
            A new world. Unfamiliar buildings. Unfamiliar faces.

My head throbs with an incessant flow of visual information.

Is this strange phenomenon unfolding before me my shameful fantasy of dramatic change in everyday life? Or is it an unavoidable harsh reality?

I wish it were the former. Sometimes, embarrassing delusions that I've entertained in my mind have become reality, but this was not the form I desired.

Because...

"You... are you a warrior from another realm? You have a cool face. (Experience acquired: 1 person.)"

"Penny, you shouldn't speak disrespectfully to the warrior. (Experience acquired: 17 people.)"

"Las' words are correct. Princess, please pay attention to his words... (Experience acquired: 4 people.)"

"Well, I still can't understand your feelings completely... (Experience acquired: 7 people.)"

There are things I shouldn't see above these bastards' heads.

        
            I had a dream. No, it felt like I was dreaming.

When I opened my eyes, I found myself on a certain street, accompanied by a strange sensation as if my body and soul were separating.

Though I couldn't recall anything, I aimlessly walked on the nostalgic street where a faint scent lingered. I had no idea where I was going, as there was no particular place to go.

The name of the street, the direction I was heading, and even whether it was day or night were unclear. However, strangely enough, I didn't hesitate in moving forward with my steps.

After who knows how much time had passed, at an unfamiliar intersection, I spotted a girl holding a signboard, standing between two crosswalks.

Perhaps due to it being a dream, I couldn't clearly recognize her face, but one thing was certain: the girl was crying.

Even though I couldn't identify her face, I could unmistakably perceive the pleading gaze in her eyes.

There was no need to ponder why the girl, covered in wounds, was crying alone.

The reason for her tears was written on the signboard she held, as if requesting help.

"Please save my world."

Although it was a perplexing and incomprehensible request, my hand, which had approached the girl's side unnoticed, was wiping away the tears flowing down her cheeks.

"It's going to be alright now."

Was I always such a kind person? Or was it just part of the dream? Normally, I would never blurt out such warm words.

However, whether it was because of those words or not, the girl's face brightened up.

The signboard slipped from the girl's hand. As she lifted herself up with a sprightly movement, she placed her hand on my chest and spoke with an unusually resonating and warm voice.

"May the protection of your purity be with you..."

"......?"

What did that brat just say?

*****

"Ouch!!"

The first thing I felt was pain.

My head, back, and waist. Judging from the sensation of pain throughout my body, it wasn't difficult to deduce that I had fallen.

"Sigh...."

They breathed together, swallowing their pain. As the remarkably clear air supplied their lungs, their minds cleared, allowing for a moment of contemplation.

Could it be falling off the bed? They furrowed their brows in response to the slight but intense light that could hardly be called a lamp, covering their eyes with one hand.

Slowly rising and opening their eyes, they were met with dozens of gazes that seemed to be looking at something fascinating.

"...What, what is this?"

It wasn't unreasonable for such words to burst out suddenly. The shabby building with a hole didn't match the solemn atmosphere at all.

Dozens of people, dressed in expensive clothes, were staring at me as if they were witnessing something inexplicable on a peculiar pattern that could only be described as a magic circle.

Of course, the gazes I encountered were far from friendly. Disappointment, or even exaggerated despair, was reflected in their pupils.

There was only one elderly man who blinked his eyes strangely and wore an ecstatic smile, but his appearance was incredibly shabby.

<Experience Acquisition: 5 people>

In addition, a sentence and a number were written in the air above their heads.

Turning my gaze to the strange phenomenon that clearly felt artificial rather than a natural occurrence, I naturally asked the question that needed to be asked.

"...Who are you?"

I barely managed to change what I was about to say into a polite form.

Although I asked like that, could Korean be understood in the first place? Everyone gathered here had distinct Western features.

Normally, it would be appropriate to speak in English, but I wasn't calm enough to confidently speak English in this situation, nor was I particularly good at it.

"For now... rest assured. We're not your enemies. (Experience Acquisition: 79 people.)"

"Excuse me?"

An old man wearing a crown with a scruffy beard that seemed straight out of a fantasy movie spoke with a weary expression.

However, despite receiving the desired answer, instead of resolving their opinions, it only increased their confusion.

The first point is that he, who clearly appears to be Western, spoke Korean at a native level.

The second point is the statement that we are not your enemies. If we are not enemies, does it mean there are other enemies? Or was it just something said to reassure me?

Without understanding the true meaning of his words, the old man sighed and turned away from me as he spoke.

"It must be quite confusing. First, calm your mind. Father Jarvis will explain the situation. Now, let's go. (Experience Acquisition: 79 individuals.)"

"Yes, let's do that. (Experience Acquisition: 8 individuals.)"

As the man who seemed to be a subordinate responded, everyone gathered in the narrow space simultaneously turned their backs.

While feeling bewildered by their synchronized movements, like actors following a script or soldiers, I locked eyes with a woman in shabby attire who did not move with the old man and stared at me with fierce eyes.

"Huh?"

"....... (Experience Acquisition: 1 individual.)"

Her gaze felt like she regarded me as an enemy, as if her eyes could kill, my body involuntarily shrank as if my throat were being choked.

I have encountered minor enemies before, such as playful arguments or accidental clashes of shoulders, but this was something entirely new.

I felt a dryness in my mouth, an emotion that I had never experienced in my entire life.

One might say, "Why are you afraid just because she glared at you?" But even if the person glaring at you has a sword at their waist, they can be threatening enough, even if they are smaller than you.

"Is that real?"

Most likely, it is. There are clear traces of multiple uses on the sheath.

Although it is not my profession to handle blades, I have dealt with kitchen knives frequently enough to recognize them.

"Excuse me..."

"....... (Experience Acquisition: 1 individual.)"

As I tried to speak, the woman who had shown hostility roughly turned her back and continued forward along the path illuminated by light.

The hand reaching out towards her receding figure lost its strength and fell downward under the pull of gravity.

Why did she harbor such intense hostility towards me for no apparent reason?

Needless to say, today is our first encounter. I didn't even know where I was or what situation I was in.

"They said someone would explain... but these bastards just talk and leave, so I have to figure out what's what."

Everyone left, and the only person left in the room was an old man dressed shabbily, so he must be the priest.

I asked the tearful old man, who seemed like he would cry at any moment as if he had come out of a geometric figure that could be called a magic circle, "Sir... What happened?"

"Oh, ohh...!!!"

The old man's body began to tremble. Like a child meeting their idol, the excited old man couldn't hide his excitement and suddenly kneeled down, clutching his head, and shouted.

"Jarvis, the humble servant of the goddess, presents himself to the hero!!"

"What... did you say?"

"What did I say?"

*****

"This is driving me crazy...."

My head hurts. As if stabbing my forehead with a needle, I instinctively touched my temple in response to the throbbing headache.

The story the old man told was too absurd to be considered reality, and too lackluster to be called fantasy.

To accept that this was actually happening to me, I had to acknowledge two facts first.

First, I had been transported to another world.

Second, that world was in a crisis of destruction, and I was the one to prevent it.

"Damn, I don't want to accept either of them...."

Valor. Patience. Love. Wisdom. Innocence.

In this world governed by the gods who oversee the five virtues, there is a being that brings about the destruction of the world every hundred years, known as the Demon King.

No, according to Jarvis, it would be better to express it as an occurrence rather than an invasion.

The Demon King and the entities referred to as demons are not beings that come from somewhere else, but rather beings that are born periodically in this world.

When death accumulates in the world due to war, pandemics, and other calamities, the wandering souls fill the world and are reborn as demons according to the order of the world.

And in the era of the Demon King's advent, which occurs every 100 years, the story that I've heard so often in games about invading this world as the vanguard of the Demon King seemed to be a reality in this world.

"Well, if the population increases, the Demon King will become stronger..."

"Yes! This time, the Demon King is the strongest in a history of 1,000 years!! If such an existence appears, this world will undoubtedly be filled with death!"

"How am I supposed to stop that?"

"Yes?"

"Not 'yes,' but I've only held a kitchen knife, not a sword. How am I supposed to stop it?"

Now I understood why those authors looked at me with such eyes.

I would definitely disappoint them if I, summoned as a hero from a fairy tale-like catastrophe, turned out to be someone like me.

The only fortunate thing is that there are four heroes, not just me, right?

Each god has one hero, so there are four heroes including me.

Suddenly, I became curious about which god's hero I am. Even though I don't have any intention of acting as a hero, it wouldn't hurt to know.

"So, what god's hero am I?"

"Yes! You are the hero of the Goddess of Purity! In other words, you are the Hero of Purity!!"

"The Hero of Purity..."

After repeating those words several times, I finally understood why that girl mentioned the hymen. Just because she's the goddess of purity, does that mean she's obsessed with virginity?

If there were any priests overflowing with loyalty to this goddess, I kept the words of blasphemy to myself and stored them in my heart.

"Why am I the hero? I'm not particularly fixated on virginity..."

As soon as the word "virgin" came to mind, a clear feeling of resolution seemed to solve one of the lingering questions in my head.

If the experience factor that appeared above people's heads is related to me becoming a hero of purity, could it be that I was the one who did it?

"Excuse me, do you have a mirror?"

"Yes, of course."

Jarvis took out an old mirror from the drawer and handed it over cautiously.

...

For the first time, I looked at the mirror with tension. The letters and numbers that were floating above their heads were not written on my head reflected in the mirror.

"Why is that?"

...

Certainly, Jarvis, who serves the goddess of purity, is no exception.

Among so many people gathered, it was only me who was different.

"Oh, mother..."

        
            "Do you happen to know how to return to the world I used to live in?"

"As a hero sent by the gods, only the gods would know."

"Hmph, would praying work then?"

Having looked around with the thought of trying if nothing else worked, there were no visible deities or symbols that should typically be present in a temple.

All that could be seen in this shabby temple were worn-out chairs and a small podium for preaching, showing signs of the passage of time even at a glance.

In this sparsely populated place, there were footprints on the dusty floor.

"It seems like it's not a popular religion."

"Well... that's true."

"Why? Is there some extreme doctrine like executing non-virgin believers?"

"What?! No, absolutely not! The radical teachings like that, emphasizing premarital chastity and men's responsibility, disappeared a long time ago!"

"Is that really all?"

As an elderly person of similar age nodded vigorously as if trying to prove their innocence, I felt an unnecessary suspicion arise within me.

Unable to refute his claim that his words were true, I couldn't argue against his proclamation that if he were lying, he would be reincarnated as a non-virgin dishwasher in his next life.

Honestly, it was a bit unexpected. Even the goddess herself seemed like a lunatic who preached about the importance of virginity, so I thought the doctrine would be equally absurd.

