, but he only frowned slightly, then

-Stab…!

-Gasp…

finished it off.

-Thud.

“Are you two alright?!”

“Lev…! Aria!”

Edwin and Yeriel, who had been at the front, finished off the remaining monsters and rushed over.

“I’m fine.”

“I’m… alright.”

She had been lost in thought and failed to perform her duties as a healer. Because of that, Lev, who was at the very back, was injured.

“Even though it’s the early stages, please focus! Even Lily is working hard.”

“Lily’s right. Aria is our only healer. We’ll do our best to protect you, but…”

“I’m sorry, everyone.”

“…”

Lev, as if it was nothing, simply took out a bandage and wrapped it around his hand. Seeing this, Aria cautiously approached him.

“Let me heal that…!”

“Conserve your divine power for now, we don’t know what will happen. Let’s do it all at once when we set up camp.”

“Okay…”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

When we reached a stream in the forest,

-Ding!

A magically amplified voice echoed.

 -Group 3. Judging further progress impossible, we’ll be waiting here. Please send a guardian to this location.



Just a few hours after the test began, the first eliminated group, as determined by the student council, was announced.

“Already?”

“Group 3 started quite early… they were in the lead, so they must have had a lot of battles.”

Listening silently, I stopped the party as we came across a large rock.

“Let’s make this our base camp for today.”

Lily and Edwin, who were in charge of the middle and vanguard respectively, asked me simultaneously, 

“Huh? Lily isn’t tired yet!”

“Um… Lev… isn’t it too early to set up camp already?”

I slowly explained to the four of them, 

“From the 2nd area, the reed field, the atmospheric magic pressure gets denser. Since we’ll need to rest for a long time anyway, it’s better to set up here at the edge of the 1st area and prepare as much as possible.”

Thankfully, they all listened to me quietly.

“Besides, this is your first time spending a night outdoors, right?”

“That’s right, Lily’s excited!”

“Indeed.”

“So you need to get used to it. Darkness falls quickly in the forest, and we need extra time today to allocate roles.”

“Roles?”

Yeriel answered Edwin’s question this time.

“He’s talking about assigning cooking duty, watch duty, and setting up a resting space, which is also a lot of work.”

“Yohoho!”

Lily nodded vigorously and said, puffing out her chest, 

“As expected of Lev! This Lily didn’t choose him for nothing!”

I brushed the fallen leaves off her oversized training clothes and said, 

“Edwin, from now on, search this area. Just check for any dangers. And the four of us will split into two groups for cooking and setting up tents.”

“Okay!”

“Got it.”

.

.

.

“So it’s like this.”

As a result of drawing lots, Yeriel and Lily were in charge of cooking, and Aria and I were in charge of setting up the tents.

“I’ll make some light but filling dishes…!”

“Mmm… Lily wants to be with Lev…”

“Now, now, don’t be like that, Lily…! I’m counting on you!”

“Okay~”

Yeriel gave me a bright smile and disappeared with Lily. It felt like she was telling me to talk to Aria and make up.

-Thump… Thump!

As I silently started clearing the ground for the tents, Aria approached me.

“Your hand, please.”

“Ah, it’s okay. Conserve your divine power…”

“Please.”

At her cold tone, I held out my hand. Aria flinched slightly, then gently touched my hand.

-Whoosh.

There was a slight tremor in Aria’s hand as she cast the healing spell.

Soon, the healing was complete.

“Thank you.”

At my words of gratitude, Aria slightly raised her head. 

“I won’t be distracted from now on and will keep watch.”

“Yes, keep an eye on me with all your might.”

“Not keep an eye on you, but keep watch… I was the one who was distracted and failed to fulfill my duty.”

As I nodded and turned away, Aria, seemingly wanting to continue the conversation, followed closely beside me.

-Thump! Thump!

“You said… you would help me get revenge, right?”

“Yes, I did.”

“So, I’m just helping you by preventing any problems. As a party member. It doesn’t mean anything else.”

“As expected, Aria is kind.”

“…”

At my muttered compliment… she stopped moving.

“…Is that all?”

“…?”

“What Mr. Lev has to say to me.”

“…”

“…I see.”

Aria slightly clenched her fists and continued, 

“The Mr. Lev I know, the Mr. Lev I’ve come to like…! isn’t like this…”

“…”

“Are you trying to distance yourself from me because of Yeriel? If that’s the case, you can tell me comfortably! Just being comrades with Mr. Lev is enough…!”

Why was she so kind?

“So please stop acting so mean, like someone I would dislike…”

“Aria.”

“…?”

“Your feelings of revenge towards Andras… are genuine, right?”

“…Yes?”

“I know it’s shameless, but will you promise me something?”

“What…?”

“If we encounter Andras, that you’ll finish him off completely, so he can’t revive.”

“I don’t understand what you’re trying to say…”

“Please, do it with your own hands.”

Aria avoided my gaze and spoke anxiously, 

“…W, why are you suddenly saying this to me?”

“…Please.”

“If you don’t tell me the reason… I can’t promise you.”

“……”

Aria’s expression was firm.

Now… there was no other way.



📜 Skill Information 📜





▶ Prelude to Resurrection [Lv.None] (Common Trait)

› Upon successful revival, randomly steals one skill from the target who killed you.


* Usable once





‘The resurrected soul of [Crimson Ash]… spreads its fiery wings for a greater leap…’

-Hero, Krune





› Acquisition Difficulty: Slightly Difficult





This was the only way to deal with Marcosias. And the only way to save everyone was for me to die by her hand. There was no other way.

.

.

.





Time Remaining: 66 hours 30 minutes 14 seconds (countdown starts upon quest pop-up)





I forced my tightly closed mouth open. 

“Aria, this might be hard to believe, but please hear me out.”

“…?”



I covered my eyes and forehead with my hand and confessed, 

“…The Great Demon Andras is dead.”

“…Yes…?”

I spoke in a trembling voice, appealing only to the truth.

“Because I… killed him.”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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“Because I… killed him.”

-Murmur…

Only the sound of the stream flowing could be heard. Silence followed. At Lev Denec’s confession, Aria stared at him as if she couldn’t comprehend, then finally spoke.

“I’m sorry. I don’t understand… what… are you saying? How could you… why Andras?”

“Because I killed him, I inherited his abilities. That’s why I can wield black magic…”

“…Wait, wait a moment.”

Aria also understood the concept of inherited abilities. When a war hero died, their abilities were passed on to someone. 

In fact, Clarice Academy had many students who had inherited the abilities of war heroes or successors.

But to inherit the power of a demon, not a hero or warrior?

‘No, that’s not possible.’

It was unheard of. Aria had never read about such a thing in any book. Rubbing her forehead, she considered it one last time. 

Lev Denec… had killed the object of her hatred, the source of her long-standing resentment, and inherited his power.

“…Ha.”

A small, disbelieving laugh escaped her lips. Aria knew better than anyone how strong Andras was. 

He had completely destroyed her village in a single night, before dawn even broke. It had been a truly horrific sight.

To begin with, now that the war between demons had subsided, encountering a great demon within the Empire wasn’t easy. 

The appearance of the Great Demon Bune at the academy during the festival was an unprecedented and shocking event.

And Lev Denec… she wasn’t sure about him now, but hadn’t he just been a noble’s son? 

He had only recently started to stand out as an archer. A great demon was someone even the four war heroes couldn’t guarantee victory against.

It didn’t make sense. It couldn’t be true. Aria desperately denied it. Or perhaps, she didn’t want to doubt him.

The fact that Lev Denec could wield black magic… that he had changed from a third-rate delinquent… she had buried those thoughts deep down and decided not to dwell on them. 

Ultimately, Aria didn’t think Lev Denec was a bad person.

‘You’re…’

Therefore, Aria could only reach one conclusion about this situation.

‘You’re trying to push me away.’

Lev had promised Aria revenge against Andras. It was perhaps the last string connecting them, the final link.

‘Are you… trying to sever even this?’

At the cruel reality of having no further connection with him, Aria’s vision blurred.

“Mr. Lev… aren’t you… taking this joke a bit too far?”

“Aria.”

“Andras is the demon who took away my loved ones… and you know that…!”

“…”

“And even though you know that! You’re pushing me away… by even mentioning him…”

“…”

“You’re really mean…! So mean!”

-Tap… Tap.

Aria weakly hit his chest. Of course, there was no force behind her fists.

-Slide.

As Lev approached the crumbling Aria, she remembered asking him if he was a good person before the dungeon investigation practicum.

-Mr. Lev, are you a good person?

And his answer had been…

-Well. I just act according to what I’m drawn to.

That’s what he had said. If his kindness until now hadn’t been genuine… if she had been mistaken…

‘…You’re too cruel.’

The first truth: She had come to like him.

The second truth: He wielded black magic.

The third truth: He had been acting coldly towards her recently.

The fourth truth: He was connected to Andras.

These four truths clashed chaotically, forcing Aria’s mouth open.

“Mr. Lev… you, the one I like…!”

“Aria, I know this is hard to believe, but…”

“It’s… chilling. The you I believed in… was a worse person than I thought. That night too, surely…”

“…Wait.”

“…?”

What came out of his mouth wasn’t an apology, nor a denial. Just a plea to wait… a plea to trust him once more. His hand grasped Aria’s wrist.

“Wait, Aria.”

“!”

For some reason, Lev’s touch felt repulsive. She regretted having been toyed with, and regretted having believed in him so readily.

“It’s fine. Please let go of me!”

“!”

Aria roughly shook off his hand as if it were covered in filth. 

“…You don’t need to help me with my revenge anymore. I’ll take care of it myself… so don’t pretend to be friendly anymore…”

Just then,

“Are you two… fighting?”

Edwin, the jade-eyed boy, appeared from between the bushes. As Lev released Aria’s sleeve, she stood up and straightened her clothes.

“We just had a slight disagreement about setting up the tent.”

“Oh, really? How is it different…”

“That’s all.”

As Aria cut him off, Edwin spoke in surprise, 

“That’s unusual. There are times when you and Lev disagree.”

