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      Genius (Physical) (1)
      There is a proverb in this world.
      If you keep trying, one day the sun will rise.
      Kim Dojun believed that this saying was not wrong at all.
      Because his life fit this proverb perfectly.
      In his childhood, during an incident called a "Dungeon Break" where monsters burst out of dungeons, he lost both his parents and had to live as an orphan.
      Afterward, when he grew older and became an adult, he awakened a power that no one particularly desired, but unfortunately, his life did not change dramatically.
      The power he awakened was the common physical enhancement ability awakened by a whopping 50% of hunters.
      In terms of rank, it meant he had awakened an F-rank ability.
      But Kim Dojun worked hard.
      He worked to succeed with his F-rank ability.
      He poured in several times more effort than others.
      He raided several times more dungeons.
      He went through several times more training.
      Almost as if to show the world that he was the definition of a tough guy, Kim Dojun worked like a madman.
      And after 10 years.
      He eventually reached a position where he was rewarded for all that effort.
      Even with just the physical enhancement ability, which 50% of all hunters possessed, he was set to reach the number one spot in the Korean hunter rankings the following week.
      All the hunters with similarly common abilities praised him as 'the hope of F-rank'.
      Even the S-rank hunters, guilds, and associations who had previously looked down on Kim Dojun now lowered their heads to scout him.
      This was precisely one day ago.
      At the end of a life filled with hardship and effort, a new dawn finally arrived for Kim Dojun; all that was left for him was to enjoy it.
      That's why.
      That's why Kim Dojun allowed himself a week off, taking a break from the training he'd been doing persistently for ten years.
      Thinking that it was okay to rest a little since he'd worked non-stop until now, he spent a week holed up at home playing games.
      Of course, he didn't take time off just to play games.
      It was just that, as he was lazily resting, he came across a game title that he used to enjoy before he became a hunter.
      Remembering that he had never seen the ending ten years ago, he started playing the nostalgic game, and before he knew it, a week had passed.
      Here was the problem.
      "Shit, did the protagonist's parents die or something? What kind of crap ending is this?"
      After spending a week to see the ending of the nostalgic game, he found that the ending was terrible.
      Kim Dojun stared blankly at the TV screen, which showed the world in ruin with the phrase 【Could even you not stop the malignant spirits...?】, and then shifted his gaze to the game case at his feet.
      【Sorcery Killing Technique】
      A somewhat typical RPG game where you raise the protagonist to the strongest sorcerer and stop the destruction of the world.
      However, he recalled that the game had received praise for employing the element of curse sorcery, differentiating it from other RPGs.
      He searched for more information on his smartphone.
      '... There's no info?'
      He was bemused to discover that he couldn't find any information about the game online.
      But soon, he found the answer in the mini-booklet that had come with the game.
      'It's a multi-ending game.'
      A multi-ending game.
      Confirming that the ending could change depending on player actions, Kim Dojun clicked his tongue without realizing it.
      'I just played however I felt like, and ended up with the bad ending.'
      Looking at the ruined world on the TV screen, Kim Dojun considered replaying the game, but soon shook his head and put the controller down.
      He'd allotted himself only a week off.
      He no longer had time to spend playing games.
      'Besides.'
      Starting tomorrow, he would be debuting as the number one ranked hunter in Korea, so he had to go to bed early.
      Dojun would be entering the true prime of his life starting tomorrow, and there was a lot he needed to do.
      'First, I'll clock the association president who looked down on me right in the face, then mess with the guilds that abused their power over me, and after that—'
      Just thinking about these plans made him unconsciously smile as he lay down to greet the next day early.
      He was ready to greet the prime of his life.
      ... Yes, he should have been ready to enjoy his prime.
      "Number 772! To the test room!"
      "?"
      The next day, Kim Dojun woke up brimming with excitement at the thought of decking the association president—but realized he wasn't at home.
      【Stop the world's destruction and reach the ending of 'Sorcery Killing Method.'】
      The system window that soon appeared before his eyes.
      "What the hell is this shit?"
      He couldn't help but blurt it out.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Hmm, a hard working, albeit ill-mannered protag?
      Also, sorcery here leans on curse techniques...
      【「(°ヘ°)?】
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      Genius (Physical) (2)
      A world dominated by the sorcery assassination arts, where spirit entities and possessed beings wreak havoc, not only harming people as a matter of course but even destroying entire cities.
      In such a world, the 'Sorcery Institute' was universally recognized, both East and West, as one of the world's top two academies for the training of sorcerers.
      Because of that, it was said that as long as you avoided doing anything strange and simply graduated from the Sorcery Institute, your life would take flight; the place itself was considered a guarantee of success.
      That is, if you could get in.
      The Sorcery Institute was notoriously difficult to enter, as much as its reputation for ensuring a successful life upon admission.
      The entrance exam alone was held in three rounds, with competition ratios easily surpassing a thousand to one.
      In other words, getting in by luck was utterly impossible.
      Still, despite this, almost everyone aspiring to be a sorcerer applied to the Sorcery Institute and sat for the admission exams.
      Because of this, the selection process was painstakingly long, sometimes taking days to screen successful candidates.
      And today was the day of the Sorcery Institute's third and final entrance exam.
      "..."
      The grand auditorium where the exam was being held.
      Although it was called an 'auditorium', it was, in fact, as large as a domed stadium. Here, on the central stage, one of the Sorcery Institute's teachers and the third-round chief proctor, Gu Do-min, watched the hours-long exam unfold with a bored expression.
      "So dull."
      He muttered, staring at the examination currently in progress.
      Yet among all the sorcerers serving as proctors for this round, not one disagreed with him.
      It was partly because Gu Do-min was both the chief proctor for the third round and someone of considerable authority within the Sorcery Institute, but the real reason was that everyone present simply agreed with his sentiment.
      "If they at least brawled a little, like in the first or second round, this would be fun."
      In truth, the Sorcery Institute's first-round exam was a ranking battle, and the second round was a labyrinth challenge.
      Put simply, there was at least something to see in those exams.
      But what of the third round?
      "..."
      Gu Do-min's gaze dropped.
      There, he saw a gigantic floating stone suspended in midair, and a test-taker grimacing and forcing out every bit of their spiritual power at it.
      The third round at the Sorcery Institute was neither a battle for rankings nor a sorcery labyrinth—a pure, straightforward evaluation of the candidate's spiritual power.
      Spiritual power was to sorcerers what magic power was to mages. No matter how skilled you were at sorcery, if you didn't have the spiritual power to sustain it, it meant nothing.
      That was why the Sorcery Institute always included this spiritual power assessment as the third and final stage of its entrance exam.
      Because for a sorcerer, spiritual power was critically important.
      'Still, that doesn't make it any less boring.'
      Important as it was, boredom was unavoidable. All they did was push their spiritual power into the floating stone: if it glowed blue, you passed; if not, you failed.
      The only remotely interesting thing about the third round was...
      【Candidate 771, Shin Se-yeon entering】
      "One of the three great families."
      "Yes, specifically, the second daughter of the Muryu family. In practice, she's essentially the eldest now."
      "The second daughter of the Muryu family..."
      Gu Do-min looked down to watch the girl approaching the floating stone.
      A girl with long black hair, her lips curved in a confident smile.
      Her expression might have seemed arrogant to some, but none of the proctors at the Sorcery Institute saw it that way.
      That was because the girl now walking forward was the second daughter of the Muryu family, renowned among sorcerer clans for their mastery of martial sorcery.
      And that wasn't all.
      She was already widely recognized as a genius in the sorcery world, with her skills more than proven.
      That was why none of the proctors saw Shin Se-yeon's confidence as arrogance.
      【Candidate 771, begin.】
      To the mechanical voice, Shin Se-yeon raised her hand lightly, placed it on the floating stone—several times larger than herself—and began to channel her spiritual power.
      Wooooong—!
      Instantly, the floating stone began to turn blue in response.
      "Oh."
      "As expected of the Muryu family's genius."
      "She turned it blue the moment she touched it."
      The proctors let out murmurs of admiration.
      It was, after all, no easy feat—even for a genius—to turn the floating stone blue so instantly.
      In fact, among the gathered proctors, only a handful could accomplish such a thing in such a short time; they marveled honestly at her talent.
      Yet Shin Se-yeon, still holding the stone, only smiled as though this was nothing, steadily pouring in more spiritual power.