"If what you're saying is true, it's quite a mild doctrine."

"Yes... I'm relieved that you understand."

"In the world I used to live in, there was a crazy country where they executed you just for talking to a foreign man."

Careful to say such things after barely looking at a single building, this world didn't seem to appear as developed in terms of ethics or human rights.

Even in the 21st century on Earth, such incidents occurred in the Islamic cultural sphere like the Middle East, so I thought this world would be even worse.

"What a tragic event that shouldn't exist..."

"What?"

"...It's just a lamentable event to have happened."

Note: The translation provided above respects the original text structure, including line breaks, quotation marks, and single quotation marks.

I'm just enduring because I don't have the energy, but is that what I really wanted deep down? It hasn't even been an hour since I came to this world, but I already hate this world.

Especially those lunatics who worship the Goddess of Virgins, I hate them even more.

"...So there's no real way to go back?"

Are they telling me to spend my whole life in this uncivilized land? It was when the anxiety I had been trying to ignore started to creep up on me.

Like the saying that there's a way out even if the sky collapses, my future wasn't completely closed off.

"...Actually, it's not impossible."

"What is it?"

"The hero who defeated the Demon King can have one wish granted by the Five Gods. With that wish, you can return to your hometown."

"How am I supposed to do that?"

It's just that the hole is too small, that's the problem.

"If you're a hero, you can do it! Don't you have the blessings bestowed by the Goddess?"

"Blessings?"

Could it be referring to that beggar-like ability to confirm the opponent's acquired experience?

"Is this what you call blessings?!"

Without realizing it, I clenched my fist. It wasn't particularly directed at Jarvis in anger, but maybe he thought that anger was directed at himself as Jarvis urgently shouted, raising his hand forward.

"P-Please calm down!! Blessings grow with the hero!! Right now, we don't know what kind of blessing you've received, but it will surely become a powerful weapon to subdue the Demon King!!"

"Grow..."

Honestly, I don't think this kind of thing will become a proper ability just by growing.

Now it's an ability that shows the opponent's acquired experience, so if it grows, will it show how many milliliters of ejaculate the opponent has?

"It's not some kind of game...."

The more I think about it, the more this ability seems distant from purity and combat. But unfortunately, I didn't have many paths to choose from.

"...So all I have to do is catch that Demon King?"

"Yes! But before that, you need to meet His Majesty first. As a hero of the kingdom, Her Majesty will support you."

"Support..."

Earlier, it seemed like you were quite disappointed in me. Will you really support me?

Instead of taking me with you immediately and giving me a lively environment, did you leave me here to calm my mind?

I don't think I can expect wholehearted support, even if I'm not being kicked out for a small amount of money like a retro game king.

"Well, let's go for now. But where did that person go?"

"His Majesty said he is staying in the castle city of Pit nearby, so we should go to Pit first. I will be in charge of guiding you."

Saying that, they stepped forward and set foot on the land of this world for the first time, along with Jarvis.

Honestly, the outside... it didn't impress me much. It just looked like a remote European village placed somewhere in the corner, stretching beyond the horizon.

There were no distinct features of this world, such as multiple suns or strange creatures freely fluttering about, which cannot be seen on Earth.

Even if it's not another world but Earth, the interest towards this world that was somewhat present disappeared in the landscape that didn't evoke any discomfort.

"...Looks like a countryside here."

"Compared to the streets of the capital, it's rather humble. The capital is a splendid city that rivals heaven."

"Well..."

Looking at the footprints on the ground, it seems that the king rode a horse and came this far.

Since the road wasn't paved, it couldn't be helped, but I couldn't imagine how the cities in the world where the king rides horses would be, in a bad sense.

"Do they have toilets here?"

"Toilets?"

"No, what..."

"Hahaha! Just kidding! Of course, they have! However, this village doesn't have sewage facilities, so there are no toilets like the one you mentioned."

I was worried about what would happen if it was like the Middle Ages, where you throw it out of the fortress and outside the castle, but fortunately, there seems to be a toilet.

"Let's hurry. Actually, I need to pee right now."

"It will take about four hours on foot."

"...I'll just go in the bushes then."

This place is like a dog-like countryside.

*****

"It seems like this world is quite a free world."

"Why do you think so?"

"Just... by observing the passersby, I can tell."

The reason is that, out of all the people I met during my nearly four-hour walk, excluding children, not a single one was a virgin.

In the countryside, there's a saying that people often cross paths due to the lack of entertainment. I wonder if this saying applies in this world as well?

I would normally let it go, but when I saw a boy who looked like a middle school or high school student with three conquests under his belt, my mouth involuntarily dropped open.

"Is the concept of chastity weak in this world?"

Even in Korea, where casual dating is widespread, it wasn't to this extent. Curious, I cautiously asked Jarvis.

"It seems that the three pillars of the faith are weak, so most likely, people tend to disregard the teachings of the goddess."

"Why are they weak?"

"In fact, this is the first time since the invitation that the Goddess of Purity has chosen a hero."

Even if I asked why, there was no answer. Only the goddess would know the reason.

"We've arrived."

After what could be described as a short four-hour journey, we arrived at the fortress city of Pith.

In the center of the city, surrounded by walls about 5 meters high, there is the residence where the market is located.

If the king is present, that would be his residence. We stood in line in front of the gate to enter.

It's not like I'm expecting any special treatment, but for a hero, it's quite ordinary treatment.

"I don't have anything like citizenship, is that okay?"

"The Majesty must have mentioned it. And the entrance process is not that complicated, so it should be fine."

"I hope so..."

As we approached the gate, suddenly a booming sound came from the gate, and a knight clad in armor straight out of a movie approached us.

"..."

The blatant gaze that could explain why the term "eye rape" was coined swept over my body.

In those eyes that judged me, there was a subtle mockery as if asking, "Is this all you've got?" and an undeniable depth of disappointment.

"Ahem..."

Jarvis, who had been watching from the side, cleared his throat, and the journalist finally turned his gaze towards us, saying that this way. "It's not much different here."

Following the guide of the journalist, I looked around the city I entered and glanced sideways to find a maiden, but as expected, the maiden was nowhere to be seen.

I'm not someone who obsesses over virgins, but isn't this a bit too extreme?

It's not like they're taxing virgins or anything. Couldn't one of the people passing by be a virgin?

Does this fucking country send out breeding old men when you reach a certain age?

I solemnly swear at my ancestors' graves that I am not such a pathetic man who obsesses over virgins, but I couldn't help but be disappointed with the conservative mindset in this miserable world.

"This is the castle where His Majesty resides. Please be cautious in your actions. (Experience Points: 6)"

"...Yes."

With that, we set foot in the main residence located in the center of the fortress city and were able to announce the king after a complicated procedure.

Since it was rare to receive the attention of so many people until now, honestly, it was a bit awkward to bear the gazes directed at me.

Around the king, knights crowded on both sides for the sake of courtiers and escorts.

Next to the king was a beautiful woman who, despite wearing a small crown, still possessed her beauty. The moment I saw the experience points written above her head, I couldn't help but be astonished.

<Experience Points: 1>

"He married a damn virgin..."

He married a fading maiden.

        
            "Damn it...."

As I struck my knee with a hammer, the words that came out of my mouth were beyond my control, just like my will.

Let me say it again, I am not obsessed with virginity and I am very lenient towards non-virgins.

However, it was extremely difficult to accept the fact that a king who ruled over a hellish world where most of the people despised non-virgins had married only a virgin.

From ancient times, it has been the virtue and duty of a king to enlighten the people. It is the nature of the world, and if you are a king, it is something you must naturally do.

But disregarding that duty and marrying a virgin, and on top of that, having sexual relations with 78 other women excluding his wife, this is more than the actions of a tyrant.

My sense of justice revolted against the foolish and wicked tyranny of this despicable tyrant, but even if I were to defend myself, there would be no improvement in this situation.

The complaint was nothing more than a small grumble, but considering the number of people gathered here, the room was small and quiet enough for everyone to notice.

The king's brow furrowed. The knights had nothing to say, but it was easy to guess the reason as everyone's faces turned red with anger.

All those bastards have experienced at least five or more women. A normal person wouldn't have met that many women, so it's clear that they must have picked up the leftover crumbs from that tyrant.

"...What did you just say? (Experience count: 79)"

"Huh? What?"

The king, whose complexion darkened, asked in a low voice, but I casually brushed it off.

It seems that they didn't want to create a situation where they had to blush unnecessarily over there, so I sighed and changed the subject.

"...Looks like you misunderstood. Can I assume that coming here means you've heard everything from Priest Jarvis? (Experience count: 79)"

"You can assume that."

"Then you must also know that it's a heavy task for you. (Experience count: 79)"

"Of course, I know."

Perhaps he didn't expect an immediate response, as surprise flickered across the king's face.

"I set out bravely, declaring that I would defeat the Demon King and return home. However, my determination wavered as I heard about other heroes from Jarvis along the way."

"The other heroes are not like me, summoned from Earth. They are exceptional killing machines recognized by the gods, native to this world where swords and magic exist."

"I don't know what kind of people they are since I haven't met them in person, but I am definitely not a match for them with only 18 months of military training."

"But to think that I should defeat the Demon King, who grows faster than those humans, and I don't even know where they are? This is beyond unfair. It's as reckless as making a child who has just taken their first steps compete against track and field athletes."

"I gave up on the idea of winning in this unfair fight from the very beginning."

"The reason I came here was because I had resigned myself to reality. It was to survive in this place that would become the foundation of my new life."

"Even if you don't have high expectations of me, is it okay?" (Note: The quotation mark at the beginning of this sentence is missing in the original text.)

"Well... That's right. It's not something I would say in front of you, but I don't think you can defeat the Demon King. (Experience Points: 79)"

"With his mana-less body and a physique that clearly hasn't been trained for combat, he wouldn't bother asking how I appeared in his eyes."

"So... What did you do before coming here? (Experience Points: 79)"

"I was a cook."

"A, a cook...?! (Experience Points: 12)"

Instead, one of them shouted while competing.

"If you're just a lowly cook making food in the kitchen, what kind of hero are you? If this were Earth, you would be ridiculed and driven away for such a statement."

Well, it's obvious. Even doctors were despised during the Joseon Dynasty, so how could a cook be treated any better in a fantasy world?

Moreover, what they expected was a hero who would defeat the Demon King and bring light to the world.

So I couldn't help but feel that my heart was being undermined, considering all the efforts and career I had built up until now, and I couldn't just let it go without saying a word.

"If you're bothered by the fact that someone who used to cook is now a hero, I don't mind leaving like this. If you have no further business with me, should I just leave?"