“…”

“Well, yeah. Everyone agrees with Lev’s opinions, and I do too. Like during the selection test, just listening to Lev…”

“…Excuse me for a moment.”

With that, Aria walked away.

“Huh? Did I say something wrong?”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Group 6, Kaelan’s party, reached the center of the reed field, the 2nd area. Unlike other parties, they had only three members, so they were able to advance here quickly.

Amidst the golden hues of the setting sun, Kaelan unfolded a note delivered by a carrier pigeon.


  

 Group 11. Edwin Gwynne, he’s a concern.

Eliminate him before he’s selected as a Hero candidate.

P.S.: Use this when he’s alone.





There was more than just a note. There was also an unfamiliar magic tool, about the size of his palm.

“What an arbitrary woman.”

Kaelan crumpled the note and put it in his pocket. There was no sender, but he had a good idea who it was from. 

Probably an order from Yellody Latasia. Judging by the neat handwriting and tone, it seemed like someone else had written it for her.

That woman was a demon. Crow Fey was cooperating with her, pretending not to know. He didn’t know why a demon would help a mere human like him. 

But it was thanks to Crow Fey and Yellody Latasia that Kaelan was able to accept demonic power and remove the mysterious curse.

‘It’s annoying, but I have to follow her like a dog for now.’

When he fully recovered his power and obtained the power of a great demon, no, a Demon Lord… then it wouldn’t be too late to betray her.

-Huff… huff!

He heard rough breathing behind him. 

“Kaelan, you’re too fast… can’t you slow down a bit?”

“Well. It seems like Melissa is too slow.”

“That’s right…! Physical training is a basic requirement for a student…!”

“…!”

Seeing Abelline’s smugness, Melissa sighed deeply.

‘Sigh…’

Who was to blame for this? This muscle-brained knight wouldn’t understand how difficult it was for her to act nonchalant, knowing that Edwin was participating in this selection test.

When Melissa, who had been glaring at Abelline, turned her head back towards Kaelan, he was wearing a rather frightening expression.

“Ka…elan?”

“Indeed. You couldn’t get the Elixir of Immortality, you couldn’t clear Trial 3, you were demoted to Rank A… you can’t even keep up… Abelline, did we even have a single battle on our way here?”

“I swear on my honor as a knight, not a single one.”

“!”

It was true that no monsters had attacked them. The reason was simple. Generally, demons didn’t attack each other.

‘Oh no!’

Melissa, unaware of this fact, felt a great sense of threat. At this rate… she would be abandoned. Abandoned once again.

She approached Kaelan and grabbed his sleeve. 

“S, sorry! Kaelan, I won’t pretend to be tired anymore. Let’s go faster?!”

Kaelan grinned and patted Melissa’s buttocks. 

“Oof!”

Who would dare treat a princess like this? But Melissa only blushed momentarily and remained silent. Kaelan was the party leader. 

If he expelled her, Melissa would be immediately disqualified from the selection test. Public opinion of her was already unfavorable. 

If she didn’t perform well in the selection test on top of all this, there would be no bright future for her, having defied opposition to participate with Kaelan.

“It’s fine. Melissa is a mage.”

“…”

“But I clearly told you, didn’t I? That you would do as I say.”

“Huh? Yes. I’ll listen to whatever you say, Kaelan.”

Kaelan handed a high-grade scroll inscribed with a magic formula to the hesitant Melissa. 

“Huh?”

“Activate it.”

“But you can do this too, Kae…”

“Sigh. You do it.”

“Okay! Got it!”

As Melissa touched the scroll, the entire paper flashed as if the letters were igniting.

‘This must be hard to find and expensive…’

While the activation seemed simple, she couldn’t decipher the runic script at all, probably because it was written in an ancient style.

Melissa’s curiosity didn’t last long.

“Wait…! Ugh…!”

She felt incredibly dizzy. She felt like she was going to collapse.

‘If I collapse here!’

.

.

.

When she came to her senses, she was fine. 

“Huh…?”

In front of her was Abelline, looking sullen, and Kaelan, still smiling. 

“Melissa, we’re connected now.”

“Connected?”

“Yes.”

“Connected to Kaelan…”

Those words reassured Melissa. The lingering dizziness didn’t matter. She wouldn’t be abandoned. Not until this connection was broken.

“M, me too…!”

“Abelline, next time.”

“…Ah, alright.”

“Good. Then let’s make this our base camp for today.”

“Okay!”

“Understood!”

-……

Abelline and Melissa, who had answered enthusiastically, stared blankly at Kaelan.

‘These sheltered bitches.’

Kaelan rubbed his brow bone with his palm and said, 

“What are you two doing?”

“Huh?”

“Sir Kaelan…?”

“We’re staying here tonight.”

As Melissa and Abelline looked at each other, 10 seconds of silence passed. Melissa made the first move. 

“Ah, I’ll… I’ll cook! Abelline, you prepare the sleeping arrangements.”

“I was going to do that even if you didn’t ask…!”

With that, the two began busily unpacking.

-Grind.

‘They’re like dogs.’

If only he hadn’t lost to Edwin, he might have lured Selena, Lily, and perhaps even Aria Bluebell into his party.



‘Well, it’s fine if I think of them as pets, right?’

Those two idiots wouldn’t even dream that the spell from earlier had the effect of offering their life force to him.

‘Well, when I become a Hero, Selena, Aria, or any other bitch will follow me anyway.’

All that remained was to fulfill Great Demon Marcosias’s demands. Ultimately, he would be the only one from this test to become a Hero candidate. 

Wasn’t the one who laughed last the true victor?

Looking at the two bustling about, Kaelan smirked.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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The stars twinkled in the indigo sky. 

Starlight fragmented on the flowing stream. 

We had filled our bellies with Yeriel’s meat stew and were now facing the first night of the selection test.

-Crackle…

I was keeping watch, glancing at the campfire from time to time. 

My shift was long over… but it didn’t matter. 

I wasn’t sleepy, and I had an important task to do soon.

‘I knew this would happen.’

Andras’s annihilation was Aria Bluebell’s deepest desire. 

And unfortunately, there was no way for me to prove that I had killed him. 

Saying that I was able to defeat Andras because of my Gamer trait… was like saying,

‘I’m actually a psychic. Believe me.’

in my original world. 

It was a setting that was difficult to accept. 

It was natural for her to be unable to fully trust me at this point. 

Moreover, Aria’s past memories were a kind of trauma, and she seemed to think I had played a cruel joke on her.

But I hadn’t been unaware of this possibility. 

The misunderstanding would be cleared up soon.

‘If it’s Aria…’

I had hurt her deeply, but to face Marcosias, I needed to reveal some things to her.

Just then, Edwin quietly emerged from his tent and sat next to me. 

“Lev… wasn’t it my turn? Why didn’t you wake me…”

“Shh.”

“Ah, sorry.”

I patted his shoulder and said, 

“I need to use the restroom, or rather, take care of something.”

“Oh, okay. It’s my turn anyway.”

.

.

.

I immediately used [Wind Art – Shortening] and dashed to the outskirts of the island. 

The magic lamps I bought in the Imperial City flickered.

-Whoosh!!!

The sea breeze from the fog-laden ocean blew against me. 

Everything that brushed past my body felt refreshing.

[Wind Art – Shortening], obtained in response to Bune’s teleportation ability, had a more remarkable effect on mobility than I had imagined. 

I used this speed to climb a high cliff, lay flat on the ground, and aimed at the gray sandy area.

‘It should be around here.’

I felt like a sniper from a movie.

-Ding.





› Activated

Snipe (Trait)

› Aggro

0





But it was literally like that. 

With the Snipe trait, I received a clairvoyance effect. 

I could secure a clear view up to the 2nd area, the reed field, despite the darkness and fog of Mystic Island.

‘Is it around there?’

A campfire flickered in the darkness, and Abelline, the blonde woman, was yawning as she switched watch duty with Kaelan. 

Kaelan pretended to sit near the campfire, then stood up as soon as Abelline was out of sight.

‘I can’t resist using Shadow Kill.’

I wanted to shoot that red target, Kaelan. 

But today wasn’t the time. 

It would be less troublesome when he became a demon.

‘He’s lucky.’

That arrogant bastard wouldn’t stay up for Melissa and Abelline.

-Miss Lily, if Sir Kaelan sees the map I drew… ha…

-Hic…! So… sorry… Lily, I couldn’t even go to the restroom because I was staying up all night like Kaelan told me… hic…

Even in the fan fiction, he made Lily, who loved to sleep, stay up all night, causing trouble.

He glanced around and then stepped deeper into the reed field. 

He was probably preparing to communicate with Marcosias.

Recalling the events of this episode, Kaelan would take the selection test with the overwhelming advantage of support from Yellody, Crow fey, and the Heisman family. 

Here, at dawn on the second day, in other words, around now, he would receive instructions from Marcosias.

The instructions were to manipulate the dimensional gate to connect the 2nd and 4th areas, enter the Valley of Death ahead of everyone else, and reactivate the ruined magic tower there to prove his loyalty.

‘…I wish I could confirm it here.’

Just then, a figure began to appear from the magic tool Kaelan was holding, like a small hologram.

-Ding!

Along with the status window notification, my prediction was correct.



📜 CHARACTER INFORMATION 📜





35th-Marcosias

▶ SS-Rank Great Demon

▶ Great Demon, Boss

▶ Danger Level 

› ?????

▶ Characteristics 

› 35th ranked Great Demon
› breathes fire
› primary ability is petrification

▶ Encounter with Boss 

› You can preview the patterns!

▶ Details Available 

※ Warning: Party play is recommended when engaging in combat with current stats





“Good.”

Ignoring the warning once again, I quickly selected ‘Details.’

-Ding.



📜 35th-MARCOSIAS 📜





Skills (Passive)

▶ Great Demon – Physical

› Greatly increases stamina, agility, and strength

› Can exceed stat limits by up to 50%

▶ Great Demon’s Majesty 

› Can acquire three additional unique traits

▶ Absolute Majesty 

› Marcosias is immune to non-damaging effect skills (curses, magic)

▶ Great Demon – Spring of Souls  

› Upon receiving fatal damage, revives in a pre-designated abyss of hell. 