      As time passed, the expressions of the proctors began to harden.
      The reason was the color of the floating stone into which Shin Se-yeon was channeling her force.
      "... Red...?"
      "... Huh."
      "True talent, indeed."
      It had gone beyond blue and turned red.
      "Amazing..."
      Even Gu Do-min, who had only been watching quietly until now, found himself muttering unconsciously.
      After all, everyone there knew it took an enormous amount of spiritual power to turn the floating stone red, not merely blue.
      【Candidate 771, pass.】
      Thus, the proctors, one after another, declared Shin Se-yeon passed for turning the stone red.
      At last, Shin Se-yeon withdrew her hand from the stone with a satisfied look.
      Simultaneously, the scoreboard atop the floating stone updated.
      ----
      1. 192 points. Shin Se-yeon
      2. 134 points. Kim Ha-min
      3. 131 points. Oh Yu-ryeon
      4. –
      ...
      ..
      .
      19. 102 points. Nakagawa Asumi
      20. 101 points. Do Jin-seong
      ----
      "192 points?"
      "Unbelievable..."
      "I figured when it turned red, but still..."
      "This is better than last year's valedictorian, isn't it?"
      "Last year's top score was about 160, so she's more than 30 points ahead."
      "Unbelievable."
      "I expected a lot from the Muryu family, but this... really exceeds expectations."
      The proctors kept exclaiming as they gazed at Shin Se-yeon's staggeringly high score.
      Gu Do-min, too, couldn't suppress his admiration as he looked at Shin Se-yeon, smiling contentedly at her results.
      It had been ages since he'd seen such promise.
      'I didn't watch the first or second rounds, but from this score alone, the valedictorian's decided.'
      With that, Gu Do-min reflected inwardly, committing Shin Se-yeon's face to memory before turning away and asking,
      "How many are left?"
      "Just the final candidate."
      A proctor replied immediately to Gu Do-min's question.
      Hearing this, Gu Do-min looked down.
      【Candidate 772. Kim Do-jun entering】
      He watched as a man strode forward.
      A man who, for some reason, looked extremely angry.
      But the proctors did not even bother to examine the man; one by one, they began to stand up from their seats.
      "What's going on? Why's everyone getting up?"
      Gu Do-min asked, puzzled.
      The proctor who had been speaking with him shook his head and replied.
      "I took a peek at the last candidate's first and second-round scores, hoping to get off work even a little earlier."
      "And?"
      "I've no idea how he even made it to the third round."
      At Gu Do-min's query, the proctor snickered and handed him a tablet.
      After reading the file on the device, Gu Do-min nodded in understanding.
      '... How did he get this far?'
      Indeed, candidate 772's scores in rounds one and two, as listed on the tablet, were hardly those of someone who belonged in the third round.
      'In the first round, he barely passed at the skin of his teeth. In fact, he only made it through because some people forfeited. In the second round too, he exceeded the time limit but advanced because others quit.'
      The very fact he was even taking the third exam was remarkable.
      'No, more than that... his first and second round scores are rock-bottom.'
      So Gu Do-min's face twisted into a look of disbelief.
      The other proctors were already on their feet, hands hovering over the fail button.
      Candidate 772 was, by all accounts, a clear case for failure; some wondered how he'd made it here at all.
      【Candidate 772. Begin.】
      Regardless of what the proctors did, the mechanical voice signaling the start of the test remained unchanged.
      The fixed time began ticking down.
      But even as the exam began, candidate 772 stood there unmoving.
      "What's he doing?"
      The proctors frowned, one after another.
      "Hurry it up, we all want to go home."
      "Should we just fail him now?"
      "No—if we do, he'll just complain about unfair treatment; better not give him the excuse."
      The proctors' exchange.
      Gu Do-min, agreeing silently, turned his eyes from the tablet to look at 772 in front of the floating stone.
      At that moment—
      "All right. Let's get this over with."
      Candidate 772 moved.
      For reasons unknown, face still twisted in fury, he didn't place his hand on the floating stone.
      "What—is he trying to punch the stone?"
      "Maybe he just wants attention since he knows he'll fail anyway?"
      He drew his fist back as if preparing to punch the floating stone.
      The proctors, all now sneering, stared at 772.
      "Here we—"
      And then.
      "Goddamn it!!!"
      With a tremendous curse, Kim Do-jun's fist shot forward.
      CRAAACK—!
      The floating stone—
      KWAANGGGGG—!!!!
      Shattered.
      BANG! KWAGAGAK! BANG!
      Fragments of the floating stone exploded outward, utterly demolishing it in an instant.
      At the same time, the sneering expressions of the proctors and Gu Do-min turned to blank shock.
      "..."
      Silence engulfed the proctors' booth.
      "... What?"
      That silence was soon broken by a single proctor's voice.
      Gu Do-min and the others turned their eyes to where the proctor's gaze had halted.
      And—
      ----
      1. 999 points. Kim Do-jun
      2. 192 points. Shin Se-yeon
      3. 134 points. Kim Ha-min
      4. 131 points. Oh Yu-ryeon
      -
      ...
      ..
      .
      19. 102 points. Nakagawa Asumi
      20. 101 points. Do Jin-seong
      ----
      "... Insane."
      In the proctors' booth, Gu Do-min's low mutter marked a return to stunned silence.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      His score increased with his cursing.
      I will translate 주력(ju-ryeok) as spiritual power for now as it is more neutral translation. Will adjust the term when more info is provided.
      Also, I'm assuming Shin Se-yeon will be interested in him, since he surpassed her score.
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      Genius (Physical) (3)
      The entrance exam for the Sorcery Institute had always drawn a lot of public attention.
      There were two reasons for this. The first was that students who entered the Sorcery Institute had a high probability of becoming successful S-rank sorcerers in the future.
      The second was that children from the three great families, as well as some children from other prestigious families, would take the exam.
      Because of this, once the exam was over, journalists would eagerly publish their articles.
      Some wrote about the top scorer of the Sorcery Institute.
      Some wrote about the small, humorous events that happened during the exam.
      Some introduced the children from prestigious families who had participated in the Sorcery Institute.
      And among these, the articles about the children from prestigious families who participated in the Sorcery Institute always garnered more views than any others.
      This was because, one way or another, the children of the renowned families had already built up their image both within and outside their families.
      Almost as if they were creating idols.
      That's why, typically, after the exam, the majority of articles were about the prestigious families.
      Yes, typically.
      However, that was not what was dominating the internet news at the moment.
      Now, more than three days after the Sorcery Institute entrance exam had ended,
      the internet news was filled with:
      【Just how strong is Candidate 772, who destroyed the levitating stone!?】
      【Is Candidate 772 not even a child of a prestigious family, but just an ordinary test taker?】
      【Unveiling the secret! The reason why Candidate 772 could destroy the levitating stone that even S-rank sorcerers couldn't!】
      【772! Who is Kim Dojun?】
      【A Sorcery genius appears!】
      Articles about Candidate 772, Kim Dojun, who had utterly smashed the levitating stone with his bare hands during the recent exam, were still pouring out.
      However, the very person at the center of all this attention, Kim Dojun,
      "Hoo...."
      had shut himself in his room, not paying any mind to the news articles, and had been messing around on his computer for several days.
      Only today did he finally admit it to himself.
      'So this damn situation is real.'
      That he had, indeed, entered the world inside the game.
      Actually, Kim Dojun had been aware of it from the start.
      As soon as he opened his eyes, he found a message written right in front of him, telling him to save the world from destruction and see the ending.
      But, that was just a realization, not an acceptance of the fact that he was inside the game.
      Even though he had actually seen scenes just like in the game with his own eyes.
      "..."
      Anyway, only after three days had Kim Dojun come to terms with reality.
      With the fact that he had entered the game, Sorcery Killing Technique.
      With the fact that, once again, he was facing a situation where his parents had vanished in an instant...!
      ... All that, just one day before he was about to reach the peak of his life as Korea's #1 S-rank hunter.
      "At this rate, it wouldn't be surprising if even my great-grandfather disappeared...."
      Kim Dojun let out a hollow laugh.
      The fact that something like this happened to him just as he was about to have the prime of his life—it really was damn absurd.
      However, he didn't waste any more time lamenting his circumstances.
      Over the past three days, he had figured out his situation clearly.