"My apologies for the intrusion. Let me apologize instead. Now, let's get to the point. As you may already know, the hero who defeated the Demon King is granted one wish. (Experience Points: 79)"

Of course, even if it's called a wish, it doesn't mean that any wish will be granted.

Asking to increase the number of wishes or annihilate all humans on the continent, for example, are unreasonable wishes that even a god cannot grant.

On the other hand, it meant that if it's not such an unreasonable wish but a wish that can be granted within reason, then any wish could be made.

"The fate of the continent has always been influenced by those wishes. If possible, it would be nice if our kingdom could obtain the right to make a wish, but that dream has become impossible now. (Experience Points: 79)"

"...Judging by the fact that you went so far as to mention the Holy Land and talk about that, it must be because you find me useful. Are you telling me to work under another hero?"

"You... seem to be more clever than I thought. (Experience Points: 79)"

While I may not be fully aware of the circumstances in each country, if national power and the strength of heroes are evenly matched, the side with even a little more power will be the winner.

I am a hero chosen by the gods, not just some half-hearted person. My potential cannot be ignored. That's why the king saw value in using me as a bargaining chip.

"I don't like it." 

That attitude of treating me like an object really annoys me, but as someone who has no power at all, I had no other choice.

To be honest, I would rather just open a restaurant and serve food, but that wasn't a realistic option in my penniless situation.

"...From what I've heard, it seems like you'll continue to thrive even after subduing the Demon King."

"Well, that's right. Power is still necessary even after the war ends. (Experience Points: 79)"

"Then, what will you do with that power?"

"First, noble rank and territory. The royal lineage and my daughter, Penny. Come forth, Penny. (Experience Points: 79)"

".... (Experience Points: 1)"

A woman, who had previously glared at me with eyes that could kill in the temple as if she would, steps forward.

With a sinister aura enveloping her body like a veil when she raises her hand, her eyes are filled with disgust and resentment towards me.

"This is my daughter, Penelope D'Ariaron. I will bless this child with the alliance of a warrior and the royal family, and give her to you as your wife. (Experience Points: 79)"

"...."

Upon the king's words, my gaze naturally turns to the newly appeared fiancée.

Crimson hair, resembling blood, rarely seen in Korea, exquisite beauty resembling her mother, the queen, and a beautiful physique emanating from a trained body.

Everything was captivating enough to hold one's gaze, but my eyes were focused not on her body but above her head.

<Experience Points: 1>

The moment I saw that sentence, which would follow me like an indelible stigma for the rest of my life, my mouth involuntarily opened again.

"Don't you have any other daughters?"

"What?! (Experience Points: 12)"

Once again, the room began to stir. This time, the knights, unable to contain themselves, placed their hands on their sword hilts and glared at me intensely.

Especially the knights around Princess Penny were particularly severe. It seemed like they would have split my head open if I weren't a warrior.

"You, scoundrel!!! Do you think being a warrior means we'll forgive anything you say?! (Experience Points: 7)"

"The princess is someone that the likes of you shouldn't even be able to look at!! (Experience Points: 9)"

"Apologize immediately!! (Experience Points: 16)"

As time passed, the atmosphere in the room did not calm down but rather intensified, as if pouring oil into a fire, making it feel like violence would immediately engulf me.

Among them, Princess Penny was the most furious. While others stopped at raising their fists, she had already drawn her sword.

The bright white blade illuminated by the room's lighting sent chills down my spine just by looking at it, but I had no intention of apologizing.

Apologies are actions taken by those entangled in guilt. I, who have not committed any wrongdoing, had no words to utter.

"Stop!! (Experience Acquisition: 79 people)"

The flames of anger that fiercely burned within the man who had slept with the most women in this room quickly evolved.

However, it did not mean safety for me. The anger of the nobles and knights may have been suppressed by the king, but the king's anger still blazed on.

His wrinkled fist clenched, and a blue aura that could only be described as an aura began to emanate from his entire body.

Is that the mana I've only heard about? As I shrank back in an instant due to the ominous energy, the king spoke.

"...Penny is my illegitimate daughter. I don't have any other daughters, but do you have any complaints? (Experience Acquisition: 79 people)"

"Damn it!! I should have been prepared!!"

"... (Experience Acquisition: 79 people)"

When the king raised his hand, the knights rushed towards me.

It seems like I'm fucked.

        
            Sword.

It was the first time I had seen the actual object, although I had seen it numerous times through various media, it felt strangely unfamiliar.

In modern times, an item that requires a permit just to possess. That item, which can only be used as a murder weapon, or rather, a weapon is swinging towards me.

Swinging the sword. The determination contained in that act transformed the sword, originally just a weapon in the medium, into a real murder weapon.

Unlike the feeble attempt at killing that Penny showed earlier, my body shrank in the face of the intention to kill, and my mind was filled with thoughts of death.

A sword with a gloomy blue light draws dozens of trajectories and leaps into my embrace.

In my mind, I knew I had to avoid it immediately, that I had to make even a slight resistance by lowering my body, but my body didn't follow my thoughts.

"Am I going to die?"

Death. It felt regretful that there wasn't much time left in the ominous future that I didn't want to accept, as if one second had stretched hundreds of times longer.

The sword touched my body. Thinking that I might die like this, I closed my eyes, but...

"Huh?"

What followed wasn't the sound of flesh being torn apart or the sensation of my mind and body bidding a sad farewell.

"What?! (Experience Acquisition: 17 individuals)"

Just before the sword could touch my body, it was blocked by an incomparable white light.

How should I describe this light? It felt like gathering all the whiteness of this world, filtering out and condensing the purest white infinitely, emitting warmth akin to the sun.

When everyone, including myself, was taken aback and confused by the sudden appearance of the light, it began to gather in one place and took on a new form, and a name flashed through my mind.

"Seongsoon (Holy Shield) Uni."

A gigantic pure white shield that no one except a virgin can surpass is grasped in my hand.

As if I had known this shield from the beginning, I couldn't help but be amazed by the familiar sensation.

Yuni was a massive shield that covered my upper body, yet I didn't feel any weight.

Without any time to be startled by the sudden wave of information, the sword came rushing at me again.

"..Mudada."

However, the swords swung by the knights from all directions were blocked by an invisible barrier as if it had stopped on its own, without touching me.

This is the power of the pure Yuni. It only accepts what is pure and rejects anything impure.

To put it in a way that even foolish knights following a tyrant can understand, it only receives the first attack (virginity) and defends against all subsequent attacks (non-virginity).

"No attack can penetrate me!!"

Only the initial strike reaches Yuni; any attack that has been defended against will be blocked by Yuni unless it is destroyed or a new weapon is drawn.

In other words, unless I allow an attack to hit me, such as being hit by a fist instead of a weapon, I don't bother mentioning the fact that the attack was successful.

Because I am not a stupid idiot who blabbers like a self-proclaimed martial arts master about their own abilities and weaknesses.

"Hey!! Come at me again!! You bastards, come at me!!"

Did they have the courage to aim their swords at a powerless cook but lacked the courage to point their swords at an invincible warrior?

Even I, who was unaware of the sudden change, saw most of the knights hesitate and step back.

"Aaargh!!! (Experience gained: 9 people)"

Occasionally, a few knights, praised as brave with good words or called idiots with bad words, swung their swords again, but no matter how many times it was repeated, the result was the same.

Unlike the automatic doors that are nothing more than rags, the pure white shield that only accepts the pure did not forgive anything impure that touched its body.

"I have to find a way to get out of here somehow...."

I had memorized the structure of the castle in my head as I came to this room. It was thanks to that anticipation that I thought this situation might occur.

"Get out of the way, you bastards!!"

Pushing aside the knights blocking the path with Yuni, I rushed towards the door.

"Huh?"

However, when the sudden sense of weightlessness came, it took away my freedom along with my physical strength, and my body slowly began to fall to the ground following gravity.

What on earth is happening? My eyelids are getting heavier. Overwhelmed by the rushing waves, I couldn't resist any longer and closed my eyes.

*****

As if splitting my head with a headache that felt like it would last forever, my eyelids that seemed permanently shut began to open.

Once I regained consciousness, the inertia that had rushed through my entire body before I fainted still remained, stealing vitality from me.

"Damn it..."

Is it because having such powerful abilities consumes a lot of stamina?

Well, it doesn't make sense logically that an ability created for some unknown reason would have even this level of limitation.

By the way, where am I? Although I seem to have somehow survived, I don't feel completely unharmed.

The room was dark and damp. From various places, I could hear the sound of rats squeaking and water droplets falling. Is this an underground place?

Considering the wicked nature of that tyrant, it would be reasonable to think of it as an underground prison.

To be imprisoned here just because I defended myself against violence, damn it, is this Korea?

"Ugh...!!"

I wanted to immediately get up and beat the shit out of those bastards, but my body didn't obey me.

Well, even if I manage to get up again, it's useless with just a shield.

"What will become of me now?"

It's not entirely unexpected. It's just that the expectation leans towards something unfavorable.

Now that I've shown my usefulness, it's not impossible to build a favorable relationship unlike in the past, but honestly, it's unlikely.

If it's this otherworldly Dongtak, it wouldn't be strange at all if he realizes my danger and tries to kill me.

Damn it... That's why you should be careful with your words in front of a tyrant. I should have realized it, not just with my wife but also when I slept with 78 other women.

"When I get out, I'll give that bastard a punch and leave..."

"What?!"

"Huh?"

The response to my solitary complaint was probably the only good man in this world.

"Hero!! You've awakened!"

An old man in shabby attire holding a splashing basin. Priest Jarvis, who worships the goddess of purity, knelt before the window and continuously shouted my name.

Perhaps it was because of the resounding voice from underground that my eyebrows involuntarily furrowed. Sensing the subtle change in expression, Jarvis hurriedly covered his mouth with both hands.

"...Did you come to take care of me?"

"Oh, yes... Although there are no injuries, you have expended a great deal of energy. It's natural to faint suddenly after wearing the Holy Garments."

"Holy Garments?"

"Holy Garments refer to equipment made by blessings, such as the Holy Sword or the Holy Shield that you used, Hero. In moments of crisis, your potential awakens, turning them into excellent shields."

"..Awakening. I never expected to hear that I awakened while still alive...."

Unintentionally, I chuckled to myself, and Jarvis, who didn't understand English, tilted his head.

"...Anyway, for now, rest your body. You've been unconscious for two days."

"Come to think of it, I'm feeling a bit hungry...."

"I will immediately inform His Majesty and prepare a meal for you."

"Should I give proper food to the person I imprisoned?"