› Effect triggers even when killed by Execution or Demon Slaying attacks, but revives with lower health. 

› Usable once

※ Currently designated location: Marcosias’s 5th Legion





Skills (Active)

▶ Magic Pressure 

› Inflicts Grogy status on creatures within a certain radius using the Great Demon’s black magic

* Resistable with Level 7 or higher Stun Resistance, Curse Resistance, or Divinity trait

▶ Wide-Area Designation – Eruption  

› Breathes inextinguishable black flames

› Inflicts one stack of Inferno on targets

› Four stacks activate Wide-Area Designation – Solidify

▶ Wide-Area Designation – Solidify 

› Petrifies all enemies with four or more stacks of Inferno

› Level 8 Curse

▶ Wide-Area Designation – Rupture 

› Causes petrified targets with four or more additional stacks of Inferno to explode

▶ Marcosias’s Authority – Curse of Subjugation (Ultimate Skill)

› Subjugates a designated target

› Unremovable skill

* This skill can only be used in Pandemonium, the Abyss, the Depths, or near a Black Magic Tower

* Subjugated targets obey the caster’s commands

* Usable once every 30 days

▶ Marcosias’s Authority – Transformation (Ultimate Skill)

› Can transform using demonic power

* Human Form: Can use Speech, Chant, Contract, and Termination magic. Greatly increases magic power, mana, mental strength, and perception

*  Archangel Form: Skill power decreases, but gains the Divinity trait. 
(Shares health with Human Form.)

*  Beast Form: Greatly increases agility, strength, and stamina. Reduces the number of Inferno stacks required for petrification.

›  Marcosias does not share health between Human and Beast Forms





Special Conditions

▶ Enraged

› Enrages when Beast Form’s HP falls below 30%

▶ Weakened 

›  Marcosias is immune to debuffs. However, as a monstrous Great Demon, he is vulnerable in one-on-one combat





‘Here we go again.’

A truly monstrous skillset, befitting a self-insert great demon. 

The interesting thing was that Kaelan would later pull off an unexpected move against this monster. 

He would use his ‘Copy’ trait on Marcosias in an attempt to steal his ultimate skill,





 Marcosias’s Authority – Curse of Subjugation





The Curse of Subjugation. 

The cause of Darian’s, the elf who distrusted humans, easy corruption. 

But a great demon wouldn’t be so easily manipulated.

Marcosias’s unique passive skill,





▶ Absolute Majesty

› Marcosias is immune to non-damaging effect skills

* curses and magic





would effortlessly nullify Kaelan’s Copy. 

This meant that while ordinary attack skills could damage him, curse-type skills that targeted a specific individual, regardless of their proficiency level, would never work on Marcosias. 

It was a disgusting skill.

‘I can’t steal it even with my Prelude to Resurrection.’

Considering Kaelan’s precedent, it would be the same for me. 

I couldn’t directly steal his skills. 

In any case, Marcosias, impressed by Kaelan’s audacity, would find him amusing and spare his life.

‘As long as he has that skill… there will definitely be casualties.’

Even if I could somehow manage to counter his other skills and gimmicks, the Subjugation skill was unavoidable. 

It meant that someone had to become his servant.

‘……’

To prevent harm to everyone… I had to…

‘steal that skill.’

Just as I was steeling my resolve,

-Ding.





‘Aria Bluebell’s’ Surveillance Level on ‘Lev Denec’

 5  +





“…!”

It had been a while. 

Since she decided to trust me, Aria hadn’t used a surveillance spell on me even once. 

But why? 

This status window, indicating that she was watching me…



Ironically… 

felt like she was choosing to trust me once more.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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The long night of the first day of the selection exam. 

Clouds drifted across the moonlit sky. And below, a strong wind blew through the reed field.

-Rustle

—swoosh.

The sound of the wind brushing against the reeds resembled the crashing of waves. It carried an eerie feeling, as if foreshadowing a major event. 

Amidst this, the red-haired man, Kaelan Heath, deactivated the magic tool in his hand and muttered, 

“So, you’re not going to show your true form after all.”

He had only glimpsed Marcosias’s true form once, when he first activated the magic tool. 

The communication that followed was merely a display of the seal’s power and an intimidation tactic, meant to convey that it carried the Great Demon’s command. 

The being Kaelan actually communicated with was one of Marcosias’s subordinates.

“Well, I’ve said all I needed to say.” 

At least he’d been able to convey his own demands, which would have been awkward to address directly to the Great Demon. 

The self-proclaimed strategist, who insisted on formalities with every word, had been rather amusing.

Kaelan looked around. It was peaceful. But…

‘Tomorrow, this place will become a living hell.’

Release the monsters in Area 2 to divert the creatures’ attention. Leave immediately and carry out the instructions.

“Interesting.” 

As he suspected, he was the only aspiring hero in this batch.

Entering his tent, he kicked hard at the support post of Abelline and Melissa’s tent.

-Thud.

-Clatter!

“Wake up.” 

His words, colder than the dawn air, roused Melissa and Abelline.

“Wh-What is it?! Oh, it’s your turn, Miss Melissa. I definitely went right before you.”

“Hmm…? Already my turn…? Ah! Coming!” 

She scrambled up, checking her clothes.

“Wait, sorry Kaelan. Let me just…”

“Tsk, who’s going to see…?”

“…Huh?”

“Forget it. Just hurry up.”

“Okay.”

Observing her flustered state, Kaelan thought, 

‘Easy women are boring. I need… them.’

Yeriel Artina and Aria Bluebell. The two women who only had eyes for that Lev Denec.

‘But Lev Denec, you took what was mine, didn’t you?’ 

If he could have those two women, what kind of despair would he see on the faces of Lev Denec and Edwin Gwynne?

“So, you’re saying I shouldn’t be sad?”

“Huh? Kaelan? Did you call me?”

“…Sigh.”

“S-Sorry…”

Hoping the pristine white cloth remained untouched by his hands, he thought,

‘The Curse of Obedience… if I can just manipulate that Marcosias…’ 

Kaelan imagined the amusing future that awaited.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

“That creature knows nothing of the world! For the next situation, we must instill more manners!”

“That madman is out of control! This goes beyond disrespecting the demon race; it’s mocking Pandemonium itself!”

Marcosias’s subordinates found it difficult to accept Kaelan Heath’s casual tone, considering their standing.

“Silence. Enough.”

-!! 

Marcosias quelled their outrage with a look and a sharp gesture.

“You fools. The manner in which a mere pawn speaks is irrelevant. A discarded piece, whether made of wood or stone, only needs to bear a useful inscription.”

… His words silenced them. 

Marcosias himself, before his fall, was a Virtue Angel, albeit of the lowest order. 

Among the Great Demons, he wasn’t particularly concerned with the traditions of Pandemonium. He only had the bigger picture in mind.

Mystic Island’s location was on the fringes of the Empire. Once established as a demonic stronghold, it would become a crucial strategic point in the future. 

However, the Hero krun had partially purified Mystic Island, placing it effectively in human hands. Just being on the island weakened demons, more so than fighting in Pandemonium. 

Therefore, reactivating the magic tower to restore it as a demonic territory and opening the dimensional gate was their destiny.

So far, things had unfolded rather interestingly. A traitor had emerged from among the creatures. Regillus, the appointed knight commander, had formed a guild called Crow Fey and begun cooperating with them. 

To gain Marcosias’s trust, they proposed two things:

Assist in diverting Clarice’s attention from the current situation.

Put forward a suitable candidate, Kaelan Heath, to actively attempt the reactivation of the Hell Magic Tower.

Unlike the pure-blooded demon Yellody Latasia, Kaelan Heath was a half-demon. He possessed an unnecessarily large capacity, comparable to krun, making him the ideal candidate to withstand the tower’s power.

“Great One, do you intend to grant Kaelan Heath’s request?”

“Hmm.” 

The half-demon, aware of his own value, had responded arrogantly and even made a request of his own:

There’s a group in the cadet party, Group 11, Edwin Gwynne and Lev Denec. These two took everything I had. I intend to take my revenge. If I cause them significant trouble… would you, Lord Marcosias, personally back me up?

“Lev Denec… was it?” 

The human archer Darian mentioned, the one who wielded the same power as her. This was no coincidence. There was something about that seemingly unremarkable human.

Just then, a demon stepped forward. 

“Great One, I have completed the investigation into Lev Denec’s associates.”

“Speak.” 

The Great Demon wouldn’t normally concern himself with a few mere humans. 

However, Lev Denec had taken Darian, Marcosias’s subordinate, and as he’d just heard, also what belonged to Kaelan. Death would be too merciful a punishment.

“He has two daughters of the revered war hero, one creature who purified the Fallen Angel Tobiel, and a priestess with holy powers as his close associates.”

“How cute. Does he dream of becoming a hero with that group?”

“Indeed.” 

Complacency was dangerous. While they were currently as weak as insects, if left unchecked, they would grow into a nuisance and eventually become a threat. Marcosias made a swift decision.

“This is the perfect opportunity. I will manifest on Mystic Island myself. Until then, any actions beyond my direct orders are forbidden.”

“As you command.” 

He would seize Mystic Island and eliminate those budding sprouts. Marcosias smirked and continued, 

“And inform Yellody Latasia. Concentrate the monsters and prevent even a single one from entering the depths of the island.”

“As you command.”

All preparations were complete. He would strike when Clarice’s foolish humans gathered in one place.

‘I wonder how the daughters of the war hero will taste…’ 

He, Marcosias, would personally carry out the slaughter, selecting promising individuals as his eternal servants.

‘They had better endure longer than Darian. Hahaha…!’ 

Marcosias’s laughter echoed longer than usual.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-Trickle, trickle. 

By the time I returned to our party’s base after gathering information on Marcosias, Yeriel, a snow-white maiden who shone even in the darkness, sat by the campfire.

“You’re finally back…!” 

She seemed drowsy but brightened up when she saw me, offering a complex smile.