      Kim Dojun had entered the world of the game.
      He had to see the ending of this world.
      Only then could he get out of here.
      'Do you know how hard I worked to climb to number one...!'
      There were so many things he had to do once he got out.
      Starting with putting those S-rank hunters who'd always looked down on him in their place, to smacking the bald association president who always picked at him—the list was stacked sky-high.
      That was why Kim Dojun absolutely had to get out of this world.
      No matter what.
      'Still, the situation itself isn't so bad.'
      Honestly, aside from the damnable fact that he was inside the game, Kim Dojun's situation wasn't bad at all.
      Back when he played the game, even though he had made terrible decisions and saw a bad ending, in the end, Kim Dojun had finished the game.
      As a result, the list of boss monsters he needed to take care of for the ending was already laid out in his head.
      Kim Dojun's abilities were also a huge plus.
      'I came in just as I am.'
      He wasn't possessing a character in the game.
      He had literally just 'entered' the world of this game.
      His physical enhancement, the ability that had brought him to the number one spot in South Korea, was still intact.
      His body was a little younger, but his overall abilities remained the same.
      'Well, I'll have to learn sorcery, though.'
      As his main ability was physical enhancement, there was still a need to study sorcery.
      Among the bosses in his head, some could only be faced with even basic sorcery skills.
      But even that wasn't a major problem.
      For some reason, when Kim Dojun woke up here, he was already taking part in the Sorcery Institute entrance ceremony, which was one of the early-stage game events—and he'd just received his acceptance notification yesterday.
      'All the early bosses appear around the Sorcery Institute, so I'll just deal with them as I learn sorcery.'
      Yes, looking at it so far, as far as a start went, everything wasn't bad.
      He had come into the game with his abilities intact.
      The boss list was already in his head.
      And he had entered the Sorcery Institute, one of the game's main stages.
      But there was still one thing that kept bothering Kim Dojun.
      It was time.
      'No matter how I think about it, ten years is way too long.'
      The playtime for Sorcery Killing Technique was about a week, if you played the game very intensively.
      But that was only for the real-world player's playtime, after all.
      If the player played for about seven days, then in-game, about ten years would pass.
      Ten years.
      'Stay here for ten years?'
      Kim Dojun was absolutely not thinking of doing that.
      'Honestly, if I could, I'd fly around right now smashing the skulls of all the essential boss monsters I need for the ending, but...'
      Unfortunately, he couldn't do that.
      'Because the bosses in Sorcery Killing Technique only appeared at set times or when special triggers were activated.'
      In short, unless the trigger was activated or the time was right, the bosses' locations were completely unknown.
      However, Kim Dojun, with a confident look, set his goal.
      'Five years—no, I'll finish it in four.'
      He didn't know where the bosses were.
      But that was only a matter of the present.
      Kim Dojun already knew how some of the bosses appeared.
      In other words, he knew how to summon bosses.
      So, renewing his resolve toward his goal—
      Exactly two days later, the Sorcery Institute entrance ceremony began.
      ####
      The Sorcery Institute entrance ceremony, though not as big as the entrance exam, still drew a fair amount of attention and interest.
      Journalists were snapping photos, capturing every moment.
      They photographed and recorded Shin Se-yeon, who had been chosen as top student for her consistently high marks in the first to third rounds, as she took the podium and spoke.
      But the one currently most captured by cameras was—
      "Is that the guy? Number 772?"
      "Yeah, that's him."
      "I heard a rumor that he's the apprentice of a recently reclusive S-rank sorcerer—is that true?"
      "Might be true."
      —none other than Kim Dojun, who had smashed the levitating stone in the recent entrance exam.
      Perhaps for this reason, Shin Se-yeon, who was giving a speech onstage, glanced stiffly in Kim Dojun's direction, but he paid her no mind.
      To him, today's entrance ceremony was nothing but a bothersome chore.
      The only reason Kim Dojun was here today was because he was looking for something.
      While Shin Se-yeon was energetically talking on stage about the greatness of the Sorcery Institute and how advantageous the new students' position was, Kim Dojun's eyes were roving here and there, searching for something.
      And, much to his relief—
      "With this, the entrance ceremony for the Sorcery Institute is concluded. All students, please proceed to your assigned dormitories."
      Just before the ceremony fully ended, he found what he was looking for.
      What he had found was a girl lingering in a corner, glancing around nervously.
      She was so tiny that she could easily be mistaken for a middle schooler; seeing the girl, Kim Dojun smiled.
      As soon as the ceremony ended, he kept a little distance and started following her.
      After a few minutes of following her this way,
      just as she was turning onto a deserted street, she encountered a group of students.
      "Wow~ Han Soyeon, you made it into the Sorcery Institute too?"
      "Ah...."
      "Unbelievable, how did someone like you get in? You were always barely scraping by even in middle school, right?"
      No sooner did they spot Han Soyeon than they began to bully her like a pack that had found its prey.
      "It makes no sense, how did someone like you get in?"
      "Did you pass thanks to connections?"
      "There's no way—how could an orphan like you have any connections? Well—"
      One student, looking particularly insolent, smirked and said,
      "Maybe she made connections before the exam."
      Blatant contempt.
      But Han Soyeon could say nothing in response to the group's words.
      Bowing her head and shutting her eyes, she only looked like someone wishing for this storm to pass as quickly as possible.
      Regardless of Han Soyeon's attitude, the group kept poking at her.
      "Hey, can't you talk?"
      "Ugh—"
      They started twisting and pulling her pink hair.
      "Seriously, it's disgusting... Are you happy you got in so dirty?"
      "Right. But if you think about it, you didn't even need to come here, so why are you here? Anyway—"
      Hee hee—
      "—Since you got in here, you could probably get in anywhere else, right?"
      By now, they were flinging abusive words while yanking her hair this and that way.
      And after a while,
      "Hey, let's go. We have to check our dorm assignments."
      "Ah, please~ I hope I'm assigned to the same room as you."
      "Me too~"
      The students who had bullied her walked past Han Soyeon and Kim Dojun as if nothing had happened.
      "Well, that's nice, though. Didn't think our stress toy would be coming along."
      "Right, we can use her whenever we're stressed from studying."
      Even as they passed by Kim Dojun, they kept chatting like that.
      The especially insolent-looking one cackled as though the remark was a hilarious joke.
      Kim Dojun glanced at the group of cookie-cutter bullies disappearing off in the distance, then turned his gaze to Han Soyeon.
      She gave a sigh, finally feeling it was over.
      Seeing her like that, Kim Dojun immediately approached Han Soyeon.
      Soon, he stood before her.
      Han Soyeon flinched again as he did, but Kim Dojun paid that no mind.
      "Don't you want to kill them?"
      "... Pardon?"
      "Just kill them. All of them."
      "??"
      "You can do it, you know?"
      "...???"
      He began to whisper to her.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Damn, Dojun egging a bullying victim to kill the bullies...
      Is Soyeon going to summon the first boss?
      【「(°ヘ°)?】
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      The reason Kim Dojun suddenly started saying crazy things to Han Soyeon was simple.
      'Because Han Soyeon is the boss.'
      Having already played Sorcery Killing Technique, Kim Dojun knew that Han Soyeon was the boss.
      'To be precise, not the current Han Soyeon, but Han Soyeon after she awakens by killing all the students who bullied her.'
      In the story of Sorcery Killing Technique, Han Soyeon is relentlessly bullied by certain delinquents for a year.
      Then, around the one-year mark, unable to contain her rage any longer, she kills her classmates. From there, she becomes possessed by the evil spirit Kuniz, one of the main bosses of this world, turning into a vengeful spirit.
      That was Han Soyeon's future.
      'The problem, though, is that there's still a whole year until Han Soyeon snaps and turns.'
      While Sorcery Killing Technique didn't go into great detail about Han Soyeon's backstory, it was somehow curious that she managed to endure a whole year of bullying that would make anyone else frown in disgust.
      If it were Kim Dojun, he'd have not only wiped them out in no time, but would've German Suplexed those bullies from the top of the 63 Building!
      Yet Han Soyeon managed to endure that bullying for an entire year!
      But Kim Dojun didn't want the boss raid to be delayed for a year just because Han Soyeon held back her anger, so he devised a win-win and truly ingenious plan for both of them.
      And that was—
      'Egg Han Soyeon on, or rather, give her 'courage', and accelerate her boss transformation.'