"Hahaha, Your Majesty was deeply impressed by the power you demonstrated, Hero. I'm sure you'll be released soon."

"Well, I hope so...."

Will that really happen? If it were me, I would probably kill him right now.

*****

"Hmm...."

Galleon closed his eyes, imagining a spectacle that could be called a reproduction of the myth that unfolded during the day.

The competition to subdue the Demon King, which repeats every hundred years, shaping the continent's destiny. The Kingdom of Vergina has been preparing meticulously since ancient times for this moment.

They have made great efforts in nurturing talents to provide the necessary strength and receive the gods' choice.

However, the century-long effort crumbled unexpectedly due to unforeseen variables.

"The Kingdom of Vergina has been chosen by the god of purity."

The capriciousness of the goddess of purity, who has never bestowed a hero since her inception until now.

In addition, the chosen hero is not a young warrior who has accumulated years of training but rather a commoner who has never properly wielded a sword before.

When Galion realized that all the efforts passed down from his ancestors had been in vain, he gave up everything and awaited the next century.

However, the moment he witnessed the invincible ability displayed by the hero today, his thoughts changed.

Honestly, there is no change in the fact that he still lags behind other heroes. The possibility of the pure-hearted hero defeating the Demon King before the others is slim.

But it is not an impossibility. He could take advantage of the exhaustion from battles with other heroes.

Even if he cannot defeat the Demon King, his power alone could give him a significant advantage in negotiations after subduing the Demon King.

"Should we start by improving our relationship immediately?"

After a moment of contemplation, Galion raised his head. Just then, news arrived, uncertain whether it was a good or bad omen.

"Your Majesty, it is reported that the hero has awakened."

        
            How long had it been since Jarvis, who came to take care of me, went out to call someone?

It felt like only a few minutes had passed, and at the same time, it felt like several hours had gone by.

In the underground prison where there was nothing but a faint light at the opposite end of the corridor, time perception was so distorted that I couldn't tell its form.

I have no idea how long I've been stuck in this fucking prison, but it felt like at least a year had passed from my subjective experience.

The prison was not a comfortable place even in words. The endless, suffocating darkness filled my vision, and the sound of rats crying from various places heightened my anxiety.

I am currently not in a state where I can properly defend myself. If those little bastards gather together and start scratching and eating my body, I won't be able to endure it at all.

"...If you're going to kill me, just do it quickly."

It was when I was lamenting how my situation had come to this and burning with hatred towards the tyrant.

Along with the distinctive clacking sound of high-heeled shoes, a single light gradually approached this prison.

What could that light be? At least, judging from the footsteps, it wasn't Jarvis'.

There's no way a knight or a castle worker would wear such high-heeled shoes, so by process of elimination, there was only one person left.

"This guy is a hero. (Experience Acquisition: 1 person)"

Although it was a voice I heard for the first time, the face illuminated by the faint light remained vivid in my memory.

The owner of the face, which would probably be remembered as a trauma for at least ten years, was one of the reasons why I ended up in this prison.

Princess Penny, holding a lantern, pointed at me with one hand.

As I gently opened my eyes and looked through the bars, behind her were three people following her.

A young man with red hair whose physique could easily be imagined despite wearing armor, a blonde woman who appeared to be a priestess based on her attire but had an unkempt body, and a black-haired magician who, despite being a woman, seemed tall but appeared shorter due to bending forward excessively.

<Experience Acquisition: 17 people>

<Experience Acquisition: 4 people>

<Experience Acquisition: 7 people>

Even a country that does not discriminate against non-virgins was amazed by the extraordinary charisma of a total of 28 people in experience acquisition, combining three individuals.

Even if it's understandable for that man and the magician, isn't it a bit too much for even the high priest who worships the gods to be involved in experience acquisition?

Wait, how is it possible that with three women gathered, there isn't a single virgin among them?

I was never a pathetic man obsessed with virgins, but seeing even the high priest being a non-virgin made me strongly feel the necessity of the virgin allocation system.

"You look weak just by looking at you? (Experience Acquisition: 1 person)"

Thinking I had fainted, the arrogant princess sneered at me.

As a human being, the princess of a certain country may have an empty head, but her lower body was not empty, which left me speechless.

It was entertaining to surprise them with a few words thrown here, but it wasn't the right time yet.

I held my breath and listened to their words until a better timing came.

"...Penny, even if you're imprisoned, you shouldn't speak disrespectfully to the hero. (Experience Acquisition: 17 people)"

"Lord Ross's words are correct. Your Highness, please maintain your composure... (Experience Acquisition: 4 people)"

"I don't consider this guy a hero. (Experience Acquisition: 1 person)"

When the young man and the high priest didn't agree with their words, Penny turned her face abruptly and ended the conversation.

I realized that woman had a childish side despite not being a virgin, ever since she acted like a bully in the temple.

Well, with a father like that, how could his daughter be any different? Raised without proper education under a foolish father, it's no wonder she turned out like that.

"I, I don't mean that I can't understand the princess's feelings... (Experience Acquisition: 7 people)"

There were some individuals who sympathized with Penny's childish words. A gloomy woman wearing a long-brimmed hat, reminiscent of a witch from a fairy tale, nodded in agreement with Penny.

"If only this person wasn't here, maybe Ross would... (Experience Acquisition: 7 people)"

The gloomy virgin, breaking the timeless law, like Snow White, glared at me with resentful eyes as a promiscuous non-virgin who had accepted seven men before marriage.

"Stop it. It's all in the past now. (Experience count: 17)"

Although he said so, Las sighed and bowed his head as if claiming injustice.

The woman, who looked pitiful to me and resembled a priestess, raised her hand to her broad back and closed her eyes.

Seeing the disheartened Las, Penny gazed at me with even more piercing eyes, as if she were about to break the window... or rather, glare at me.

At first, I thought she just disliked me because I was an unreliable warrior, but could there be something else that I don't know?

Penny, deeply empathizing with whatever situation it was, lifted her leg as if she were about to kick the window in frustration.

Now is the time to speak up. Instinctively realizing this, I opened my eyes wide and shouted loudly towards Penny.

"Ah!!!!"

"Kyaaah!! (Experience count: 1)"

Startled by my spirited army-like voice, Penny stumbled backward without lifting her leg and hit her head against the wall.

Thud!!! With a sound that made me wonder if it was the wall or her head that cracked, the lantern Penny was holding fell to the ground, and the corridor was once again engulfed in darkness.

"Hahahaha!!!"

"Aaaaah!!! (Experience count: 1)"

Amidst the cheerful laughter and agonizing groans, the light suddenly returned with the sound of a flicking finger.

A bluish artificial light, different from the gas lamp, similar to the color that surrounded the knights' swords that attacked me, illuminated the corridor.

"You, you were awake?! (Experience count: 7)"

"Yeah, I was awake. Did you come to bring food or could you turn off the lights again?"

Perhaps because they had been in the darkness for a while, the gloomy light created by the sorcerer's magic was harsh on the eyes.

Although the three of them were silent, feeling guilty about being caught gossiping, Penny was different.

"Ah, it hurts!!! What the hell are you doing, you crazy bastard!! (Experience Acquisition: 1 person)"

"No matter how much it hurts to be crushed against the wall, do you think only my wounded heart will suffer? Endure that much. I'm not a damn brat either."

"What?! This rude bastard...!! (Experience Acquisition: 1 person)"

"Yeah, I can be a bit rude. But I don't gossip behind someone who's passed out. No, I did it in front of them, so is it still gossip?"

"...I apologize for that. It was dishonorable of me as a knight. (Experience Acquisition: 17 people)"

"Apologies should be made by the one at fault."

Saying that, Penny remained silent, turning her gaze away with a stern expression.

"Never mind. Forced apologies mean nothing. Then I'll just sleep more."

"Tch, you're calm. Considering what happened in that room... even if you were executed, it wouldn't be surprising. (Experience Acquisition: 7 people)"

"If you're annoyed, then kill me."

If asked whether I fear death, the answer is no. I still yearn for life.

But if it's a story that has already slipped from my grasp, a story that can't be changed no matter how much I rebel, then perhaps it's a good story now.

Flattering here won't change anything, and if I'm going to die no matter what I do, isn't it less unjust to just do as I please until I die?

"But purely out of curiosity, what happens if I die? Does someone else become the hero or something?"

"If that were the case, it would have happened already!! (Experience Acquisition: 1 person)"

"Your Highness.... (Experience Acquisition: 4 people)"

Calming down the stubborn Penny, a woman resembling a priestess sighed and spoke instead.

"Even if the hero were to die, no one else becomes the hero. There have been several heroes who fell in defeat without accomplishing the task of subduing the Demon King, but there has never been a selection of a new hero. (Experience Acquisition: 4 people)"

"Hmm, I see. But by any chance, are there heroes who died at the hands of humans? Or maybe someone like me who was executed."

"No, there haven't been such people until now. But why all of a sudden... (Experience Acquisition: 4 individuals)"

"Well, if a hero dies at the hands of a human, what kind of punishment would befall the one who killed them?"

"Pardon? (Experience Acquisition: 4 individuals)"

"It's not 'pardon,' but rather, I am a human sent by God, so to speak, like a representative of God. Shouldn't there be some sort of divine retribution if someone like me is killed?"

Up until now, they had looked at each other with expressions that couldn't articulate their thoughts.

It was reasonable to think that it wasn't an impossible occurrence, despite there being no precedent.

Divine retribution. On Earth, that phrase, which was dismissed as nonsense uttered by the defeated, transformed into a bomb whose explosion I didn't know when would happen to me.

It was just something I blurted out, but could it really be that I would face divine retribution if I die?

"Come to think of it, just sitting and waiting for execution is too boring."

"What? (Experience Acquisition: 1 individual)"

Leaning forward and creating space, I forcefully threw my body backward, hitting the back of my head against the wall.

Thud!! It wasn't as loud as when Penny hit her head, but it reverberated through the silent prison with enough force.

"What, what are you doing?!! (Experience Acquisition: 1 individual)"

"If there is such a thing as divine retribution, does it matter whether it's suicide or execution? What's important is that you're involved. Isn't that right?"

Thud!! Once again, the resounding thud made the four individuals panic and pound on the bars.

"You crazy bastard!! Stop!! Stop it!! (Experience Acquisition: 1 individual)"

"Key!! No, Lunia!! Use magic to open the prison door!! Quickly!!! (Experience Acquisition: 17 individuals)"

"Uh, okay!!! (Experience Acquisition: 7 individuals)"

"...Is this the kind of person who's a hero? (Experience Acquisition: 4 individuals)"

Hehe, my first suicide.