-Snore!

-! 

After briefly exchanging glances with Yeriel at Edwin’s snoring, I quietly sat beside her and asked, 

“Were you waiting for me?”

“…No. It’s not Lev’s turn anyway.” 

She stared into the fire for a while before turning to me. 

“…Aren’t you tired? Shouldn’t you get some more sleep?”

“I’m fine. But… you’re not asking where I’ve been.”

“It’s okay. Lev kept my secret, so I’ll keep yours.”

“…!”

“I know, you know? Something happened to me, right? Like that demon appearing in the Seraphi Dormitory as Lord Umberto on the day of Lev’s ranking match.” 

She looked back at the fire and confessed, 

“Before Lev arrived, that demon said something. He said there’s an interesting curse on me. Something demons covet… and desire.”

I silently took her hand. There was no particular reason. If I had to give one, it was because I felt like she might disappear.

“And it’s related to Lev.”

“…”

“I remember that night now, too. Lev distanced himself from Aria to protect my secret, didn’t he?” 

I recalled Yeriel’s character profile, which I hadn’t paid much attention to.

Insight and empathy. And devotion. I had acted aggressively towards Aria to cover up the fact that she sensed dark magic from Yeriel, but… I didn’t want to be comforted like this. 

This wasn’t something that could be glossed over with positive interpretations. It was I who had been using their feelings. I spoke softly, trying to keep my emotions in check.

“Yeriel, I’m not a good person. I’ve wronged Aria in a way that might be unforgivable…”

“Lev. Stop.”

“…?”

“I’ve never thought of you as a bad person, you know? You’ve always saved me whenever I was in danger… If you keep saying that, it makes me really sad.” 

She took both my hands and turned to face me fully.

“And… it’s not just Lev’s fault about Aria either.”

“That’s…!”

“Actually, I’m really bad too, you know? When Aria confessed to Lev, I was so relieved when she said she didn’t expect an answer… So please don’t be sad alone…”

“…Yeriel.”

“Also, the fact that Lev kissed Aria… it’s kind of…”

“!”

“Because of me… Uh… oh…?”

-…… 

A brief silence fell. My heart sank as I asked, 

“You… saw?”

“Yes, I’m sorry…”

“No, I’m the one who should be sorry…” 

If she saw that, then she must have also heard… my awful words.

“That’s right. Lev was more forward than me.”

“…!” 

I was startled by Yeriel’s agreement and stared into her eyes. She giggled playfully.

“Just kidding.”

“…Yeriel…”

“Come on…! Lev always teases me.”

“I apologize.” 

When Yeriel puffed out her cheeks adorably, I immediately apologized.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

-Crackle, crackle. 

Silence returned, and the campfire felt warmer than before.

“Lev.” 

Yeriel called my name softly.

“Yes?”

“Do you like me?”

“…Yes.”

“What about Aria?”

“I like her.”

“Wow, Lev is really greedy…”

“Sorry.”

“Then tell me you like me.”

“Huh? Now…?”

“Yes. It’s a punishment for being a playboy.” 

What kind of punishment was this? I didn’t understand the logic, but… I had no choice.

“I like you, Yeriel.”

“Hmm. So this is what it feels like…” 

She nodded, looking at the campfire, then added another instruction.

“Is there anything else…?”

Perhaps it was the warmth of the fire, or the sight of Yeriel’s flushed cheeks and her beautiful profile, but I found myself saying, as if in a trance, 

“Let’s date, Yeriel.”

“…” 

Yeriel seemed to ponder my words, as if dissatisfied, then replied, 

“I refuse.”

“…?!”



“Get Aria’s forgiveness first.”

“…”

“And properly answer her confession…! Then I’ll think about it…!”

“…Wait, does that mean…”

-Rustle. 

We couldn’t continue the conversation.

Kiss. 

Yeriel kissed my cheek, then shyly took my lips.

-Trickle, trickle.

Moonlight still shimmered on the stream… The night was too short to learn everything about her.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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The second day of the selection exam arrived, and as noon passed, most parties were making their way through the golden reed fields of Area 2. 

The vast land shimmered under the blazing sun.

“I’m dying.”

“The demonic pressure in the atmosphere is so thick…”

For some reason, Area 2 had significantly fewer monsters than Area 1, but the increased demonic pressure had the cadets wilting from what felt like heatstroke.

“Dylan… I seriously…”

“Give up, and you die, Raymond.”

Two men, relying on each other. Dylan, the spearman, and Raymond, the shield knight, both S-rank, had formed a party. 

Due to their injuries and being first-years, they hadn’t been able to find a suitable party.

And just a few days prior, the mysterious woman walking gracefully ahead of them had extended a hand.

“Hey, hey. That senior doesn’t even seem tired.”

“Don’t you know? She was the student council president. Well, I heard she didn’t make it to chairperson.”

“But why did she suddenly shut herself away in her dorm room?”

“Who knows? Rumor has it, it was a man.”

“Juniors?”

-Glance.

“What are you talking about without me?”

-!! 

Turning to face them was a woman with long, black hair and an alluring voice. Adorned with red ribbons on either side of her head. A second-year from the Magic Department, Liris Larochelle.

“Oh, it’s nothing. We were just admiring your stamina, being from the Magic Department and all. Haha!”

“Hmm? This much?”

“This much… you say?” 

Liris tapped her finger on her lips thoughtfully. The atmospheric pressure was a bit bothersome, but… it was nothing compared to the training she received from Lev Denec.

“Junior Lev… my master…” 

She felt like she could even endure that pain now. Ignoring Raymond and Dylan’s gazes, Liris licked her fingertip and thought,

 ‘Even if left alone for too long… a dog will break its leash to see its master.’

Her only goal was Lev Denec. It was too much. He only sought her out when he needed her, then left her alone.

‘Someone more intense than Kaelan…’

Anyway, thanks to her,

“Hey, you two. Hurry up.”

“Yes!”

“…Yes.”

Even Gailon Shaftie, the elf archer who wanted to show Selena his improved skills, had joined Dylan’s party. 

Since their reputation within the school wasn’t the best, they couldn’t secure a healer, so they compensated by buying a large supply of health potions from Hazel, recently hailed as the academy’s top alchemist.

Just then, Gailon, the sharp-eyed archer, muttered while looking ahead, 

“What’s going on over there?”

“What? What is it?”

“Everyone’s gathered up ahead.”

Cadets were clustered at the spot Gailon pointed to. 

To reach Area 3, the wasteland, they had to descend a slope at the end of the reed field and cross a large bridge spanning a massive cliff. Even with a crowd, there shouldn’t be a queue to cross the bridge.

“Did the bridge collapse or something?”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

As Dylan’s party approached the bridge, they were met with an unbelievable sight.

…

‘What should we do?’

‘We have to kill it to cross.’

‘Isn’t this part of the exam?’

A three-headed hellhound, a massive Cerberus, stood guard at the bridge, flanked by a pack of wolf monsters that should have been in the Area 1 forest.

“This is messed up.”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Meanwhile, panic ensued at Clarice Academy as they suddenly lost contact with Areas 2, 3, and 4.

“I-Interference from the monster’s magic wavelength! Communication doesn’t work near that Cerberus!”

“How many personnel can be mobilized immediately?”

“Only the twelve intermediate guardians dispatched as the advance team and the student council cadets from each department…”

‘There’s no way to defeat that monster without the war hero…’ 

Twelve intermediate guardians weren’t nearly enough to handle a monster directly under Pandemonium’s command.

While student council chairpersons like Violet D’Crescent, Yellody Latasia, and Macleod Heisman possessed skills surpassing even high-ranking guardians, they were still students. 

They lacked experience, so expecting them to handle this was unrealistic. Intervening prematurely would only worsen the situation.

“What are you doing? Contact someone, anyone! We need to rescue the cadets, even if it means deploying the war hero!”

“Yes, sir!”

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

“I-I’ve relayed the order to mobilize everyone in Area 0, leaving only the minimum personnel, but it will take about twelve hours…! Support from the Empire will take days…!”

-Smack!

“Are you bragging?!” 

Bella slammed a wad of paper she was holding against the man’s forehead.

‘Damn it…! If someone provokes it, and it starts rampaging…!’ 

If the demonic barrier, a characteristic of high-ranking monsters, activated, the rescue would take even longer.

Gnash. 

What was this mess, right after her promotion from assistant instructor to instructor? The cadets on Mystic Island all came from prestigious families. 

Bella wasn’t worried about them simply being from wealthy families. If anything untoward happened, the families would exert immense pressure on the academy. 

The fact that these cadets had applied for the aspiring hero selection exam proved they possessed considerable potential to fight demons… Losing these elite cadets would be a disaster, spelling doom for Clarice’s future, and the Empire’s.

In times like these, certain individuals came to Bella’s mind.

‘Senior Sylvester, and Professor McClone… what should I do?!’ 

Where had they gone at such a crucial moment?

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Morning came too soon. Despite spending the entire night with Yeriel, she refused to leave my side.

Yeriel, Aria and Edwin will be waking up soon.

‘…Lev, you playboy. You naughty playboy.’

…… Even while preparing breakfast, she would glance at me and puff out her cheeks. A happy moment amidst a precarious situation.

‘She was cute, but… I couldn’t face Aria.’

As afternoon arrived, shattering the dreamlike dawn, I couldn’t bring myself to look at Yeriel or Aria. I felt especially guilty towards Aria.

‘Aria, here’s some water!’

‘Thank you, Yeriel.’ 

Thankfully, Yeriel was taking good care of Aria as I’d asked, and they didn’t seem awkward around each other when I wasn’t around. 

And since our party had recovered well in Area 1, we easily overtook other groups in Area 2. But this smooth sailing didn’t last long.

‘What the…’

At the passage between Area 2 and 3, a monstrous Cerberus awaited us.

-Growl! 

The Cerberus, with its jet-black mane and body, let out a small burp.

Oh my god!

-Eek!

Most of the cadets flinched and stumbled back. As we’d learned at the academy, Cerberus was a monster that guarded the gates of hell. 