      Of course, some might wonder how this is a win-win.
      But the faster Han Soyeon snaps and kills the students, the less she suffers from bullying. At the same time, she can awaken as a boss and rip off the heads of those who tormented her.
      On top of that, by quickly defeating the boss version of Han Soyeon, Kim Dojun gets that much closer to clearing the ending in this world.
      Not only is this a slick win-win where both can profit—
      It's the completion of a world where no one gets hurt... well, not quite.
      "If you just keep bottling it up, you're only making things harder for yourself."
      "So just kill them."
      "If you get rid of all of them, nobody will be able to mess with you."
      "And you have the power to do that, don't you?"
      "Just do it. Think about the consequences later."
      Anyway, confident that this was a strategy beneficial for them both, Kim Dojun spent ten minutes instilling "courage" in Han Soyeon.
      So that she could become the boss and achieve her revenge even a single day faster.
      ####
      The Sorcery Institute has produced many talents.
      Not just many, but truly a lot.
      For example, hundred Styles God Choi Yuron, who is called a top-tier S-rank and considered a Korean national hero, was once a student of the Sorcery Institute.
      Nokami Yuri, currently known as the Silver Snow Woman in Japan, was also an alumnus of the Sorcery Institute.
      Besides them, about three or four out of every ten sorcerers ranked in the Sorcery Association's national rankings belonged to the Sorcery Institute.
      Even when it came to group rankings of guilds—collectives of sorcerers—the top guilds always had sorcerers from the Sorcery Institute among their members.
      And—
      Currently, for over fifteen years, the man sitting in the top instructor's seat at the Sorcery Institute,
      the man who once shook the world as an S-rank sorcerer nicknamed 'Demon Iron',
      Kang Cheol-shin, was—
      "... He shattered the levitation stone, huh...."
      The very existence who held the respect of all those talented men and women.
      "That's right."
      When Gu Do-min confirmed it again, Kang Cheol-shin opened his mouth, as if wanting to double-check.
      "You're telling me he really shattered the levitation stone?"
      "... I saw it with my own two eyes."
      "... Well, with videos of it already circulating everywhere, it's a bit ridiculous for me to even ask at this point, isn't it."
      In reality, on the computer screen in the office of Kang Cheol-shin was paused the third test video for examinee number 772.
      The frozen frame was of the levitation stone smashing apart.
      Even though Kang Cheol-shin himself had already confirmed it on video and seen it repeatedly on the news, he called in Gu Do-min to ask again for a singular reason.
      And that was—
      'It makes no sense.'
      The very situation that candidate 772 created was, no matter how you looked at it, unthinkable.
      "... Hmph."
      For the past 15 years, Kang Cheol-shin had witnessed countless talents.
      Among them were those with an innate understanding of sorcery.
      Others who could somehow pull off sorcery with impossible efficiency.
      Above all, there were sorcerers with monstrous levels of spiritual power.
      But no matter how many natural prodigies he'd witnessed, this was a first.
      "...."
      Of course, Kang Cheol-shin knew it was not right to dismiss something as false simply because he'd never seen it before.
      That was not the attitude befitting an educator. Besides, well into his mid-forties, he already understood some of the principles of the world.
      And that was: there exist geniuses who surpass even one's wildest expectations.
      Even with Choi Yuron—the current best in Korea—people had underestimated his talent and gotten their expectations shattered.
      'Still, even so, this is a bit much.'
      Destroying the levitation stone.
      While the public said it was possible for S-rank sorcerers with enough spiritual power to do so, the truth was different.
      'It takes three S-rank sorcerers working together, channeling all their spiritual power in an instant, just to do it.'
      That's how high the spiritual power threshold of the levitation stone is.
      Yet a mere freshman at the Sorcery Institute just smashed the levitation stone?
      "...."
      After a while, Kang Cheol-shin, with Gu Do-min still in front of him, shook his head.
      In fact, no matter how long they talked, the answer would be the same.
      'I'll just have to see it for myself.'
      With that in mind, Kang Cheol-shin posed another question to Gu Do-min.
      "... Is the dormitory assignment exam tomorrow?"
      "It's tomorrow."
      With Gu Do-min's answer—
      "... Interesting."
      Kang Cheol-shin muttered, an expression brewing with both curiosity and intrigue.
      ####
      The day after the entrance ceremony at the Sorcery Institute is always reserved for one of its oldest traditions: the dormitory assignment exam.
      The test is simple.
      Using sorcery, the student must send a bead—designed to measure distance—as far as possible.
      Ranking is determined by how far they can send the bead, and based on that ranking from first to last, the students will be assigned to dorms for the semester.
      From the next semester on, assignments will be based on academic performance, but since there's no such record at the start, this exam is always held at the beginning.
      "All right. We'll now call each student by name, and you'll step up to the test one at a time. For this round, the head instructor of the Sorcery Institute will be personally participating in the proceedings."
      With the instructor's announcement, the murmuring students all focused their gazes on Kang Cheol-shin at once.
      Most of those glances were filled with admiration.
      No wonder—after all, there was barely a top sorcerer in Korea who hadn't been influenced by Kang Cheol-shin.
      Even S-rank sorcerers featured in the media would, without fail, mention Kang Cheol-shin's name at least once or twice.
      But regardless of what everyone else was feeling, Kim Dojun was lost in thought.
      'Shit, I'm screwed.'
      It was perhaps an obvious issue, but Kim Dojun couldn't use sorcery.
      When he destroyed the levitation stone, it was purely with physical strength.
      The only time he'd been able to use sorcery was before entering the world of Sorcery Killing Technique, mashing the X button and arrow keys on a controller.
      But what about the sorcery right in front of him now?
      Watching the other students taking the exam, as soon as the trial began, every single one of them would curl their fingers into a sign, then form a sphere in front of them to strike the bead.
      Of course, because Kim Dojun had played Sorcery Killing Technique, he knew the name of that skill.
      'Sphere (구, 球)'
      The name was simple and so was its effect.
      All it did was convert one's spiritual power into physical force to move an object—a very basic sorcery that exerted physical power.
      ... Of course, even being 'basic', that didn't mean Kim Dojun could use it.
      'Can't this be like a game just for the sorcery part? Like, just mash a few buttons and shout the skill name and it goes off?'
      If it were just a matter of shouting a skill name while button-mashing, Kim Dojun felt he could tolerate the embarrassment in combat.
      'Honestly, saying I'm screwed isn't entirely true.'
      Even if he were assigned to a poor dorm, it wasn't as if something extraordinary would happen.
      Kim Dojun never cared about how other people inside this game viewed him.
      They could wipe out his hastily given title as a genius sorcerer in a flash and he wouldn't be affected in the slightest.
      The only thing at stake here was that, if he ranked low, he'd be in a four-person dorm.
      'Seriously, it's ridiculous if you think about it.'
      What on earth were the folks at the Sorcery Institute thinking?
      Even though they had enough rooms for singles, they insisted on this exam with some justification like, "You have to stoke competition among students for greater achievement," in order to create a hierarchy.
      'I hate the idea of a four-person room.'
      For Kim Dojun, the dorm issue was serious.
      He hated four-person dorms.
      He was already stuck in a damn game, and now they wanted to stuff him into a noisy, chaotic four-person room?
      No—what he wanted was a neat and crisp single room.
      After a moment of thought, Kim Dojun made up his mind.
      'Screw it.'
      He came to a clean conclusion.
      'I'll just do something.'
      Since it didn't matter what kind of sorcery he used, he decided to simply do whatever came to mind.
      "Kim Dojun."
      As if on cue, the instructor called his name right when he'd finished thinking, and Kim Dojun stepped onto the testing platform without hesitation.
      As he got on stage, he saw a single stone lying on the desk, and beyond it, the long stretch of the sports field.
      In between, Kang Cheol-shin—the famed head instructor—looked at him with a face full of curiosity, but Kim Dojun didn't care.
      He might have been a character in the game, but he wasn't particularly important.
      "You can start right away. Time limit is one minute."
      As the instructor spoke, the timer below the desk began to tick down, sparking impatience.
      Staring at the rapidly shrinking timer, Kim Dojun recalled the previous student flicking the bead with a conjured sphere after forming the sign.
      'They bent their fingers into a sign, formed a sphere, and struck the bead.'