        
            "Are we still far away?! (Experience Acquisition: 1 person)"

"This prison is ridiculously secure!! Why is this remote castle like this?! (Experience Acquisition: 7 people)"

It seemed that some kind of magic had been bestowed on the gate in preparation for such a situation, and Lunia couldn't hide her cold sweat.

While she was struggling in front of the lock, I didn't stop banging my head.

The back of my head hurts. Although it's not visible, I wonder if blood is flowing profusely from my head right now?

Needless to say, I never had any intention of committing suicide, and I wanted to stop this foolishness immediately.

However, seeing the bewildered face sweating profusely every time I hit my head, I couldn't possibly stop.

It was painful. It felt like my head was on fire, but I could endure it as long as it was for that infatuated face.

Thud! Thud!

Was the sound of my accelerating head hitting theirs causing their anxiety?

Lars, who was staring at the lock with a mixture of deep confusion and unease, pointed to the window bars and shouted.

"Lunia!! We don't have time!! Shoot magic through the window bars!! (Experience Acquisition: 17 people)"

"Y-Yes!! (Experience Acquisition: 7 people)"

At Lars' command, Lunia immediately gave up on unlocking the gate and pointed at me with her index finger through the window bars.

Soon, a blue mist-like substance began to gather at the tip of her finger and turned into a projectile, piercing through my body.

"What's this?"

"Huh, huh? (Experience Acquisition: 7 people)"

However, despite the magic clearly hitting, there was no visible change in my body.

Curious about what was happening, I looked at the person who cast the spell, but even she seemed unaware of what was going on.

"How is this supposed to work?"

"W-Well, you're supposed to fall asleep. (Experience Acquisition: 7 people)"

"But I'm not sleepy."

Although I felt a little dizzy from hitting the back of my head too many times, I wasn't sleepy at all.

Rather, it hurt so much that it felt like flames were burning at the back of my head, and I could probably continue doing this all day now.

"Alright! Let's go to heaven!"

"Ugh!! (Experience Acquisition: 17 people)"

Thump! Thump! Thump!

The sound of a head being split open resonated once again. As Las, who had been aiming at the window bars while listening to the regular dull sound, suddenly approached them.

And as he grabbed the window bars and pulled them sideways, they were easily torn apart like toothpicks, creating a new opening in this prison.

"Huh, so this is indeed the fantasy world?"

I muttered absentmindedly, forgetting to even protect my head from the tremendous force that didn't seem human.

Las, who had torn apart the window bars and entered inside, wrapped his strong arms around me, preventing me from banging my head again.

"Hey! I can't commit suicide like this!"

With a bit of exaggeration, the overwhelming strength pressed against my body, restraining me.

Even if I were in a normal state, it would have meant nothing in the face of this power.

When I was lying there, unable to even struggle, the warden seemed to read some emotion from my eyes and spoke in a poignant voice.

"I understand your feelings as a hero! But you must not throw away your own life so easily! Besides... haven't you heard the saying that if you reverse suicide, you live? (Experience Acquisition: 4 people)"

Damn it. Acting like she's trying to stop me because she's afraid of divine punishment. If someone hears this, they might think a saint has descended here.

The warden's voice overflowed with a compassion that seemed to genuinely want to prevent my suicide, but to me, it only felt hypocritical.

"If reversing suicide means living, what a heartwarming phrase. Yes, from now on, I'll live diligently without thinking about suicide."

However, the only time to lower the curtain on this absurd farce was now.

Even if I wanted to continue, my body was restrained like this, so there was no way.

Upon hearing my words that I would stop self-harming, the warden half-opened her mouth and responded with a confused voice.

"Yes, yes? (Experience Acquisition: 4 people)"

"What's with the 'yes, yes' again? Keep your distance. I said I won't commit suicide. So, quickly let go of me. It feels uncomfortable to have a guy clinging to me from behind."

"... (Experience Acquisition: 17 people)"

As soon as those words were spoken, the strength that firmly held onto my body and refused to let go began to slip away from my arms.

The eyes of the four individuals suddenly started to change sharply. Penny, who stepped forward in place of the three speechless individuals with a sense of disappointment, spoke.

"Hey, did you think we were joking? (Experience Acquisition: 1 person)"

"Of course we're not joking. Did you think I would commit suicide just because of some uncertain punishment?" Even if you think about it calmly for a moment, the idea of committing suicide over a punishment that may or may not be imposed is foolish, to say the least.

If they can't even understand something as simple as that, then they are not innocent but rather foolish.

The girl who had just realized that she herself was a fool without any hesitation drew her sword from her waist and thrust it towards me.

"Penny!!! (Experience Acquisition: 17 people)"

With one hand, Lass deflected Penny, who was rushing towards me with a sword full of killing intent, and suppressed her.

"Let go!! I'll kill that bastard with my own hands!! (Experience Acquisition: 1 person)"

"Penny, hold on!! There might really be a punishment――!! (Experience Acquisition: 17 people)"

"Hey! Stop it! I'm actually curious whether there really is a punishment."

Lass turned his head abruptly while holding onto Penny and glared at me.

"Shut up!! Why do you keep saying things like that!! (Experience Acquisition: 17 people)"

"Well then, you fucking bastard, imagine waking up only to find yourself barely alive, locked up in a damn prison like a piece of shit, and expecting me to be kind to you?"

"That, that's...!! (Experience Acquisition: 17 people)"

"Moreover, that damn daughter of a bitch who put me here even brought my friends and is badmouthing me. I'm not some zoo monkey."

"... (Experience Acquisition: 1 person)"

Perhaps it was the small amount of conscience left in her heart. Penny, who had been glaring at me while being held by Lass, slowly lowered her sword and turned her gaze away from me.

"Don't think that I'll find it amusing or cheerful when I laugh and say things like that."

"We have certainly made mistakes as well. But didn't you also refrain from using such disrespectful language towards His Majesty? (Experience Acquisition: 4 individuals)"

"Because logic doesn't work, are you resorting to authority? Am I a warrior? Is my life worth as little as a fly's life in front of the king just because I said something he didn't like?"

"Oh, no, it's not like that... (Experience Acquisition: 4 individuals)"

If those guys were proper warriors as they expected, they would have held back regardless of what offensive remarks were made.

In other words, it's not a matter of right or wrong, but a matter of authority, or rather, power.

"What kind of authority does a half-wit like me have over a warrior? Kill me or let me live, do whatever you want. You guys will take care of the rest. I don't care."

If those bastards don't come sniffing around and stab me in the back tomorrow, I'll still be alive.

If I die... well, either the rats or these guys will bring down divine punishment on them. If they don't, there's nothing I can do.

Struggling to move even a little, I barely managed to bend my arm and put my head on my arm, closing my eyes and falling asleep.

Originally, I prefer lying down flat instead of on my side, but with this bump on the back of my head, I had no choice but to compromise.

"Wake me up at lunchtime. I'm going to sleep."

"Um, um..."

"...Yes?"

The unexpected person who responded to the question without expecting an answer was someone I hadn't anticipated.

I turned my body and looked towards the window. Jarvis, who had left to call the knight, had returned and was tilting his head as if he didn't understand English.

"W-What happened?!"

"That's something you should ask the person who broke the window. I'm not going to ask someone who was peacefully inside the prison."

"What?"

"The window? What are you talking about... Ah, no, the prison?!! (Experience Acquisition: 9 individuals)"

Jarvis, who had returned again, was unarmed, but he wasn't alone. He was accompanied by two unknown knights.

The knight who had been observing the situation from behind looked at the broken window and screamed in horror.

Looking at my disheveled appearance, it seems that breaking the prison bars is not something anyone can do if they're a knight.

"Sir Las... and even the princess, what brings you to such a humble place? And the prison..." (Experience Points: 9)

"I forced the princess to accompany me because I wanted to meet the hero. And as for the prison... I said so, report it to the higher-ups." (Experience Points: 17)

Las, who seemed to hold a high position among the knights, could only nod his head in agreement when the knight who came with Jarvis couldn't even utter a word in response.

"Yes, I will do so." (Experience Points: 9)

"Thank you. But why did you come all the way here with Priest Jarvis? What's your business?" (Experience Points: 17)

"Well... His Majesty asked me to bring that guy... No, the hero..." (Experience Points: 9)

I turned to Jarvis and asked.

"The king wanted to see me?"

"Yes, His Majesty kindly requested your presence. Dinner has also been prepared, so please come along."

"Dinner?"

I can't resist food. My stomach, which hasn't had anything to eat for days, is still growling sadly.

"Hey, give me a hand."

"Yes? Are you referring to me?" (Experience Points: 9)

When I suddenly pointed at myself and spoke, the knight raised an eyebrow as if asking what I meant.

"I'm still not strong enough to walk. So, you have to carry me. Is that clear?"

"Yes, understood." (Experience Points: 9)

"You don't look happy. Is there any complaint? Should I ask that person to carry me instead?"

As I slightly turned my hand to point at Las, the knight flinched and knelt down, offering his back to me.

"Oh, no!! I will carry you!" (Experience Points: 9)

Now I'm starting to understand how to handle these people. It's not that different from Korea, surprisingly.

"Well then, see you later!! Thanks for playing with me!!"

        
            "...Huh. (Experience Acquisition: 79 individuals)"

Upon arriving in the room where a meal was prepared, with steam rising from the knight's back, the king sitting across from me burst into laughter upon seeing me.

"Are you being carried because you can't walk, or are you being carried just to beat me up? (Experience Acquisition: 79 individuals)"

"Both."

The knight's back began to tremble at the joking remark. I wanted to tease him a little more since he showed such a good reaction, but now it was time for farewell.

Supported by him, I sat on the chair, and the king gestured for him to step back.

With a vigorous salute, the knight left, leaving only me and the maid standing next to the king.

<Experience Acquisition: 15 individuals>

It seems that the maid's duties involve more than just serving meals, given that the experience acquisition is in the double digits.

Judging by how close she is to the king's side, she must have already made her move. Like a vulgar old man.

"...Let's start with the meal first. It wouldn't make sense to talk on an empty stomach after being unconscious for two days. (Experience Acquisition: 79 individuals)"

"Yes, actually, my current condition is far from ideal. As you know, I've been starving for two days and locked up in a wretched prison, so to speak."

"....(Experience Acquisition: 79 individuals)"

"I'm not being sarcastic; I'm genuinely curious. If you were going to call me as soon as I woke up, why did you lock me up in the underground dungeon? I really don't understand."

"...Dignity. (Experience Acquisition: 79 individuals)"

"Yes?"

"There were eyes watching, so I had no choice but to do it out of dignity. I thought a few days in prison might make you behave a little better. (Experience Acquisition: 79 individuals)"

"...Then, did you never consider this? If this guy becomes as strong as the other warriors, I might get my ass kicked. That's what I'm thinking."