Its presence here was beyond absurd. Fortunately, despite acknowledging our presence, it remained motionless.

‘It must have been ordered to guard the bridge.’ 

It seemed it wouldn’t initiate combat unless we entered its territory.

What should we do? Shouldn’t we ask the academy?

I’m trying to send a signal, but it’s suddenly dead.

How are we supposed to kill something that big…?

Well, maybe overcoming this trial is part of the exam?

It’s not moving, after all.

‘No.’ 

This was definitely not part of Reincarnated Hero. In the original story, there were no major events until Area 4, the Valley of Death.

Edwin, who had been asking other cadets about the situation, sighed and approached me. 

“Apparently, the advance parties are also waiting here. I heard Group 6 hasn’t arrived yet…”

“Group 6…” 

That was Kaelan, Melissa, and Abelline’s group. That confirmed it.

“Lev, what should we do?”

“Wait a moment.” 

I interrupted Edwin and activated my Demon Eye on the monster.

Ding.



📜 Character Information 📜





Hell’s Three-Headed Dog – Sawtooth, Bladetooth, Irontooth

› A+ Rank Monster 
(Weak Sanctuary, Overlapping Weakened State due to Teleportation Spell)

› Wolf-type, Monster

› Danger Level: ???

› Characteristics: Cerberus, Three Heads, Teleported by Yellody Latasia

› Boss Encounter!: Preview patterns available!

› Details Available

 ⚠ Additional Weakening Duration: 16 hours ⚠





Judging by the boss status window, this was the real deal, not an illusion. Yellody Latasia. She was starting to show her claws.

In Reincarnated Hero, Cerberus was an S-rank monster. Currently, it was weakened to A+ due to the field penalty and Yelodi’s spell. 

And as I’d learned from previous monster battles, monster-type strategies inevitably resulted in casualties, either through patterns or gimmicks.

‘So, they sent Kaelan in first and are using this to distract everyone while he reactivates the magic tower.’ 

Judging by the gimmick that weakened the Cerberus over time, this was just a stalling tactic. They hadn’t anticipated the cadets defeating it.

The demons’ plan was obvious. Since demons were inherently stronger than humans, they preferred straightforward fights. 

Due to their weakness in sanctuaries, they would only reveal themselves after creating their own domain, by corrupting sacred grounds, establishing dark colonies, or constructing demonic barriers.

‘Hmm.’ 

As I was pondering how to exploit this,

“Everyone…! A-Are we just going to stand around like this?” 

A timid-sounding man suddenly spoke up.

“O-Our party is going to try taking it down. Any other p-parties want to join?”



Navy blue hair, an ordinary face, and glasses. I recognized him. The man who recently proposed to Yeriel’s family, the Artinas. A character intentionally designed by the author to be frustrating…

‘E-Edwin, please…! Just this once…! You have everything!’

‘Yeriel! Look at me! If you don’t, I-I’ll die! W-We were engaged! You should perish along with me, your husband!’

‘Kaelan!! Actually, I’m o-on your side!’

‘I’m s-stronger than my brother? So you’re mine! Mine!’

Nikolseta Heisman. One of the characters I needed to eliminate. He hindered the protagonists’ growth by constantly causing trouble and later became a half-demon, serving as Crow Fey’s lackey.

“We m-might get a lot of points?!”

‘…Bingo.’ 

The man famous for his trollish clichés had just raised his own death flag.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Nikolseta Heisman. 

The fourth son of the Heisman family, which had amassed great wealth through the sale of emotion and enhancement scrolls. 

He was currently enrolled at Clarice Academy along with his older brother, Macleod Heisman, the third son and chairperson of the Auxiliary Magic Department.

From a young age, Nikolseta lived a life of constant comparison to his brothers.

‘Tsk, tsk. If only you were half as good as your brothers…’

‘Don’t even think about it. You should be grateful if you can even cling to the family’s coattails.’

-……

It wasn’t that he lacked talent. Nikolseta was more interested in general combat magic than the auxiliary magic that amplified mana, which was his family’s specialty. 

Forced to study auxiliary magic due to family expectations, his will to learn was completely crushed, leaving him unable to keep up with his brothers. 

And at some point, that feeling turned into an inferiority complex.

At first, cadets approached him because of his Heisman family background, but they all left once they realized he was all bark and no bite. 

And now, his engagement with the Artina family had been broken off.

‘Why me? You all like my family… So why?!’ 

All he had left was the unearned wealth of his family and an inexplicable jealousy.

‘But… this time… it’s different!’ 

An opportunity had presented itself.

“Hello~ junior~friend.”

“Senior Yellody…?” 

Yellody Latasia, a senior from the Magic Department whom he had admired, had sought him out. She was a member of Crow Fey, a guild comprised of the most skilled individuals. 

Her request was simple.

“It’s really simple~ during the selection exam… Nikolseta? Just take the lead in attacking the monster at the bridge in Area 3, and that’s it~”

“…What?”

She instructed him to incite the cadets and initiate a battle with the three-headed dog—Cerberus.

“If you succeed~ Regillus will invite you to join the guild!”

“R-Really?”

“Yes! Plus, I can personally tutor you in magic, one-on-one. But you have to keep it a secret~.”

It was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. To carry out her instructions, he had spent a fortune recruiting second-year cadets weeks in advance. 

Admittedly, seeing the Cerberus in person was terrifying; it was even stronger than he imagined. But it was fine.

‘In case of danger~ drink this~.’ 

He had an enhancement scroll, perfect for a quick escape, and a secret elixir from Yelodi.

‘I-I’ll definitely… succeed…’

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Back at the selection exam, between Areas 2 and 3, at the bridge.

“A-Anyone?!”

… Nikolseta Heisman’s call was met with silence. The massive Cerberus, though dormant, exuded a menacing aura.

“We’ve reported to the academy. Shouldn’t we wait for their response?” 

One of the second-year cadets suggested to Nikolseta, breaking the uncomfortable silence.

“He’s right. It looks too dangerous…”

“It’s only the second day. Waiting won’t affect the exam.”

“I agree.” Several others, finding his words reasonable, voiced their agreement.

“Ha…!” 

But Nikolseta wasn’t giving up.

“Are you all c-chickening out?” 

He rummaged through his bag, pulled out a scroll, and held it up for everyone to see.

“?”

“Looks like an enchantment scroll.”

“How much is that worth?” 

Custom-made enchantment scrolls from the Heisman family were expensive consumables. Crafting them took days, even weeks, and while their effects were potent, they only lasted for minutes. 

A quick power boost, but not very cost-effective.

Nikolseta made a drastic offer. 

“I-I’ll give these to anyone who helps me… as many as they need!”

Murmurs. The crowd stirred.

“Hmm… if we have a raiding party of twenty or more, I’ll help.”

“Me too. The academy must have scouted ahead. There’s no way a real monster would be out in the open like that.”

A few confident second-years stepped forward. And then,

“Everyone! Calm down…! Doesn’t this situation seem strange…?”

All eyes turned to the voice. Yeriel Artina, a maiden dressed in white. Someone Nikolseta had admired from afar and considered his potential fiancée, though they’d never spoken. 

He had used his family’s influence to arrange an engagement with the Artina family, but… they’d refused. He’d heard that Yeriel Artina herself had voiced her disapproval.

“The communication blackout might be because of the monster. I doubt the school intended for this to happen…” 

Yeriel’s words sparked a discussion among the cadets.

“…She’s right. The student council will be here soon, so waiting might be a good idea.”

“Yeah… there’s no way communication would suddenly cut out. What if there’s an accident?”

“Yeriel Artina. She’s the top student in the second year. We should probably listen to her…”

Grind…

‘Yeriel Artina… That failing family with a widowed head!’ 

Nikolseta gritted his teeth and approached her, frustrated that things weren’t going his way.

“Wh-What do you know?! If you’re scared, just don’t come!”

“!”

“S-Set an example… as the top student!” 

As he aggressively stepped towards her,

“Pathetic. Truly pathetic.”

“…?” 

A man with ash-gray hair blocked his path.

“Someone who couldn’t even speak to her at the academy resorting to using his family’s influence.”

-Whispers.

Lev Denec. His words caused a stir among the cadets.

What’s he talking about?

Who knows? 

And then, Nikolseta remembered.

That annoying pretty boy. The one lurking around Yeriel lately. As the whispers grew louder, shame and anger consumed Nikolseta.

“Get o-out of my way! You half-baked noble who got kicked out of his own family!”

He tried to shove past Lev, but…

-Thud!

-Crash!

“…What are you doing?” 

Despite the forceful shove, Lev didn’t budge. Nikolseta, however, ended up sprawled on the ground.

‘Y-You…! You got to A-rank by luck!’ 

It was a predictable outcome. A student from the Auxiliary Magic Department was unlikely to have undergone rigorous physical training.

“What? He’s that weak, and he wants to fight…?”

“Forget it. Let’s go.”

“I’m already tired from the demonic pressure. Let’s just rest.”

“W-Wait…!”

“Sorry, we’re out. The others aren’t keen on it either, and it seems more dangerous than we thought.”

“We’ll return the money when we get back to the academy.”

“No wonder the reward was so high…”

“…” 

With even his bribed party members abandoning him, the situation was resolved.

Shudder. 

He was utterly humiliated. Then, Nikolseta started laughing, his shoulders shaking.

“Hehehe. Ahahahaha…”

It didn’t matter. He realized he could do it alone.

‘I-I’ll… kill you all…’

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Meanwhile, at the 5th Legion, where Marcosias resided.

“Great One, Kaelan Heath is approaching the sealing stone.”

“Good. What about the other matter?”

“Lady Yellody has summoned the gatekeeper monster. Though slightly weakened, even five of the creatures’ war heroes would struggle to defeat it.”

“Are you certain?”

“Absolutely. The Cerberus is a type of monster the creatures have never encountered. With its regeneration rate, any half-hearted attacks will only result in a war of attrition that favors us.”

“I see. And if they fail…”

“I will offer my insignificant soul.” 