      He spread his legs apart and pulled his fist back.
      To anyone else, it looked less like basic sorcery and more like he was gearing up to throw a punch.
      The other students' eyes all focused on him, but Kim Dojun didn't care.
      After all, unable to use proper sorcery due to never having learned it, he only had one choice left.
      "Hoo—"
      Kim Dojun took a deep breath.
      And then—
      "Telekinesis!!!"
      With a loud shout, Kim Dojun threw a punch.
      ― KWAAANG!!!!
      With a massive shockwave, the desk disappeared.
      "????"
      Curiosity turned into confusion and then sheer shock on the faces of the students and instructors.
      The desk, which appeared to have vanished, could be seen soaring through the air before crashing to the ground with a pathetic thud in the distance.
      "...."
      A heavy silence followed.
      Even the instructor stared at Kim Dojun in disbelief.
      Beep-!
      He snapped back to his senses when the device signaled the distance had been recorded, and checked his tablet.
      "... Kim Dojun, 692 meters...."
      At the instructor's words, Kim Dojun grinned, wearing the brightest and most satisfied smile.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Fuck this shit. Wahahahahahah.
      Yeah, right. Telekinesis.
      【(^ᗜ^ )】
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      Genius (Physical) (5)
      'Sorcery-Institute' was an anonymous online community created by a student who had entered the Sorcery Institute, made exclusively for students of the Sorcery Institute to use.
      In fact, aside from 'Sorcery-Institute', the Sorcery Institute itself had its own official website, but most students used the 'Sorcery-Institute' community instead.
      There were three reasons for this. One was because 'Sorcery-Institute' guaranteed anonymity.
      Another was the fun spawned by that anonymity.
      The last reason was the treasure trove of information quietly lying dormant in 'Sorcery-Institute'.
      Yes, information.
      'Sorcery-Institute' had already been around as a community for quite a long time.
      That meant countless students had come and gone, and naturally a massive amount of information had accumulated as a result.
      So, every now and then, things like 'crib notes' that could be helpful to new or current students would circulate.
      ... Of course, only about 30% of it could be considered real information; the rest was all nonsense or plausible-sounding gibberish meant to prank freshmen.
      And today.
      'Sorcery-Institute' was burning with excitement due to a single hot topic.
      ----
      Title: Who else saw Kim Dojun send a desk flying with a perfect punch during today's dorm assignment test? Hit like if you did!
      Author: ㅇㅇ
      ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ Is that guy really a sorcerer? Every time I see him—be it the 3rd admission test or now—it looks less like he's using sorcery and more like he's just punching stuff, no?
      ----
      Comments 382
      RealTrueFact: How does a human even send a desk flying with a shockwave, lol, is this a fantasy story? 
       ㄴㅇㅇ: LOL for real, right? Even in the most over-the-top fantasy, nobody would use a punch instead of sorcery to make a desk fly with a shockwave. 
      ㄴChillyChill: That's facts, lol
      SorceryGeniusKimGyuSik: I saw it too, and it was freaking amazing. Seriously, how did he do that? Doesn't he have any friends? Anyone who's his friend, go ask him.
      ㄴRotaryGun: Ahahaha, it was just... physical strength.
      ㄴTinyFern: WTF, lol. Be realistic—how does a human swing a fist and make that happen, seriously? 
      ㄴRotaryGun: True...
      MatecheCosts350: If you think about it seriously, it might be possible. Like, what if you simultaneously apply speed and rapid sorcery inscriptions to your arm and carefully layer a strengthening sorcery there? Maybe...?
      ㄴGugongtan: But then your arm would explode, dumbass lol. Who the hell paints strengthening sorcery directly onto their body?
      ㄴAtecheCosts350: That's true, lol, but otherwise, I'm really curious what kind of sorcery it is. There's no way it's just physical strength.
      ㄴJonggom: From what I saw, maybe it's Thunder God Arts? Almost no one uses those, but the few that do always seem kind of like that, right?
      ㄴThreeSecondRule: How could a student use Thunder God Arts, lol. And that's not even what Thunder God Arts is about; its main thing is acceleration, and even combining as much acceleration as possible with supporting sorcery wouldn't have that kind of destructive power, lol.
      ㄴAtecheCosts350: True, but it did look similar to Thunder God Arts...
      AhIDunnoIDontCare: I don't know, I think it's just Kim Dojun's physical power. Hit like if you agree? 
      ㄴAhDa: LOL like~
      ㄴJoongDa: Like~
      ㄴShipDa: gch
      ㄴLogurobum: Stop with the multiple accounts!
      ----
      This was all because of the dorm assignment that took place that morning.
      To be exact, it was because of the third entrance exam, thanks to which Kim Dojun had suddenly acquired the nickname 'genius sorcerer'.
      Currently, about half of the 'today's hot posts' on 'Sorcery-Institute' were all about Kim Dojun. Among them were rumors about how the guild with Hundred Styles God was keeping an eye on him, or that he was already getting countless offers.
      "...."
      Kang Cheol-shin, watching those comments, soon turned off 'Sorcery-Institute'.
      'Seriously, what's going on?'
      When Kang Cheol-shin first saw Kim Dojun shatter the floating stone, two possibilities came to mind.
      One was that it had been an accident caused by the Sorcery Institute's poor management of the floating stone.
      The other was that Kim Dojun possessed enough talent to shatter the world's prejudices on a whim.
      At that point, if he was honest, Kang Cheol-shin leaned toward the first option.
      You shouldn't judge another's talents rashly, but it just didn't make sense that a mere student could break a floating stone.
      And he wasn't the only one who thought so.
      Vrrr—!
      Kang Cheol-shin glanced at his vibrating smartphone.
      On its main screen was 【21st class Lee Hojun】.
      His former disciple, now a scout at Bulguk, one of Korea's four largest guilds.
      "Tsk."
      Kang Cheol-shin pressed the power button and silenced the call, letting out a sigh.
      'Now that it's confirmed as real, they're going to start swarming.'
      When Kim Dojun first shattered the floating stone, many seized the moment, hailed him as a genius sorcerer, applauded, and stirred up the media. But curiously, the sorcery world itself didn't react much.
      'Because, at first, it seemed impossible.'
      So they remained still, even when the media was on fire.
      Most likely, although nobody said it openly, they all thought the result Kim Dojun produced was just an accident.
      An accident caused by the Sorcery Institute's poor floating stone management.
      Of course, since the institute would never admit to negligence, they probably just let Kim Dojun pass.
      At least, that was the case until today's dorm assignment exam.
      "...."
      Kang Cheol-shin remembered that moment.
      The moment everything was smashed the instant Kim Dojun swung his fist.
      The students and instructors present all gaped at the spectacle.
      As the punch flew, and the desk and the marble soared through the air, everyone stared in shock.
      But not Kang Cheol-shin.
      He didn't gape at the phenomenon.
      While everyone else focused on the event, what Kang Cheol-shin noticed was Kim Dojun himself.
      '... I couldn't feel any spiritual power.'
      Sorcery consisted of two elements.
      The first was a sorcery formation or seal.
      The second was the spiritual power that gave it form.
      Of course, depending on the sorcery, special catalysts or other additional elements might be needed, but usually, those two were basic.
      That should have been the case, but in that moment when Kim Dojun used sorcery, Kang Cheol-shin didn't feel any spiritual power.
      Just the spiritual power?
      He hadn't seen Kim Dojun form any special seals, either.
      Nor had he seen him use a sorcery formation.
      Even, as the comments noted, there were too many suspicious aspects-the sheer physical force made it hard to believe it was really Thunder God Technique, and there were no signs of the necessary spells or spiritual power accompanying it.
      So in his eyes, it really looked as though Kim Dojun had sent the desk flying purely with physical strength.
      But Kang Cheol-shin knew.
      That was impossible.
      Unless one used the power of sorcery, no human could produce such force.
      And so there was only one conclusion left in Kang Cheol-shin's mind.
      '... He used a high-level sorcery that even I couldn't detect.'
      Kang Cheol-shin let out a self-deprecating laugh without realizing it.
      He wasn't overly self-confident, but he did take some pride in his career.
      After all, he'd been active as a sorcerer for over 20 years.
      And yet, he couldn't even detect a sorcery being used right before his eyes?
      No matter how he thought about it...
      "...."
      Kang Cheol-shin froze without meaning to.