"Are you such a narrow-minded person? (Experience Acquisition: 79 individuals)"

"Yes, as narrow-minded as a virgin's vagina."

"You speak as if you've experienced it yourself. It depends on the individual, even virgins can be loose. (Experience Acquisition: 79 individuals)"

"...."

As if asserting sympathy, I barely managed to swallow the profanity that rose up to my throat.

I mustn't get angry here. If I get angry, it would be admitting that I sympathize.

Suppressing the anger in my heart and regaining composure, I silently made a vow, even though it seemed impossible for now—I will definitely smash this bastard's head someday.

"...You've gone off topic. (Experience Acquisition: 79 people)"

Sensing the atmosphere turning cold, the king gestured to eat quickly and blatantly changed the subject.

To cultivate the strength to strike this brat, I picked up the utensils to finish the meal.

Perhaps due to not eating properly for two days and being left in an underground prison, my hands trembled just by holding the spoon.

The spoon feels heavy. It's unbelievable that I can feel the weight of utensils at this age. When I was feeling helpless, a maid approached to lift the tray.

"You don't need to come closer."

"But... (Experience Acquisition: 15 people)"

"Sorry, but if someone is next to me right now, I feel like the food will go down the wrong way."

I am by no means a person who discriminates between virgins and non-virgins, but even so, I didn't want to eat a meal that had been tainted by double-digit experience acquisitions.

I managed to lift the spoon and took a bite. The taste of the stew wasn't honestly that bad.

Partly because my expectations were so low, it was at a level where I could eat it without any problems.

"...Is this a carrot?"

Surprisingly, there was a taste similar to carrots coming from the debris, suggesting that the Earth and the ecosystem weren't that different.

Although I haven't tasted anything with such rough flavor or texture before, should I call it an unimproved carrot?

I examined the shape on the spoon, and while the color and appearance of the debris were different from carrots, the taste and texture were similar.

"Is this a carrot?"

"Well, it seems so, but is there any problem? (Experience Acquisition: 79 people)"

"No, there isn't."

Apart from the taste, there was nothing that could be considered as a carrot, but the king asserted that it was indeed a carrot.

It's a familiar story, but there has never been a time when conversations didn't connect due to mismatched words.

The reason might be that, for instance, if I were to mention the word "carrot," it wouldn't be appropriately translated as the name of the corresponding plant in this world, right?

"Excuse me, can you say 'brinkul' once?"

"What? (Experience points: 79)"

"It's just out of academic curiosity. It's not difficult, is it?"

Although the king couldn't understand English, he reluctantly uttered those words with a puzzled expression.

"...Brinkul. What does it mean? (Experience points: 79)"

"It means nothing."

When the king spoke, his pronunciation clearly indicated that he said "brinkul." Judging from his lack of understanding, it seems my hypothesis was correct.

After finishing the stew in front of him and placing down his spoon, the king spoke solemnly.

"Well, since it seems like we're almost done with the meal, let's get to the point. Would it be alright if I still consider a proposal before a minor unfortunate incident occurs between us? (Experience points: 79)"

"Are you referring to the incident where you tried to assassinate me but failed and ended up imprisoning me?"

"Yeah, that incident where I tried to kill you and threw you into an underground prison. (Experience points: 79)"

Seeing him shamelessly utter such words, I couldn't help but chuckle.

"You really don't hold back with your words."

"I know you don't have many choices. If you don't like it, you can go back to the underground prison. The knight who will escort you to the prison is waiting outside the door, so to speak. (Experience points: 79)"

"You're like a shameless raccoon. I'll accept it as long as I don't have to marry that princess."

"That's the most important part... (Experience points: 79)"

"But there's a part I can't compromise on."

I'm saying this not because she's not a virgin, but simply because I don't like that woman.

I can understand hating me from our first meeting. She probably had her own life plan, and I suddenly appeared and ruined it.

But I couldn't stand her being impulsive, lacking discernment, and speaking thoughtlessly despite being hot-tempered and even a noblewoman with no basic manners and loose morals.

"So let's compromise. Do you have any hidden illegitimate child or something like that?"

"What?! (Experience Points: 79)"

"Honestly, don't you have at least one?"

If a person with 79 experience points doesn't have a single illegitimate child, then life is truly pointless.

The king responded to the reasonable suspicion with anger.

Bam! When his enraged fist struck the table, a fierce noise erupted, and the table split into two, causing the dishes on top to bounce off like projectiles.

"How dare you belittle my possessions and blabber such nonsense! I swear by the heavens that I only love one woman!" (Experience Points: 79)

"Love? Love?! Loooove?!!"

Forgetting her father's anger for scolding her about virginity, a man in an era where purity became a vulgar joke was babbling nonsense.

Doesn't this bastard have any conscience? Or is it that in this world, as long as you have true love, even if your experience points exceed two digits, you're considered pure?

"Where is this bastard selling drugs? Have you already forgotten what kind of hero I am?"

"What?! You―― (Experience Points: 79)"

The king's face gradually turned pale. Before he could give a delayed response to the meaning behind the words "hero of purity," I took the lead and spoke.

"Let's keep it simple and be honest. Yes or no?"

"...Step aside for now." (Experience Points: 79)

The maid, who had been raising the corners of her mouth slightly since the part where love was mentioned, bowed her head and left.

After the maid left the room, I could hear the fading footsteps of the knights. It seemed like they had also left their positions.

"There are no illegitimate children. (Experience Acquisition: 79 individuals)"

"Really?"

"Yes, due to strict management regarding the inheritance rights issue, it can be asserted that there are none. But how could you possibly know about such things? (Experience Acquisition: 79 individuals)"

"I may not fully understand what you mean by that, but I can somewhat comprehend."

While it may be somewhat helpful, it is a power that is more like a curse than a blessing.

But if, by some miracle, I were to return to Earth, would I be able to witness the experiences of my mother and grandmother as well?

"No way, seriously..."

For a moment, a chill ran down my spine at the thought of something that seemed impossible. If that time comes, I might have to seriously consider digging out my own eyes.

"Well... Could it be that your rejection of Penny is also because of that power? (Experience Acquisition: 79 individuals)"

"No, I'm not some pathetic man obsessed with virgins... Wait, did you know? That woman isn't a virgin?"

"Yes, since I had a long history with Knight Commander Rass. But what's the problem with that? What's wrong with non-virgins in this day and age?!! (Experience Acquisition: 79 individuals)"

"You bastard!!!"

Suddenly, despite not being able to move an inch just moments ago, when I regained consciousness, I found myself moving towards the king.

Unforgivable. To marry a virgin and pass off my non-virgin daughter as if it were nothing, with such shameless attitude.

"You fucking piece of shit! How dare you call yourself a human!!!"

That anger emitted a different, sharp light compared to when it manifested against Uni, and right before taking on a tangible form, the familiar sensation of power once again engulfed my body.

Ah, damn it, seriously...

        
            "Really... I can't let my guard down."

In a bedroom in the castle, Galion, who narrowly saved his life thanks to the warrior's unconsciousness and inability to fully manifest his growth, sat in a chair and recalled the light from earlier.

The light, even before fully manifesting like a holy unicorn, conveyed its purpose and threat through its shape alone, undoubtedly directed at Galion.

If the warrior had a little more stamina left, there would be no need to mention what would have happened.

"...Does he possess two types of growth?"

Or is it the two of them together? Either way, having such growth as a warrior is unprecedented.

In a good or bad sense, it means he has a specialness that the previous heroes did not have.

"Your Majesty. Has the princess and her entourage arrived?"

As Galion looked at the face of the sleeping warrior and reminisced about the scene from earlier, he stood up at the sound of a voice coming from outside the door.

After a momentary pause, he let out a deep sigh and grabbed the doorknob.

Waiting with stiff faces in the corridor were, of course, Penny and her companions.

The Knight Commander, Rass, the court magician, Lunia, and the priestess of the God of Valor, Luina, took a step back and knelt on one knee as they saw the king.

"I heard you went to the prison?"

"...."

Galion, standing in front of Penny, spoke.

"You didn't go to take care of the future prince, did you? What was your business?"

"Your Majesty, that was..."

As always, Rass, standing beside her, stepped forward in place of Penny, and Galion furrowed his brow, blocking him.

"I asked my daughter. Since when did you become my daughter?"

"I apologize."

"Rass, it's okay."

Penny, with her eyes slightly closed, spoke.

"I went down with everyone. I... was curious about how things were going..."

"Hmm."

Galion momentarily forgot what he wanted to say due to her childish, or rather, even more immature than a child's, behavior.

If she proudly exclaimed that she went to kill him because she didn't want to marry a man like that, leaving aside whether her actions were right or wrong, her determination might have been evaluated. Even if she were evaluated, it wouldn't change her role in any way.

"What did you do there? You didn't happen to engage in gossip and get caught, did you?"

"..."

As a response to the second worst possibility imaginable, Penny answered with silence.

Galleon barely managed to restrain his hand from rising and dropped his futile fist, unable to strike anything.

Well, what difference would it make if the already low level of favorability hits rock bottom?

Now, he repeated to himself several times, as if under hypnosis, that there was no meaning in a few gossips now that he had come here, calming down his anger.

"Penny. Penelope. Listen carefully. Despite appearing so ridiculous, he is undoubtedly a warrior sent by the gods. Although he has made foolish mistakes in judging his worth until now, that is not a reason to give up on improving your relationship with him. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Father."

"Well... then, as a woman who carries the blood of royalty, do you know what you should do?"

"Yes, I know. I will make an effort."

It wasn't a particularly satisfying answer, but it had been a long time since anything changed by arguing over it throughout his half-life.

"Alright, go back now."

Thus, he sent Penny and her entourage away. However, only the captain of the knights, Rasmus, remained in the corridor without leaving.

"Do you plan to vent your resentment for stealing your lover? If that's the case, I'll forgive you this one time. I'm not so narrow-minded."

"I intend to separate public and private matters. However, I stayed here to inquire about His Majesty's thoughts, as I wondered if the policy had changed."

"It's not like you never had much interest in it from the beginning, right?"

"..."

"Well, now that you're here, what does it matter so much? Your ambition is what I value most highly, so there's no need to worry about it."

"I will engrave your words overflowing with meaning into my heart."

"The policy hasn't changed, so I'll step back now. I feel a bit tired after experiencing such a difficult situation."

With one hand touching the ground, Rass stood up and bowed deeply to Galeon before heading in the direction Penny had left.

Galeon, who had been staring at Rass's back for a while without knowing what he was thinking, sighed and turned his head.