Marcosias smiled, seeing his subordinate’s unwavering confidence. It wouldn’t be long. Once Mystic Island was in his grasp…

“I’m looking forward to it. Very much.” 

He, Marcosias, would finally be able to unleash his full power, slaughter the creatures, and savor their essence.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

As the sun began to set, painting the sky with hues of orange and red,

We’ll select one person from each of the two parties to keep watch on the monster.

The cadets established a base outside the Cerberus’s field of vision and agreed to wait for the remaining parties. 

No one wanted to give up on the selection exam, and the student council would arrive soon anyway. So, they were taking turns monitoring the Cerberus.



In this strangely peaceful atmosphere, so unlike a selection exam, I was using my sniper trait to observe the Cerberus from afar.

‘There they are.’ 

Two men entered my field of vision. It was Raymond and Nikolseta’s turn to stand watch. 

The other cadets probably didn’t think Nikolseta would do anything foolish like attacking the monster alone, but knowing his penchant for trolling, I planned to keep a close eye on him.

“!” 

And then it happened. As expected, Nikolseta ripped and used several scrolls on himself, ignoring Raymond’s attempts to stop him.

-Grrr…?! 

He charged towards the Cerberus.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Gazing at the reed field shrouded in darkness, Aria was deep in thought.

“Lev Denec…” 

Her thoughts, as always, were about him.

‘I killed him.’

‘Because I killed him, I inherited his abilities.’

Even now, with her emotions somewhat calmed, it was difficult to accept. Aria had cast a surveillance spell on Lev. 

She knew it was a bit underhanded, but she was suspicious and worried about his disappearance the previous evening. 

Fortunately, even though he had gone quite far from their base, she sensed neither dark magic nor any signs of combat.

“…But still.” 

There was something else bothering Aria. Last night, troubled, she’d barely managed to fall asleep at dawn. And in her half-asleep state, she’d heard Lev and Yeriel talking. 

It was supposed to be her turn for watch duty after Yeriel, but Yeriel hadn’t woken her. Unfortunately, she couldn’t make out what they were saying. The crackling campfire and Edwin’s snoring were too loud. Just as Aria was about to go outside, she saw…

“…” 

Two figures, their shadows overlapping. And that made her even angrier. So, Lev and Yeriel liked each other after all. And Lev had said those things to push her away. But…

‘Get Aria’s forgiveness first.’

‘…And properly answer her confession…! Then I’ll think about it…!’

Yeriel’s words bothered her. What did they mean? Was there something she didn’t know? Could she trust that his words and actions weren’t just a deception?

-Fwhoosh!!!! 

Suddenly,

“!” 

A wind laced with dense magic swept through the reed field.

-Rustle!! Rustle! 

And then, a scream.

“R-Run!!!!”

-■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■!!

-!!!!!! 

The sudden roar caused a commotion. The Cerberus, which had been dormant until moments ago, began to move. 

As Aria cautiously made her way back to her party to inform them, she found Nikolseta Heisman standing there, grinning.

“H-Hello?” 

His eyes were half-lidded.

“Y-You. You’re in the same group as Yeriel, right?”

“…Yes?”

“If you don’t want to die… c-call Yeriel… Lev Denec… N-Now! Immediately!!” 

Nikolseta’s plan was simple.

‘Hehehe. Messing with me? I’ll kill that bastard!’ 

He would cast a ‘Haste’ enchantment scroll on himself, lure the hellhound, and let it trample Yeriel and Lev Denec. Of course, he was the one who initiated this, so he was also in danger, but he had an escape plan.

‘In case of danger~ drink this~.’ 

The demonification potion Crow Fey had provided…

‘T-They said I can turn b-back into a human…!’

-■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■! 

The Cerberus was rapidly closing in on Nikolseta.

“Look over there!” 

Ignoring Aria’s shout, he grinned and gulped down the demonification potion.

-Gulp, gulp.

“!”

-Thud. 

The empty bottle fell.

“Keuh! Ahahahaha…?”

-Sizzle. Crackle. 

An ominous sound accompanied the change in Nikolseta’s complexion, turning reddish-purple.

“Aria Bluebell. Lowborn bitch. I-I know. You were adopted into nobility, weren’t you?”

“…” 

Nikolseta grabbed Aria’s wrist roughly and pressed the potion on her.

“Drink it. Drink it, bitch!”

“…Let go…!”

“Are you m-mocking me? Do you w-want to die?!” 

While not particularly intelligent for a three-headed dog, the Cerberus wouldn’t recognize fellow demons as enemies. So, it would switch targets to Aria, the closest person to Nikolseta.

But Aria resolutely shook him off.

‘Why is she so strong…?!’ 

Nikolseta, unfazed, simply laughed. 

“Hehehe! You’re going to die!” 

He felt like he could even defeat that annoying Lev Denec now.

“Let… go…!”

“Damn it! Just drink it! I’ll take good care of you if you do!” 

Demons instinctively loathed holy power. But corrupting the holy was a shared hobby among demons. A sense of euphoria consumed Nikolseta. As he reached out to pry open Aria’s mouth,

-Whoosh! 

A streak of sharp, clean, crimson light pierced his head.

“Hmm?” 

That was it. His glasses shattered, and his left eye went dark.

“I-I can’t see… I can’t see!” 

And then, an unimaginable pain washed over him.

“Wh-What is this?!?” 

The man, known for exaggerating even minor injuries, let out a final scream.

-Thud. 

Aria finally managed to break free. A red mark, soon to bruise, was imprinted on her wrist.

‘Ugh. Uh… Huh?’ 

Nikolseta needed to think. He had to find the attacker… but he couldn’t. His mind was blank. All he could do was hope for the attacks to stop…

-Whoosh! 

Nikolseta’s body convulsed again and rolled on the ground. He couldn’t even speak.

-Cough… gurgle… 

Blood, thin and dark, gushed from his mouth. Black blood. Proof of his unstable demonic transformation, and evidence that he couldn’t turn back. 

Nikolseta, gathering his remaining strength, crawled on the ground.

-Drag… drag… 

He thought of the servants at his mansion. They must have all hated him. But even that was fine. The pain was excruciating.

“Ugh… Ugh…” 

Just a little further. There was a woman ahead, shining like a beacon. Aria Bluebell. She was a healer. She could heal him.

“H-Heal…” 

But Aria had neither the will nor the means to heal him. Demons couldn’t receive holy power. Nikolseta was beyond salvation.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

‘He went and caused trouble despite being warned.’



NOTICE





› Unique Trait
Soul Collector Activated! Collected the soul of the defeated enemy.

› Defeating a half-demon increases the maximum Corruption Level!

› Hidden reward obtainable!





My status window notifications popped up one after another.

-Whoosh! 

I immediately fired another Shadowbolt at the Cerberus.

-■■■■■■■■!!



NOTICE





› Critical Hit!

› Weakness Hit!

› Additional damage proportional to Agility.

› Sniper Trait Activated! Additional damage proportional to Agility.

› Black Dragon Tendon Effect Activated! Additional damage proportional to Dark Attribute.

› Additional status effect from Refined Bolt.

› Enchantment – Holy: Additional damage.





The bolt struck the Cerberus’s middle head, sending it into a momentary stun. It was the effect of the refined bolts Hazel had made. 

While I could have sniped Nikolseta to prevent him from waking the Cerberus, killing him in his demonified state eliminated future problems and, more importantly, allowed me to collect the demon-slaying rewards. 

Besides, I was in a hurry. Kaelan would have reached Area 4 by now, and I planned to defeat the Cerberus and head straight for the magic tower.

‘Just you wait.’ 

I slung my ash-gray crossbow over my shoulder and ran towards Aria.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

‘Frontline fighters, come out and help! We need to work together!’

“Just run! We can’t win!”

“It was a real monster?!”

“How are we supposed to kill that?!”

It was pure chaos. Some cadets tried to organize a raid, but it was futile. The demonic pressure emanating from the Cerberus was overwhelming.

“…!” 

I spotted Aria sitting alone and approached her. 

“Are you okay?”

“…” 

She was pale and trembling. Unlike the other protagonists, who had already undergone some awakening, Aria hadn’t achieved Andras’s feat yet, so I needed to keep a close eye on her.

“Lev! What happened?!”

“Lev…? Aria…?” 

Edwin and Yeriel rushed over, having likely guessed the situation from the sight of the Cerberus.

“Where’s Lily?”

“She’s sleeping. I’ll go wake her…!” 

Yeriel left, and I instructed Edwin, 

“Edwin, cover the front for a moment.”

“Got it.”

-Clang! 

Edwin drew his sword with a grim expression and stepped forward. I whispered to Aria, who was clinging awkwardly to me, 

“This might feel uncomfortable, but… stay right behind me. It’s dangerous.”

“…”

“Healing Revelation only on Edwin. The monster is sensitive to holy power, so be as discreet as possible. And when Yeriel and Lily arrive, give them Haste.”

“…Okay.”

-Boom!

-! 

The cadets were attempting ranged attacks on the Cerberus, which had recovered from its stun.

-■■■■■■■■!!

“It worked!”

“No… When the left head slows down, the others regenerate…”

“I-I don’t know, I’m sorry…!”

“Damn it… Retreat!”

-■■■■■■■! 

The Cerberus, which had been heading towards Aria, turned its attention to the other cadets. There was a specific order to defeating it. 

Attacking its heads randomly triggered its infinite regeneration, but by following the correct sequence, you could steadily whittle down its health.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

A little while later,

“What’s going on… Gah?!” 

Yeriel and Lily arrived, and I gave them their instructions.

“Listen up. I plan to kill that thing. Running will only cause more damage. Can you all help me?”

Thankfully, amidst the urgent situation, everyone nodded.

“Lily, use your summons to assist Edwin. Even a light golem will do. It has some canine instincts.”

“Okay!”

“Yeriel, whenever Edwin lands a hit, quickly use fire magic to prevent it from regenerating.”

“Got it!”

“And Edwin. This won’t be easy, but attack the heads in the order I tell you.”

“Alright!”



Everyone moved swiftly to their positions. I felt a subtle warmth behind me.