      Something had flashed through his mind.
      "... No way?"
      Kang Cheol-shin drifted to the past.
      Back to a time when people died almost daily due to monsters and evil spirits.
      To the days even Kang Cheol-shin, then famous as an S-class sorcerer, couldn't dare look up at a certain figure—
      'No.'
      To a certain sorcerer whom all S-class sorcerers, himself included, revered and served.
      A man who disappeared in the aftermath of the Yagrat Massacre 13 years ago—once known as the 'Dread of Sorcerers'.
      The Explosion God(爆神).
      "...!"
      The thought gave him chills down his spine.
      In retrospect, it was all too similar.
      The feeling he'd had when he saw Explosion God's sorcery while working as an S-class sorcerer.
      And the impression he got today, watching Kim Dojun's sorcery.
      They were so similar.
      "...."
      Kang Cheol-shin's mind spun quickly.
      Information he'd need to find immediately sorted itself in his head.
      His hand was already typing in a number on his smartphone.
      Drrrrrr—
      The dial tone rang out.
      It was usually tedious, but now it filled him with a strange sense of anticipation as he listened.
      Nothing was certain yet.
      But if—just if—Kang Cheol-shin's guess was right.
      "... This could get really interesting."
      Kang Cheol-shin couldn't help but smile, his anticipation making him look almost childish for his age.
      And while he was making a phone call somewhere—
      Kim Dojun, having confidently placed first in the exam, was using a top-grade single dormitory.
      "Oh, well—"
      Inside, planning to do some actual studying, Kim Dojun picked up 'Sorcery Theory', one of the basic textbooks at the Sorcery Institute.
      After all, he really did need to study for the sake of his future.
      And then—
      "—ing, damn, I have no clue at all."
      Confronted with all sorts of geometric patterns and unknown languages in the sorcery book, Kim Dojun swore under his breath and suddenly remembered:
      "I really, really sucked at studying, didn't I."
      Tap—!
      Realizing this, Kim Dojun closed Sorcery Theory without hesitation.
      "I give up."
      At exactly 17.32 seconds after opening the book of sorcery, Kim Dojun decided to give up on studying sorcery.
      ####
      To be blunt, Shin Se-yeon disliked Kim Dojun.
      Why?
      There were plenty of reasons.
      The first was that Kim Dojun had stolen all the spotlight she thought she deserved.
      Her debut was supposed to be glamorous.
      She was supposed to start by turning the floating stone red—a feat nobody else had managed.
      By enrolling as the top of her year, her brilliance was supposed to continue into the dorm assignment test and make her stand out more than anyone else.
      So what was her reality now?
      She'd barely managed to retain her place as top on the entrance, but all the attention had gone to Kim Dojun, the one who shattered the floating stone.
      And in the dorm assignment that followed, all eyes had been on him as well.
      She wasn't the shining number one anymore—she was a forgettable number two.
      Because of Kim Dojun.
      'Second-years have that genius, Go Sejun, so I even gave up being an early entrant and delayed a year just to enroll...!'
      On top of that, Shin Se-yeon had even repeated a year for the sake of a glorious spotlight!
      And it had been a forced decision!
      'I went all the way to Alaska and busted my ass just to repeat a year...!'
      She had endured all that hardship.
      For her moment in the spotlight...!
      But Kim Dojun ruined it all.
      A nobody she'd never even heard of, nowhere to be found in her data, had just popped out of nowhere...!
      And that wasn't even the only reason she disliked Kim Dojun—there were plenty of others.
      She didn't like that she was in the same class as him.
      She didn't like that, of all people, he was assigned the seat right next to hers.
      Yet at that moment, as Shin Se-yeon sat down for the first lesson of the day, she looked not just annoyed but completely dumbfounded.
      "Hurry up and kill your dad."
      Because Kim Dojun had suddenly leaned in and whispered something even more baffling into her ear.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Dojun is fucking demonic and moronic at the same time.
      【(⩌_⩌ )】
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      Win-Win Strategy (1)
      The first class at the Sorcery Institute had begun.
      "The hand seal (印) is a medium used for basic and uncomplicated sorcery."
      "The sorcery formation (術陳) serves as an additional medium for complex sorcery that cannot use just a hand seal."
      "Spiritual power (呪力) is, simply put, the fuel that activates sorcery."
      The first lesson was 'Basic Sorcery Theory'.
      Honestly, for anyone who had entered the Sorcery Institute, not knowing this would be more surprising.
      The instructor, who introduced himself as Kim Younghan, was continuing the lecture enthusiastically, insisting that one could never review the basics too many times.
      Most students were concentrating on the class—after all, it was their first one, and even if they already knew the material.
      Except for two people.
      "..."
      Shin Se-yeon looked at Kim Dojun with a confused expression, remembering what he had whispered in her ear earlier.
      'Hurry up and kill your dad.'
      It was an outrageous statement, at least when heard by anyone else.
      From the outside, there was no apparent reason for Shin Se-yeon to want to kill her father.
      Despite her talent, Shin Se-yeon had only been able to grow thanks to her family's support.
      More precisely, it was thanks to her family's backing that she'd grown to such a level that others called her a genius.
      Shin Cheon-gyun, the head of the Muryu family and the so-called 'Hidden Rank', had spared no expense in supporting her.
      So, to others, the suggestion was simply absurd.
      "..."
      But Shin Se-yeon did not accept the words that way.
      No, she couldn't.
      Because, in truth—
      'How did he know...?'
      As Kim Dojun had said, she really was planning to kill her father.
      The person who'd ruined her mother and sister through cruel experiments—her own father.
      Because of that, Shin Se-yeon wanted to become stronger, even if it meant receiving the help of her father, her enemy, as she worked hard to grow.
      In the first place, the reason she'd repeated a year in Alaska—a place she hadn't even needed to go—so she could make a spectacular debut in first place, was to gain the power to deal with her father.
      If she didn't let go of first place at the Sorcery Institute for three years, she'd be able to execute her plan to gain strength for revenge without relying on Shin Cheon-gyun any longer.
      That was why she had been preparing so hard.
      Without telling anyone, sharpening her blade for revenge alone.
      That's how it should have been...!
      Shin Se-yeon recalled the moment just before.
      She'd lost her composure without even realizing it when Kim Dojun spoke, showing a look of shock.
      On top of that—
      'If you want to kill your dad quickly, tell me.'
      After saying something like that, he'd acted as if he had nothing more to say, simply turning around and returning to his seat.
      Shin Se-yeon looked at Kim Dojun, her heart filled with indescribable confusion.
      At that moment, Kim Dojun was thinking,
      'I'm doomed.'
      Whether Shin Se-yeon stared at him with that complicated look or not, he was only half-listening as Kim Younghan enthusiastically explained the basics of sorcery, but he meant it.
      'I really don't understand a single thing.'
      What the instructor was explaining were clearly the basics of sorcery.
      And yet, he genuinely couldn't understand a single bit of it.
      Of course, some people might say this:
      If you paid even a little attention, surely you'd get something.
      Well, during the twenty minutes of class, he had managed to understand just one thing written on the blackboard.
      'Basic Sorcery Course, Kim Younghan.'
      The nine characters introducing the instructor, written on the blackboard.
      That was all Kim Dojun understood from this lesson.
      'Alright.'
      Kim Dojun came to a neat conclusion.
      'I'm giving up studying.'
      First class at the Sorcery Institute.
      Kim Dojun decided to give up on 'Sorcery Basics'.
      ####
      Exactly eight hours later.
      "That's it for today's class. As you all know, follow the school rules. Occasionally, we get some wild ones, and if you break the rules and accumulate demerits, you could be expelled."
      With the instructor's closing remarks, the first class at the Sorcery Institute ended.
      The students, finally finished with the first session, stretched and began leaving the classroom, each in their own way.
      Kim Dojun was—
      "This really isn't easy."
      He muttered to himself while crossing out the classes he had attended today on his schedule.
      'Honestly, I thought there'd be at least one class worth taking.'
      He had only intended to give up on sorcery theory, but had planned to keep trying to study somehow.
      'Like it or not, you have to use sorcery in the end.'
      But this world of sorcery wasn't as forgiving as he'd hoped.
      'How is every subject this brutal?'
      Staring at today's schedule filled with X marks, Kim Dojun thought to himself with an incredulous look.
      "Hey."