"Should I prepare a bed for you to sleep in?"

"No, I'll keep watching since I don't know when I'll wake up. I'll guard the door."

Returning to the room again, the culprit that had been disturbing Galeon's mind lately was waiting, furrowing their brows as if they were reading his mind.

Could it be that they were having a terrible nightmare? As I approached their face, which was furrowed to an unusual extent, I noticed blood seeping into the pillow.

"Did they get hit on the back of the head?"

Turning their body to lie down on their side, their expression became somewhat calmer.

Remembering to call a priest later for treatment, Galeon sat back in his seat.

And he thought. Perhaps he could fulfill his long-standing wish to subdue the Demon King, a desire that had been passed down from his ancestors.

The first warrior of purity, born for the first time since the unprecedented invitation, with two growths that no one in history had ever possessed.

Since everything had been unprecedented in history, Galeon had high expectations for him.

However, in order to do that, improving his relationship with the hero was urgent.

Although he denied it himself, he believed that his refusal of Penny was only a matter of time due to his annoying obsession with a mere virgin-like label.

Penny was beautiful. It was a fact that any man with normal sexual desires would acknowledge, not just because she was his daughter.

He may be called a hero, but he is nothing more than an inexperienced fool who doesn't know the joy a woman can bring.

Right now, he seems to be intoxicated by the name of the hero of purity and trapped in an outdated concept of chastity, but when such a situation comes, he will surely not be able to resist.

"When that time comes, this time for sure..."

"Ugh, ugh...!!"

The warrior, who had shown no movement except for subtle changes in expression until a moment ago, began to thrash about.

I immediately approached him, and the warrior, as if muttering in his sleep, murmured in a low voice.

"Ge... Geon...!!"

"Geon?"

"Geonlance... You, non-virgin... you fucking bitch, your daughter, tearing her hole apart...!!!"

"......"

I couldn't understand what he was saying, but it was clearly something unpleasant.

*****

When I regained consciousness, I found myself back at the intersection I had seen before coming to this world.

In the center of the pedestrian crossing at the intersection, in that space that seemed to have been left empty for something, an elegant tea table was placed, which hadn't been there when I came before.

Except for that table, the street hadn't changed at all, but unlike before, this time I had no freedom in my body.

My body was moving towards the table, but it wasn't my will.

As if being controlled by an invisible thread, my body was involuntarily drawn towards the table.

Once I reached the table, my body naturally sat down, leaving only one chair empty.

On the opposite side, a girl I had seen the day before, a girl in her early to mid-teens who I thought would grow up like this, was facing me.

While I was still confused by the sudden change in the situation, the girl spoke in a gentle voice.

"Calm your mind."

That voice, beautiful and vague, made me feel relieved.

"You are not in danger. Calm your mind and try to remember slowly. What were you doing before coming here?"

I...

I was in the midst of punishing the wicked who offered me a non-virgin, claiming to be a virgin herself.

I had moved forward with the intention of choking her, but the sudden surge of power overwhelmed my body, causing me to faint.

When I recalled that much of the memory, the girl spoke.

"The power was still too much for you to handle, so I suppressed it for a moment, my brave one. As the protector of lovely innocence, you must not lose sight of the evil before you and forget about the nation. There awaits a greater mission for you."

Mission?

Could it be referring to subduing the Demon King? She tilted her head at the vague possibility that came to mind.

"The Demon King, who threatens the survival of humanity, is a target that must be eliminated. It is a problem that the humans of this world must solve. If you take care of it, it would be a grateful task, but your mission is different."

As if it were a difficult thing to say, she swallowed her breath for a moment.

When the restlessness in my heart, which even the gods hesitate to mention, began to grow, the girl spoke.

"It is, so to speak, my fault. It is a history intertwined with the disdain for purity deeply rooted in this land, and... a puzzle that even the God of Wisdom couldn't solve."

The dual nature of purity and the continuous chain of virginity.

"When faced with the puzzle that no one could solve and found an answer, the residents of this world will once again uphold purity. I believe in you, the hero of this world. Please..."

The image of the goddess began to shake.

The voice and the beloved forest of buildings surrounding me also began to shake, gradually crumbling as waves of debris surged in.

"...Please save my world."

As the waves of debris engulfed her, she started to separate from what might be called the spirit, if it could be called a physical body.

Her mind became increasingly blurred and clear. The last thing she heard was the mischievous voice of the goddess.

"And I'll take care of attending and completing the daily quests of the mobile game you enjoyed on Earth. I've deleted all your internet search history and manipulated the hard disk so it can't be recovered. So, please rest assured."

*****

Naturally, her eyes began to open. The first thing she saw upon opening her eyes was an unpleasant face that made her feel uneasy just by looking at it.

"You're awake. This time it's been three days. Is your body feeling a little better? (Experience acquisition: 79 people)"

"...You're awake. (Experience acquisition: 1 person)"

Next to me was Penny, wearing a rag-like outfit that seemed to reveal her true nature.

Behind her, the rest of her companions, lined up like candies, looked at me with worried eyes.

"Rain..."

"Rain? (Experience acquisition: 79 people)"

Her mouth opened on its own. The king tilted his head, listening to the small voice that crawled like a mouse.

I whispered softly into the king's ear.

"Cleanse the virginity of the rain..."

It smells like piss.

        
            "Let's put off the talk about marriage for now."

After composing himself, the first words spoken by the king were unexpected.

Did he realize his mistake belatedly? It would be right to judge based on conscience or mother, but who is the other party?

Considering his age and past actions, it wouldn't be surprising if he had neither.

Judging from the suggestion to put it off, he's probably thinking of some dirty trick.

I doubt my judgment will be clouded by mere alcohol, but from that moment on, I vowed never to drink while in this world.

No, even water needs caution. In a fantasy-like world, it wouldn't be strange if there were drugs that increase sensitivity by 3,000 times.

"But wait, is there a way to be cautious?"

It would be wise to consider methods for distinguishing poison or cultivating resistance.

Or perhaps contraceptive magic. Such a thing should never happen, but in the worst case, as long as no child is conceived after spending a night with her.

If she were a pure virgin, Penny Princess, then maybe there could be an argument that her value doesn't change even if she's secondhand.

Regardless of whether it's once, ten times, or a hundred times, secondhand is still secondhand.

No one can refute the fact that its value remains unchanged.

"Or is there a way to prevent arousal itself?"

I'm not sure how the goddess would react if she heard this thought, but I vaguely thought it was related to the realm of purity.

Isn't this also a kind of chastity belt? Can't we do something with the power of the goddess?

With that thought in mind, I went to find Jarvis. He was resting in a guest room prepared by the royal family.

He was alone in a room without any sacred artifacts, praying while facing the wall. When I arrived, he immediately stood up and turned to look at me.

"Hero, are you feeling better now?"

"Yes... It was just a temporary loss of energy. I rested well and ate, so I recovered quickly. But by any chance, does this world have anything like religious relics?"

"Yes?"

"In the world where I lived, when praying to God, we would kneel before a cross... I mean, in front of a relic. I was wondering if there is such a culture in this world."

In the temple, and even now, he prays to the empty air without any relics.

Perhaps it's just that he wasn't prepared. Curious, I asked, and Jarvis replied with a solemn face.

"No, they do exist. They have simply been forgotten."

"Forgotten?"

"After the arrival of the first and last hero 1,000 years ago, many teachings, including relics, have been lost. Of course, efforts have been made to restore them, but due to the long time that has passed, there hasn't been much progress."

"But this is a world where gods actually exist. Haven't they given any divine revelations or something?"

"Unfortunately... Since the first hero, no one has received a revelation from the goddess. Naturally, the influence of the church has been declining day by day, and the temple has become what it is..."

"Well, then, tell me next time we meet. I want to know a little about what relics are."

"Ne-Next time...?"

"Oh, didn't I mention it? We met when I fainted before."

"W-We met?!!"

Excited, Jarvis grabs my shoulder and exclaims.

Seeing my surprised and frozen reaction to his unexpected behavior, Jarvis regains his composure belatedly and quickly releases his hand, saying,

"I-I apologize! It's just so hard to believe..."

"If you're a hero, don't you meet everyone?"

"No, as far as I know, even if someone is called a hero, they haven't personally met the goddess."

"I see..."

"But... What kind of conversation did you have with the goddess..."

Even though it's called a conversation, honestly, more than half of the strange stories I couldn't understand.

"I have a mission other than subduing the Demon King. It's about the duality of purity and the answer to the Chain of Non-Virginity... Do you understand what I mean?"

"Well, I've never heard of such a story before... Maybe the High Priestess might know."

"The High Priestess?"

"The supreme leader of the sect, who acts as the representative of the goddess until the arrival of the hero. Normally, the High Priestess takes charge of guiding the hero, but our sect's High Priestess travels the world to fulfill the will of the goddess..."

"So, you don't know where she is."

"It seems so."

Finally, there was something to learn, but it's strange that the sect can function properly with a High Priestess like that, who wanders around without a home like some runaway teenager.

Starting from the author called the High Priestess, this whole situation seemed absurd if the sect was running properly.

"Finally, there was something to learn..."

"To learn something?"

"That's right."

The story that began from there criticized the flaws of this country.

Jarvis couldn't bear the anger towards the tyranny committed by the king as a citizen of this country before being a devotee of the goddess.

His pale face started turning red. His bony arm, the only thing left, clenched tightly and began to tremble.

"H-How dare you...!!!"

"I'm not surprised anymore. So, is there no way?"

"Unfortunately, I haven't experienced such a thing, so I don't know about miracles. But if the hero prays to the goddess, she will surely perform a miracle."

"Sigh..."

A hero who asks for a miracle to prevent an erection from the goddess, even thinking about it makes me laugh because it's so absurd.

Aside from being shameful, would she grant such a prayer?

...Surprisingly, it seemed like she might.

"Alright, I understand. I'll be leaving for the royal capital soon, and as for you, Father, will you..."

"I'll stay here. It won't be of much help if I go, and there might be a lamb who seeks the teachings of the goddess."

"...I doubt it."

There would be no humans aspiring to enter the village I saw at least until this point in my journey.

I am by no means a person who defiles virgins, but it's impossible for someone who has even once recognized the importance of purity to have such a number hanging over their head.

"Well then, please take courage. All I can offer is these words."

"Just those words are enough to give me strength. As a devotee of the goddess, to directly witness her grace at the end of my life, what could be happier than this?"

"Why make such an overreaction..."

"No, it's definitely not an overreaction. You are undoubtedly..."

Just as Jarvis was about to say something, someone knocked forcefully on the door.

"Hero! It's time to depart. (Experience acquisition: 5 people)"

"Understood. So, what did you want to say?"