-Rustle. 

Aria, her eyes filled with anxiety, was clutching the back of my sleeve.

“…” 

Seeing her like that, I steeled my resolve. There was a saying, 

“Might as well go all the way.” 

Next was Kaelan, and then Marcosias… Final bosses always provided mid-bosses as stepping stones for growth.

“…I will kill them with my own hands.” 

Repeating that cliché, I loaded my ash-gray crossbow.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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-Thump! Thump!

“Eek!” 

As Lily’s summoned golems distracted the hellhound, rescuing the cadets,

-Shimmer…! 

Edwin’s sword began to glow with a holy aura. The uneven density reflected his turbulent emotions, but it seemed sufficient to inflict significant damage on a mere monster.

‘That’s right…’ 

In the original story, Edwin would later receive a holy sword from Liris. The holy sword would greatly amplify the wielder’s holy power.

‘I neglected Liris…’ 

As I lamented this oversight, the massive Cerberus, with its black flames, finally noticed us, its crimson eyes fixated on our position. It must have sensed the holy power.

‘Details.’ 

I quickly opened the detailed view.

Ding!



📜 Skill Information 📜





▶ Hell’s Balance (Passive)

› The three heads do not share health.
 If one head isn’t defeated within the time limit, the regeneration rate of the others increases by 2000%.

▶ Hell’s Beast (Passive)

› Strength, Stamina, and Agility greatly increased. 
Can exceed stat limits by 30%.

▶ Hell’s Gatekeeper (Passive)

› All stats further increase in demonic territory. 
Only activates when ordered by its master 

* currently inactive

▶ Sawtooth (Passive) 

› Targets bitten by the first head suffer bleeding 

* Level 8 debuff

* Damage proportional to target’s max health

› Bleeding debuffs, when stacked twice, spread to random targets within a 5m radius.

▶ Bladetooth (Passive)

› Targets bitten by the second head suffer poisoning 

* Level 8 debuff

* Fixed damage proportional to target’s current health

If the target dies from this effect, the poisoning debuff spreads to random targets within a 15m radius.

▶ Irontooth (Passive)

› The third head ignores 50% of the target’s defense.





◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  



📜 Skill Information 📜





Special Conditions

▶ Frenzy 

› The Cerberus’s stats increase cumulatively the longer the battle lasts. Only activates in demonic territory.

▶ Groggy 

› The Cerberus is briefly stunned when a head is destroyed

▶ Weakened

› The Cerberus takes additional damage from Holy attacks.





‘Additional damage from Holy attacks… the rest are straightforward.’ 

No surprises there. Since Edwin might get bitten, creating distance was the priority.

“Everyone, move away from Edwin. Lily, come here.” 

Lily scurried over.

“Lily was scared…!” 

I gave her a brief hug and instructed Aria, 

“Aria, if Edwin gets attacked, remove the status effect immediately. Remember, dispel is the priority, not healing.”

“…Okay.”

“Lily?”

“Lily will cheer you on!”

“Okay!” 

With that, I handed Lily the quiver filled with bolts.

-Grrrrrr!!!

-Yarr!!!

-Krrr!!! 

The Cerberus, each head emitting a different growl, charged towards Edwin.

Ding.



📜 Character Information 📜





Edwin Gwynne

 ▶Average Stats

›  5.5

▶ Specializations

› Sword Mastery (8)

›  Two-Handed Sword Mastery (3)

› Holy (7)

▶ Unique Traits

› Grit (Lv. Max)

› Execution (Lv. 7)

› Haste (Lv. 4)

› Resilience (Lv. 4)

› Will (Lv. 1)

▶ Common Traits

› Blessing (Lv. 5)

› Barrier (Lv. 5)

› Counterattack (Lv. 1)





I checked Edwin’s stats and gave him his instructions.

‘Bladetooth, Sawtooth, Irontooth, in that order.’ 

“Edwin, focus on the center head. Ignore the others.”

“C-Center! Got it!”

-Clang!!! 

The Cerberus was faster than I expected. Its bite clashed against Edwin’s holy barrier, but Edwin managed to force his sword towards the middle head—Bladetooth.

-Shatter!!

-!

-Crunch! 

The Cerberus countered by biting Edwin’s sword with its massive jaws.

“Argh!” 

A struggle ensued, but Edwin would prevail. His newly acquired trait, [Will], obtained after witnessing Melissa and Kaelan, would give him the edge. 

Will granted an advantage in struggles even against opponents with higher stats.

-Slash! 

Edwin, unyielding, finally landed a decisive blow.

-Crackle!!

-Boom! 

The honed holy power clashed against the Cerberus’s dark aura, sparks flying like lightning.

“Lily.”

“Okay!” 

I seized the opportunity and loaded a refined bolt into my ash-gray crossbow.

Ding.



📜 Item Information 📜





Refined Bolt – Holy

› Rarity: ?

 A crossbow bolt crafted through alchemy.
 The silver components are currently unstable and cannot be used as a weapon through conventional means.

▶ Current Enhancements:

› Ignores Status Effect Resistance

› Armor Penetration

› Holy Effect (Current Attribute: Light)

› Inflicts Additional Status Effect

› Uses Remaining: 24





A bolt crafted by melting down silver crosses I’d bought by emptying my pockets. 

Normally, in Reincarnated Hero, only items crafted through the crafting system could be used as weapons. However, crossbows were unpopular, so there were hardly any supporting bolts.

‘Just practice bolts and steel bolts, at best.’ 

So, I exploited a loophole in the system.

‘Normally, enchantment magic can only be applied to a weapon once…’ 

Items not present in Reincarnated Hero weren’t recognized as weapons by the system, allowing for multiple enchantments. Of course, since they weren’t crafted through the system and lacked in-game lore, they were crude and lacked inherent power. 

However, my damage formula, as a gamer, relied on wind archery and skills, so it didn’t matter.

Seriously, what are you going to use this for… It’s crudely made, so be careful when handling it.

Hazel had crafted forty pure silver bolts for me.

‘I broke quite a few getting used to them…’ 

As I aimed,

-Ugh!

-Grrr… Crack!!!! 

Edwin withstood the second attack.

-Sizzle! 

Acidic saliva dripped from the Cerberus’s gaping maw, corroding Edwin’s sword.

-Crack! Crack! 

The left and right heads took turns biting at Edwin’s holy barrier.

“Yeriel, focus your attacks on the middle head with me.”

“I’ll try!” 

To break the pattern, we had to inflict a critical wound on a single head, so I applied a status effect to help Yeriel’s magic land. We needed to conserve mana, corruption level, and aggro.

-Whoosh! 

I aimed a rapid-fire volley of pure wind bolts at the Cerberus’s middle head.

-Twang! 

The sound of the taut string snapping back. The pale blue bolts pierced the monster’s neck.



NOTICE





› Critical Hit!

› Additional damage proportional to Agility.

› Sniper Trait Activated! Additional damage proportional to Agility.

› Black Dragon Tendon Effect Activated! Additional damage proportional to Dark Attribute.

› Refined Bolt Additional Status Effect: Stiffen

› Enchantment – Holy: Additional damage.

› Damage Multiplier: 730%





-■■■■■■■! 

The Cerberus howled, its two remaining heads thrashing. Then, half of the middle head fell to the ground with a thud. I knew this from using it on Nikolseta, but…

‘Terrifying.’

-Clang! 

Seizing the opportunity, Edwin’s sword flashed, tracing an arc of moonlight.

-■■■■■■■!

The head I had mangled split open, revealing a clean cross-section like a tree stump.

“Yeriel, now!”

“Okay!” 

Yeriel’s short, practiced incantation conjured flames that engulfed the wound.

-Whoosh!

■■■■■!



System Notification 





› Healing Disabled!

› Stunned!

› Groggy Success!

› Cerberus neutralized!





‘Finish it with Shadowbolt.’ 

Further strategy was unnecessary. Edwin and Yeriel were far stronger than their original story counterparts.

‘Three heads, triple the reward?’ 

Simply put,

We were a perfectly synergized damage-dealing team.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Imperial City, Crow Fey Guild Headquarters.

Regillus’s office, slightly barren due to preparations for the large-scale relocation to Mystic Island. Since recruiting Cadet Kaelan, he had entered a new phase. 

The cooperation of the high-ranking demon, Yellody Latasia. The support of the prestigious Heisman family. Crow Fey was poised for unprecedented growth.

“It is simply the flow of a changing era.” 

The day he would prove to the incompetent Empire that his choices were correct was fast approaching.

“Lord Regillus…!” 

A woman with short, black hair, Sera, burst into his office, panting. Regillus, still gazing out the window, asked, “What is Kaelan’s status?”

“He seems to be synchronized. He has entered Area 4 and plans to activate the magic tower on Mystic Island to open the gate to the underworld.”

“I see. Just keep him happy. Don’t cause any unnecessary trouble.”

“O-Of course. But there are a few things I need to report…”

“?” 

At Regillus’s silence, Sera hesitantly spoke.

“We’ve lost contact with Nikolseta Heisman, the second son of the Heisman family…”

“He was a disposable pawn, even to his own family. Arrange for his death to be ruled an accident. We have Macleod Heisman, after all.”

“Indeed… but…” 

Regillus turned, looking at Sera with disdain as she trembled over such a trivial matter.

“Is there anything else?”

“I was wondering… if the battle between the cadets and the monster was also part of the plan…”

“Hmm?”

“I apologize if it was a needless concern…!”

“Wait.” 

Regillus turned towards Sera. She flinched.

“Yes?”

He checked his wristwatch. 

“The academy guardians shouldn’t have arrived yet… Are you saying there were cadets who engaged the hellhound?”

“Th-That’s correct…”

“They must be insane.” 

Regillus chuckled in disbelief. Yellody Latasia was incredibly powerful. She wouldn’t have deployed a weak monster that cadets could defeat.

“Typical Clarice. They’ve only raised moths drawn to a flame!” 

Regillus lamented Clarice’s standards and considered the implications.



‘This will cause quite a stir.’ 