      His train of thought was broken by someone's voice.
      "?"
      When he turned his head, it was Shin Se-yeon standing there.
      She seemed unsure of what face to make and alternated between fixing her expression and scowling.
      "... Let's talk somewhere else."
      She looked at Kim Dojun as if she had made up her mind.
      "About killing your dad—"
      "Hey, keep your voice down!"
      She screamed, startled, at his blunt words.
      She looked around, then scowled fiercely and stormed out of the classroom, gesturing for him to "Follow me!"
      A moment later.
      In a quiet park trail inside the Sorcery Institute—a place so secluded no one would come—she stopped, spun toward Kim Dojun, and asked,
      "... How did you know?"
      "How did I know, you ask..."
      The reason he knew about Shin Se-yeon's ambitions(?) was because she was the second boss in Sorcery Killing Technique.
      'It's not just that, either.'
      Since Kim Dojun had played Sorcery Killing Technique, he knew many other things as well.
      He knew that Shin Se-yeon would awaken in two years.
      That she would summon Azmo of Greed and destroy her own family.
      And that she would become the worst criminal, killing countless sorcerers under the moniker "The Greedy One."
      "There's no need for you to know that."
      "... What?"
      But saying he knew because of a game would hardly be believed, so Kim Dojun decided to keep it simple.
      "I said, you don't need to know."
      "..."
      Shin Se-yeon looked Kim Dojun up and down in disbelief, but he just continued to meet her gaze with a confident expression.
      'Honestly, if I racked my brain, I might be able to come up with some plausible reason.'
      But he faced one massive obstacle in carrying out such a plan.
      'Unfortunately, my intelligence is the problem.'
      Kim Dojun, reckless as he might be, had a thorough capacity for self-objectivity and knew himself well.
      He simply didn't have the intelligence to come up with some convincing, innovative explanation that Shin Se-yeon would go, "Ah, I see," and accept.
      Not only that, but he didn't have the confidence, so he decided to give up neatly.
      'If I try to come up with some forced explanation, she'll just get more suspicious, and it'll be even harder to fix things if holes start to show later.'
      Also, it was a little bothersome, so he opted to just move on without explaining.
      "That's not what matters, is it?"
      "... What?"
      "I mean exactly what I said. The important thing is that I can help you."
      "... You can help me?"
      "Yeah. If you do as I say, you'll be able to kill your dad within just one year."
      "... What?"
      "Oh, of course, I'm not going to kill him for you. Don't you want to kill your dad yourself?"
      "... Well, yeah, that's true..."
      Shin Se-yeon looked unsure, then nodded.
      "... Look, I do want to kill that guy, but can you please not call him that?"
      "What shouldn't I call him?"
      "... Don't call him my dad. When you keep saying it like that, it makes me feel as if I'm doing something wrong...!"
      "..."
      Isn't killing your own dad already wrong? That thought crossed Kim Dojun's mind.
      'Well, I guess since that "dad" killed her mother and sister, she figures parricide is justified.'
      Kim Dojun accepted this logic and continued.
      "Alright."
      "Hoo..."
      "Then, if you kill your father yourself—"
      "Father or dad, it's all the same!"
      "..."
      He thought she was extremely picky but corrected himself.
      "... You want to kill Shin Cheon-gyun yourself, right?"
      "... That's right."
      At Shin Se-yeon's affirmation, Kim Dojun nodded.
      "In that case, accept my help. Our goals align."
      "... Your goal is to kill that man too?"
      No, it's you, actually! He wanted to say, but Kim Dojun just nodded without revealing the truth.
      "That's right."
      Sometimes ignorance is bliss.
      "... Why do you want to kill him?"
      "You don't need to know that."
      "... What?"
      "I told you. The important thing is that I can help you. You just need to accept my help."
      His declaration of generosity.
      But even after that, Shin Se-yeon made a face that showed she still didn't understand at all, then pressed on with a stiff expression.
      "... I'm still not going to accept your help."
      "Why not?"
      At Kim Dojun's question, Shin Se-yeon replied firmly.
      "Because you're suspicious."
      "...."
      Since Kim Dojun said nothing, Shin Se-yeon continued.
      "I don't know how you learned about my ambitions, but even so, I can't just trust and follow someone as suspicious as you."
      "It's not like I'm asking you to sign a contract. You only need to take my help."
      "Still, no. The more I think about it, the more suspicious you are. If you want my trust, tell me your goal. What are you trying to achieve by killing that man?"
      Shin Se-yeon declared:
      "If you can't explain that, then no partnership."
      "Hm..."
      Faced with her firm stance, Kim Dojun stared at her for a while, then shook his head as if he had no choice.
      "I see."
      "... So you really don't plan to tell me?"
      At Shin Se-yeon's words, Kim Dojun nodded.
      "That's right."
      "Then there's no helping it. Like I said, no partnership."
      Shin Se-yeon cut him off decisively.
      Kim Dojun, watching her in silence—
      "Hoo..."
      —soon let out a sigh.
      "In that case, I don't have any choice either."
      He pulled out the smartphone from his pocket and pressed a button.
      【Oh, of course, I'm not going to kill him for you. Don't you want to kill your dad yourself?】
      【... Well, yeah, that's true...】
      【... Look, I do want to kill that guy, but can you please not call him that?】
      【What shouldn't I call him?】
      【... Don't call him dad. When you keep saying it like that, it makes me feel as if I'm doing something wrong...!】
      【Alright.】
      【Hoo...】
      【Then, if you kill your father yourself—】
      【Father or dad, it's all the same!】
      【You want to kill Shin Cheon-gyun yourself, right.】
      【... That's right.】
      As the voices played from the smartphone—
      "Well then, I guess it's time for me to go report a parricide."
      Kim Dojun gave a wicked smile in front of the dumbstruck Shin Se-yeon.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Devious but knows that he's not smart.
      Hmm, I can deal with that.
      I usually like brute force type of MC that doesn't to introspection.
      But with Dojun, at least he knows he's not smart and makes do with what he has.
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      Win-Win Strategy (2)
      Looking at Shin Se-yeon, who was staring with her mouth agape in shock, Kim Dojun thought to himself.
      'I have no choice.'
      Kim Dojun hadn't wanted things to be like this, either.
      On the contrary, he'd simply wanted things to proceed amicably between them.
      He wanted to help Shin Se-yeon become stronger as quickly as possible so she could kill her father and achieve her ambition.
      After that, he'd take care of Shin Se-yeon in a clean and tidy way and create a mutually beneficial, win-win situation.
      However, she'd refused the hand that Kim Dojun had extended. In the end, he had reluctantly played the recording he had made just in case.
      No matter how much he despised Shin Se-yeon, there was no choice but to do this if he wanted to escape this world as soon as possible.
      So, looking at her standing there with a dazed expression, Kim Dojun spoke.
      "You have two choices."
      "... Two choices?"
      "The first choice is to accept my help and kill your dad— no, no just dad, Shin Cheon-gyun— faster than anyone."
      "And the second...?"
      "The second choice is to become a disgraceful child, fail to execute any proper plan, and go down in ruin like a dog."
      "This is just blackmail!"
      "I don't think I ever claimed that it wasn't blackmail."
      "?"
      "Anyway, I am giving you the right to choose."
      As Shin Se-yeon heard Kim Dojun's words, she made a dumbfounded expression, furrowing her brow as if she thought something was wrong, then spoke up.
      "If you report me for being a disgraceful child, you won't be able to achieve what you want either!"
      "That's just something I can't help."
      "... What?"
      "I said it can't be helped. I'll just have to find another way to kill him."
      Kim Dojun spoke so cleanly and plainly, as if it didn't matter even if it wasn't her.
      "... What on earth...."
      Shin Se-yeon stared at him as if she simply couldn't understand.
      "Ha."
      She soon answered.
      "... Fine, I got it."
      "What do you mean, you got it?"
      "... I'll work with you. I just have to kill that guy with your help, right?!"
      "So, you agree to kill your dad with my help?"
      "Yes! And stop talking like that!"
      At Shin Se-yeon's words, Kim Dojun nodded with satisfaction, but soon spoke with a contemplative expression.
      "But come to think of it, something feels off."
      "What?"
      "In the end, I'm helping you, aren't I?"
      "... Even though I said I'd do it, you're insisting on helping me!?"
      "Helping is still helping."