"It's nothing. You'll find out when the time comes, so there's no need to worry. Now, let's go..."

Jarvis pointed to the door with a kind smile.

What was he trying to say?

Setting aside that question for a moment, I stepped out of the door.

*****

"It must be him."

When did Jarvis become so certain?

He clenched his fist tightly, as if holding onto the conviction that surged in his heart, and recalled the previous day.

The day the hero and Galleon first met. The hero expressed his aspirations without hesitation, even in front of the king of the nation.

A noble white shield that does not forsake the virtue of purity, even if it means facing death.

The moment Jarvis witnessed the scene, it was as if he personally experienced the reproduction of a myth and felt the existence of the goddess for the first time.

Noble. Beautiful. Devout.

There may be countless words to describe a martyr who sacrifices their life for their beliefs, but no matter how many words and sentences related to virtues in this world are brought together, they cannot possibly explain the appearance of that day.

Yes, it's definitely him. That hero. Without a doubt...

"The one who brings freedom to all virgins when the meaning of purity fades and the world is tainted by lust..."

Cherry Boy

With the legend of the first pure-hearted hero who appeared 1,000 years ago, a legendary existence passed down within the sect.

Jarvis was convinced. That hero was undoubtedly the Cherry Boy who brought freedom to all maidens.

*****

Although not intentional, I embarked on the path to the royal capital with the king in order to be officially recognized as a hero and cultivate the power to handle growth.

I was worried about what would happen if I were ordered to march all the way to the royal capital, but fortunately, it seems that I will be traveling by carriage.

The king's procession was surprisingly modest, with only four carriages resembling props often seen in dramas or movies set in medieval times, accompanied by dozens of mounted knights following behind.

Considering that there wouldn't be any fools foolish enough to attack a procession displaying the king's banner, this amount of force might be sufficient.

Although they may appear to be ordinary humans at first glance, those knights are unquestionably residents of the world of swords and magic.

It's merely because I have repelled all their attacks in the past that they seem insignificant, but perhaps they are the elite among the elites.

"This is the carriage for the hero to board. (Experience acquisition: 4 people)"

The second carriage, slightly behind the front. The knight pointed to a beautiful carriage reminiscent of a jewelry box.

"How long will it take to reach the royal capital?"

"If nothing unexpected happens, it will probably take around ten days... (Experience acquisition: 4 people)"

"I hope my buttocks can endure...."

Although this is my first time riding in a carriage, the feeling of riding won't be comparable to modern cars.

Feeling both anticipation and anxiety about riding in a carriage for the first time, I opened the carriage door. And...

"....... (Experience acquisition: 1 person)"

I sincerely began to contemplate the ten-day march.

        
            "Ugh, damn it...."

The moment I saw her face as she stepped onto the carriage ahead of me, despite realizing that she was right in front of me, those words unconsciously slipped out.

Princess Penny, wearing a dress with a deeply cut neckline more suited for a back alley than a royal princess, didn't even spare me a glance and averted her gaze.

Even in a world where vulgar behavior has become commonplace, there is no way a princess of a nation would wear such clothes. It must be a trick to seduce me.

"Has that idiot lost his mind?"

Did he genuinely think that I would fall for such an obvious ploy? It's not some kind of comic; did he really believe I would fall into this foolish trap?

At first, I felt dumbfounded, but as I imagined the process by which that idiotic fool came up with this imbecilic plan, my anger started to rise.

In his mind, am I just someone who would fall for a mediocre scheme like this because I'm a middle school student or an attractive woman?

Why did he make such a judgment? Is it because I'm Adar? Just because he saw me as someone to be looked down upon?

"Hey, you――!"

Just as I was about to shout out of frustration, my words were cut off by a passing thought that crossed my mind.

If I create a commotion here and drive away this Penny person, wouldn't it just confirm their belief that this childish beauty has some significance?

"Why aren't you getting on? (Experience Acquisition: 1 person)"

"Damn it...."

I can't chase her away. But I can't get off the carriage either. I simply thought of him as a shallow-minded fool, but he devised such a scheme.

I underestimated him too much. Even though I am the ruler of a country, I should have been more cautious.

Reflecting on my own foolishness, I boarded the carriage. As soon as I got on, the coachman waiting outside closed the door.

"We're departing!! (Experience Acquisition: 4 people)"

With the coachman's command, the carriage shook. Without even a moment to be startled by the greater vibration than expected, something that shouldn't have entered my sight came into view.

"Ugh...!! (Experience Acquisition: 1 person)"

Perhaps due to the unexpected jolt of the carriage or because my chest was deeply carved, at that moment when the carriage vibrated, the inside of my underwear was exposed.

Penny blushed and quickly covered her chest, glaring at me, but I felt extremely awkward.

Penny is a beauty. It is not an exaggeration to say that she possesses the most beautiful appearance among those I have personally seen.

However, why is it? The moment I caught sight of the red bra that seemed to match her hair color, a surge of nausea overwhelmed me involuntarily.

Discomfort. Even I, the person involved, gradually began to feel mentally and physically weakened by this unfamiliar discomfort.

Why did I start feeling nauseous? There was absolutely no reason for me to feel nauseous based on her appearance or anything else.

Except for the mark of sin engraved on my head.

No, even that mark cannot be the cause of my nausea. I am not such a petty man who discriminates between virgins and non-virgins.

Nausea cannot be caused by a non-virgin displaying improper behavior.

"Could it be that the goddess's blessing has brought about some change in my body?"

Amidst these unanswerable doubts swirling in my mind, the carriage continued relentlessly without pause.

As we left the city and entered a rough road, the carriage shook even more violently, and the frequency of slight exposure of the underwear noticeably increased.

However, as mentioned earlier, my mood was far from pleasant. On the contrary, it was quite the opposite.

When I saw Penny casually adjusting her clothes as if nothing had happened, an indescribable repulsive emotion crawled up and tickled my throat.

Whether she knew about my feelings or not, as time passed and darkness fell, Penny suddenly sighed and crossed her legs, tilting her head slightly to the side as she spoke to me.

"...Just so you know, I'm wearing these clothes under the Queen's orders. I have no feelings towards you whatsoever. (Experience acquired: 1 person)"

"What?"

At the command of her father, she wore such clothes, and aside from questioning whether she truly participated in its meaning, she was curious about what she would say.

"Or what? Did you think I would suddenly like you just because you became a warrior? A rude commoner cook like you is beneath me! I have the right to choose people too! (Experience acquired: 1 person)"

"...."

Her words were derogatory towards me. Strangely, as soon as I heard those words, my nausea began to subside.

However, it was merely a precursor phenomenon, like calmness before a storm, before a greater whirlwind of disgust swept over my chest.

The moment my extraordinary brain captured the hidden meaning in her words, I reflexively asked her.

"You, perhaps..."

"What?! (Experience acquired: 1 person)"

"If I were not an impolite commoner warrior but a perfect individual who excelled in swordsmanship, manners, and appearance, comparable to Sir Las, the heir of a noble household, would you have sacrificed yourself for the country?"

".... (Experience acquired: 1 person)"

Penny couldn't answer immediately. She realized that she had a mindset no different from that of a prostitute and averted her gaze, concealing her embarrassment.

And now, I understood why I felt nauseated and how I could momentarily forget that nausea.

The reason I initially felt disgust towards her was not because she was a virgin.

<Experience acquired: 1 person>

This statement implies that she gave her virginity to someone she loves.

In other words, despite having a man who took her virginity, she revealed her intimacy to an adulterous man for the trivial reason of serving the country.

I found it unbearably repulsive. I couldn't tolerate selling oneself like a rag due to betraying a man and some vague sense of patriotism.

Therefore, it was only natural that the disgust I felt, which seemed like it would overflow at any moment upon hearing that you had no intention of giving yourself to someone like me, subsided.

It was as if she had removed the cause of this nauseating feeling that tickled my throat.

However, when I realized that she hadn't rejected the act itself, but rather that the conditions weren't met in her eyes.

And when she admitted it herself, the disgust that had risen in my chest swelled even more.

I don't expect anything from you; I don't even have the desire to do so. So it doesn't matter either way. No, I'm even grateful.

But I absolutely cannot forgive an attitude that allows a man who took a virginity to betray that love depending on the conditions.

Disgusting woman. What does it matter to the country? Isn't it just a matter of selling your body like selling a painting?

If someone says they betrayed the country because of King Jeongjo, who would say anything?

Certainly, the patriotic independence activists would have raised their thumbs and said, "Selling the country for King Jeongjo is acceptable."

"Disgusting... This is what a non-virgin looks like!!"

How repulsive of a creature. Unable to bear it any longer, I clenched my fists and stood up.

And...

*****

Why couldn't I answer immediately?

There was no need for silence. In fact, regardless of the truth, it would have been enough to say that my intentions wouldn't change even if it was another person.

But whether it was because those words struck a nerve or because I was subtly avoiding the fact that I was betraying Lass, I couldn't respond right away.

Penny thought. Even if it was her father's... the king's command, what was different about her actions compared to a street prostitute?

A prostitute spreads her legs for money. And Penny spreads her legs based on the other person's conditions.

Money and transaction.

Although there may be a difference in value and nobility, the difference in their actions is not significant.

That's why when the hero clenched his fist and stood up, Penny couldn't do anything.

If I try to stop it, I can stop it. I have never been separated from my black belt, and I didn't need a sword; my bare hands were enough.

Having mastered various martial arts, including swordsmanship, Penny now had confidence that she could easily overpower anyone who used to be a chef-turned-warrior.

"But why can't he move?" Penny thought, sensing that the warrior's fist would fly towards her face.

The reason, clearly, was because of her guilt and love for Ross, which held her back.

So, this is punishment. It's punishment for betraying the person she loves... the person who gave her a chance.

Penny clenched her fist, vowing not to make a sound even if she received blows that would swell her face, but no matter how long she waited, the warrior's fist never struck her face.

"Huh?"

What she felt on her face wasn't a hot fist, but the cold night breeze that cooled the rising heat.

Curious about what was happening, she opened her eyes, but the warrior who should have been in front of her was clearly nowhere to be found.

Instead, only the cold night air and the door, which had surely been closed, stood wide open, waiting for Penny.

"What is this...?"

Caught off guard by the unexpected turn of events, Penny's mind went blank. Soon after, the voices of the knights mocking her dull-wittedness reached her ears.

"The hero jumped off the carriage!!!"

"He even stepped on the horse!!"

"Damn virgin bitch smell!!! I couldn't stand it anymore...!!!"

Note: The translation provided above respects the original text structure, including line breaks and quotation marks.
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