If many noble children died because of this monster, the academy would face unprecedented backlash.

“We’ll have to prepare a joint funeral!” 

He burst into laughter. He was already worried about how he would contain his laughter at the funeral. As Regillus continued to laugh,

“Actually…” 

Sera said, still looking bewildered.

“…The monster has been… eliminated, and Area 3 has been cleared…”

At those words, Regillus’s laughter abruptly ceased.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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Dylan, the spearman with sleek auburn hair, was facing the second crisis of his life.

“Damn it… Damn it all!”

-■■■■■■■!

There was no fighting against a colossal monster. Whether first or second-year, any student who challenged the Cerberus was mauled and transformed into a gruesome spectacle.

‘I don’t want to die like this…!’

Spurt! 

The area became a scene of carnage, a feast of gushing blood fountains and the aroma of infectious toxins, as if flesh had been soaked in a magical solution.

“It stopped! R-Run!”

“Don’t look back!”

“Wh-When are the Guardians coming?!”

In the end, all they could do was run. Dylan was no exception.

Swept along by the crowd, he suddenly noticed…

“?!” 

…a lime-green-haired man who had somehow stopped the Cerberus in its tracks.

“He’s actually going to fight it?” 

It was Edwin Gwynne, the weakest student in Clarice, the one who’d defeated Kaelan, along with his party.

‘He’s insane.’ 

While Edwin had experience defeating stronger opponents, this was a high-ranking magical beast steeped in malice. With no duel rules or safety nets, challenging this hellhound radiating oppressive mana was objectively suicidal.

Whoosh!

At that moment, a beam of light reflected in Dylan’s glasses.

“What’s that…?” 

A memory surfaced. The horrific experience in the sewers, damp and reeking of blood and decaying corpses. The mysterious beam of light that saved him as ghouls tore at his flesh, while he lamented his fate. This felt very similar.

“Lev Denec…?” 

The source of the light stood behind Edwin. Come to think of it, he had also fought Kaelan on equal footing.

“No, no way… Even so…” 

They were mad. No student in their right mind would make such a life-threatening decision.

Tremble… tremble… 

Just looking at the Cerberus made his entire body tremble and his strength drain.

‘Still, I’m grateful for their sacrifice…!’ 

As Dylan offered a silent prayer for their souls and prepared to run again, he noticed…

“Senior Liris…?” 

Liris Larochelle, who had arrived unnoticed, stood beside him, tears streaming down her face.

“Junior Lev, the sword meant for you is ready…”

“What? What are you…?”

Swish.

“!!! “

Muttering cryptic words, she drew a sword emanating a cerulean aura from her bosom.

“So you weren’t a demon after all?”

‘There’s more than one crazy person here…’ 

Her sorrowful expression had shifted to a chilling smile.

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇

  

Thud!!! 

With our combined efforts, the Cerberus collapsed, only its torso remaining.

“Mwahaha! Lily’s skills! See!”

Fizzle! 

It began to disintegrate, emitting black mana.

“Whoa!” 

I caught Lily before she could be blown away and focused on the pop-up status window.

Ding!



Achievement Cleared!





› Boss: Hell’s Three-Headed Dog – Sawtooth, Bladetooth, Irontooth defeated!

› Number of Bosses eligible for rewards: 94

›You can acquire Demon Hunt Rewards!

› Fallen Angel Transformation skill enhanced!

› Unique Trait: Soul Collector activated! Collected the souls of defeated enemies.

› Stats increased!

› Skill points acquired!

› Luck activated! Additional stat increase!

› Luck activated! Additional skill points acquired!

▶ Select Reward





‘Rewards first.’ I quickly opened the reward window.

Ding.



Select Reward





▶ Hell’s Balance [Lv. None] (Blessing)

› If your Mana (resource consumed when using skills) is lower than your current HP, its recovery rate increases by 100% up to a maximum of 1000%. The opposite also applies.

*Only one Blessing-type skill can be applied per character

› Acquisition Difficulty: Extremely Difficult



▶ Hellhound’s Fang [Lv. 1] (Passive)

› Upon attacking, randomly applies Bleed, Poison, and Pierce status effects.

✧ Bleed: Inflicts damage proportional to the target’s max HP. *Level 7 debuff

✧ Poison: Inflicts damage proportional to the target’s current HP. *Level 7 debuff

✧ Pierce: Penetrates 30% of the target’s physical and magical defense.

*Effect on hit, value increases with skill level up

 [The Hellhound that fiercely bites intruders.

 krun, near the entrance of Pandemonium.]

› Acquisition Difficulty: Extremely Difficult



▶S-Rank Boss Defeat Reward

› Acquire 1000 skill points.

› Randomly selected stat increased by 0.7.





Befitting a high-ranking monster, the Cerberus dropped tremendous rewards.

‘Definitely Hell’s Balance.’ 

While both skills were beneficial, I had given the Orb of Posedaros to the Water Spirit, and the Black Dragon’s Orb and Essence of Immortality to Edwin and Yeriel respectively, leaving me with no Blessing. 

So, to optimize my passive slot, I chose Hell’s Balance, a Blessing-type skill.

‘The effect is better than I expected.’ 

It was perfectly suited for me. 

As long as I minimized damage and maintained my HP, this ridiculously overpowered ability would allow me to rapidly recover Black Mana, Aggro Gauge, Wind Energy, and Mana—the resources I needed to use skills.

‘And that’s not all.’ 

The ability I obtained from defeating the demonized Nikolseta Heismann was also crucial.

Ding.



Select Reward





▶ Heismann Family Secret Technique – Extract & Create [Lv. 2] (Active) (Ultimate Skill)

› Extract one of your skills and create a paper scroll. When the user tears this scroll, they acquire the extracted ability as a buff.

*Single use

› The Heismann family has long been known for their ability to sense and extract magical power

› Regillus’s Memo

› Exp: (0/300)

› Acquisition Difficulty: Normal



▶ Innate Mana Sense (Half-Demon) [Lv. 1] (Active) (Normal Skill)

› Focus your mind to increase your Sense stat by 0.5 for 1 minute.

› When consumed by Black Mana, the effect doubles.

* Usable once per day

› Exp: (0/200)

›Acquisition Difficulty: Somewhat Difficult



▶ B-Rank Named Enemy Defeat Reward

› Acquire 200 skill points.

› Randomly selected stat increased by 0.3.





Without hesitation, I reverently chose my reward.

“Choose, Heismann Family Secret Technique.”

There it was. My final piece. After organizing my status window, Edwin, who had been checking to make sure the Cerberus was truly dead, approached.

“Whew… Is everyone okay?”

“Ahem! Lily’s perfectly fine!”

“We’re okay, thanks to Edwin…”

“Good work, everyone.” 

Looking at the relieved girls and Edwin, I quietly asked Aria, “Aria, can you check for injuries? And if everyone’s alright, could you please restore Edwin’s divine power?”

“Yes.”

Whoosh.

While they tended to themselves, I looked across the bridge where the Cerberus had been standing guard. A pitch-black space like an unknown realm, thick with fog like a scene from a horror movie.

‘There’s no time to waste.’ 

Kaelan must have reached Area 4 by now. And Violet, as a committee member, was already stationed there.

‘So this is what it feels like.’ 

There was a common trope in movies and anime: when comrades had to press forward, one would say, “Leave this to me! You go on ahead!” pushing the protagonist forward. 

But that only worked when everyone shared the same interests and ultimate goals. Unfortunately, only I knew the bleak future that awaited us.

‘Stay calm.’ 

It was the same in Reincarnation Academy. Edwin being abandoned in the end… that’s why I possessed his body in anger.

‘A crucial turning point…’ 

In the worst-case scenario, I might have to go alone. But even then, I wouldn’t give up. This was the final hurdle. I just had to get past this. As I took a deep breath and prepared to address everyone…

“Everyone…”

“I know,” Yeriel responded firmly. “Lev, you’re planning to go across that bridge, aren’t you?”

“…Eh! Lily’s a little scared…”

“We all know. Lev has always been like this. This is who you are. And everything you’ve done so far has been leading up to this moment, hasn’t it?”

“…”

“But…! Lev made a promise with me, remember? That no matter what… we’d be together. So take me where you’re going.”

“Yeriel.” Leaving Yeriel’s sad eyes behind, Edwin approached and patted my shoulder.

“…Honestly, I… I’ve been doubting you too.”

“…”

“But I guess I’m too stupid to understand.”

“…”

“I vouch for you. Lev, you’re a good guy. And you always will be.”

“…”

“We’re a party. I’m going too.”

Situations like in dramas actually happened. Telepathy. Did our hearts connect without words? This climactic atmosphere… I thought it would be cringey, but it wasn’t.

Thud.

“!!” 

Aria, the silver-haired girl, stepped forward without a word.

“Aria?” Yeriel, Edwin, and Lily stared at her in surprise.

Aria turned her head and muttered, “Let’s go. I’m your watchdog.”

“…Okay.” 

I couldn’t bring myself to thank her. But I had to make sure this would be her last time acting as my watchdog.

‘I’ll apologize to her properly later.’

With the situation settled, Lily put her hands on her hips and declared, “Then Lily will go too~! Decided~.”

“Uh…” Yeriel looked at me with concern.

‘Lily…’ 

While Lily was following a standard summoner build, that didn’t necessarily make her stronger than in the original Reincarnation Academy. 

She was one of the author’s original characters, so I didn’t know her awakening conditions. Plus, considering Lily’s young age and stamina, the denser demonic pressure would be dangerous for her.

“Lev~! Just follow me!”

“Lily, about that…”

“Hmm?”



As I was trying to figure out how to dissuade Lily,

“Junior? Hello?”

“!!”!

 A seductive voice I hadn’t heard in a while echoed in my ears. The tall, black-haired woman, Liris, approached with a smile. 

“Can we talk for a moment?”

Did she figure out my true identity? I felt the same way I did when I first met her. I was flustered then, but I managed to deceive her unintentionally…

‘I wonder what kind of gift she has for me this time.’

◇◇◇◆◇◇◇
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