      "... So what are you trying to say?"
      Kim Dojun spoke as he looked at Shin Se-yeon's face contorting again.
      "Money."
      "Compensation?"
      "Right, since I'm helping you, you should at least show some sincerity."
      At those words, Shin Se-yeon snorted and replied.
      "No way! You basically forced me into this with half a threat, and now you're demanding money, too?! Do you think this makes any sense?!"
      "No?"
      "Of course not!"
      A flat-out rejection from Shin Se-yeon.
      As soon as she said that, Kim Dojun immediately picked up his smartphone and started operating it with both hands.
      "Hey... Hey, what are you doing...!?"
      As Shin Se-yeon sensed something was wrong and tried to lunge at him—
      Clack!
      Without realizing it herself, she stopped in her tracks and stared at the screen of the phone Kim Dojun suddenly held out to her.
      --------
      【Sorcery Institute Incident Board】
      ----
      【Create Post】
      Title: If you think Shin Se-yeon's hiding a Disgraceful Child Build-Up, how about we smash that like button? kekekekeke
      Author: ㅇㅇ
      I'll go first ~~
      【Post】 【Cancel】
      ----
      --------
      "You crazy bastard!"
      Seeing the content written there, she went pale and tried to grab the smartphone.
      "Delete it! Delete it!"
      But just by raising his hand, Kim Dojun kept it out of her reach, making her jump and shout.
      "No?"
      "Fine! I'll give it to you!!"
      "30 million."
      "What?"
      "Give me 30 million won."
      "This lunatic! Is 30 million won the name of someone's dog at your house—"
      "40 million won."
      "Hey... hey!! Weren't you asking for 30 million just a moment ago!"
      "If you don't accept now, the price goes up."
      "Do you think this makes any sense?!"
      "Then it can't be helped. Now it's 50 mil—"
      "Fine! I'll give it to you! So stop!"
      At Shin Se-yeon's words, Kim Dojun immediately canceled the post he was composing.
      "You should have just done that from the start."
      "You really...!"
      Shin Se-yeon ground her teeth, clearly furious.
      But Kim Dojun just shrugged.
      "Don't be too angry. Once you take my class, you'll realize the money you paid isn't wasted at all."
      "...."
      At those words, Shin Se-yeon looked at him with deep suspicion, but Kim Dojun remained confident.
      He had a way to make Shin Se-yeon grow rapidly in a short period.
      That's why—
      "Then, let's start the lessons here tomorrow. I have some things to prepare."
      And as he turned to go—
      "Oh. Bring the money, too."
      With those final words—
      "... Unbelievable."
      Shin Se-yeon watched the spot where he had disappeared for a while with a dumbfounded expression, then turned away.
      Thus began Shin Se-yeon's Kill Dad Project.
      ####
      The next day.
      Watching Shin Se-yeon fiddling with her smartphone with a sullen expression in the same place they had talked yesterday, Kim Dojun thought to himself.
      'The event that triggers Shin Se-yeon's awakening as a boss is when she thinks she's gained enough power to kill her father, Shin Cheon-gyun, and finally tries to do it.'
      That was when Azmo of Greed would lure her in, just as he had waited for that moment. After that, Shin Se-yeon would awaken and become a boss—that was the story of Sorcery Killing Technique as Kim Dojun knew it.
      'I don't know how Azmo of Greed actually won over Shin Se-yeon, though.'
      Kim Dojun, not being one of the game's developers, could not know those details.
      When he played the game, he just thought, 'Ah, she got possessed by a malignant spirit and became a boss,' and that was as far as it went.
      Given the situation, Kim Dojun decided to focus more on the result than the process.
      'As long as Shin Se-yeon gets strong enough to be confident in herself, Azmo of Greed will take care of the rest.'
      "... I transferred the money to the school account."
      Azmo of Greed, fighting! Kim Dojun thought briefly, then nodded as he checked the remittance history on the smartphone Shin Se-yeon held out.
      "I confirmed it."
      "So how are you going to help? Are you going to teach me sorcery or something?"
      She looked up at him with an odd mix of dissatisfaction and subtle expectation.
      'What sorcery... I don't know any.'
      Regrettably, Kim Dojun had never intended to directly teach her anything.
      No, to be precise, he was not in a position to teach her at all.
      After all, Kim Dojun hadn't even properly learned the basics of sorcery and had given up studying.
      Who was he to teach someone else?
      That was ridiculous.
      At this point, the only thing Kim Dojun could teach Shin Se-yeon would be basic exercise and more efficient breathing techniques.
      But that didn't mean he was helping her thoughtlessly.
      'I just won't teach her myself.'
      He clearly knew a way for her to become stronger.
      "Here."
      As if he had been waiting for this, Kim Dojun took out a book from inside his jacket and handed it to Shin Se-yeon, who accepted it with a suspicious look.
      "... Astrology Basics...?"
      She read the title and then looked at Kim Dojun as if she couldn't fathom his intention.
      "Read it."
      "... This?"
      "Yes."
      "... You want me to learn astrology now?"
      "Do you have a problem?"
      "... Why the hell should I suddenly have to learn something like THIS?"
      "You have to."
      "Why!?"
      "Because if you don't, you'll become a failed disgraceful child."
      "...."
      The rapid back-and-forth left her speechless, but Kim Dojun stood firm.
      Having played Sorcery Killing Technique, he knew of Shin Se-yeon's talent.
      'Shin Se-yeon is talented in astrology.'
      Of course, through the game, Kim Dojun knew she also had talent for her family's sorcery, Muryu, which she was using now.
      Even so, the reason Kim Dojun handed her a book on astrology was—
      'She has even greater talent in astrology than in Muryu.'
      The story he saw in the game—
      She trained in Muryu until the end of her first year, then fell into despair. Afterward, she learned astrology and suddenly became exponentially stronger.
      'She doesn't just get stronger; she gets strong enough to feel sure she can take down Shin Cheon-gyun.'
      Because he knew that fact, Kim Dojun planned to have her start learning astrology right away.
      "Finish reading all of Astrology Basics within three days. I'll give you a test, so don't even think about skimming."
      "Why does someone like me, from the Muryu family, have to separately study some minor sorcery not even covered in the Sorcery Institute classes?!"
      "If you've agreed to follow my instructions, then stop complaining and listen. Didn't I promise I'd make sure you could kill Shin Cheon-gyun?"
      At Kim Dojun's words—
      Shin Se-yeon glared at him for a moment, then glanced at the book, 'Astrology Basics', in her hand.
      "I know it's suspicious, but believe me. The promise that I'll help you achieve your ambition is the one thing that isn't a lie."
      Leaving those words behind, Kim Dojun turned and left the walking path.
      "... Aaargh...!"
      Though she scowled at Kim Dojun's retreating figure, in the end, Shin Se-yeon opened Astronomy Basics right there on the spot.
      ####
      While Kim Dojun and Shin Se-yeon were talking on the walking path—
      "... Is that certain?"
      【Yes, that's correct.】
      Kang Cheol-shin let out an involuntary chuckle at the voice he heard over the phone.
      "Okay, got it."
      He hung up and sat there dazed for a while.
      "... I didn't think so, but..."
      He looked at the file folder on his desk.
      It contained the personal information of Kim Dojun.
      Normally, a personal file would have lots of information—
      Things like a student's height and weight, blood type, address, and even the student record book showing the whole picture of their school life.
      But, rather curiously—
      'So many blanks.'
      At a glance, nothing seemed odd about Kim Dojun's file, but anyone who looked closer could immediately tell that many sections were left empty.
      "...."
      Kang Cheol-shin knew.
      Usually, with such a sparse student record, the Sorcery Institute would never allow enrollment.
      Because the student could be the disciple of a criminal—or a criminal themselves.
      But Kim Dojun had brazenly enrolled in the Sorcery Institute and was living his daily life there.
      "For them to so confidently admit a student whose personal details are so suspicious means..."
      There was only one man who could do that. The chairman of the Sorcery Institute and a former colleague from the Explosion God group, Wanli Yang Tae-hwi.
      And if he, who was stricter about the Sorcery Institute than anyone else, allowed such a student to enroll—
      "Huh."
      Thinking up to that point, Kang Cheol-shin couldn't help but admire his own deduction, goosebumps running down his spine.
      "... So it's true, after all."
      That day, rumors about the Explosion God's disciple began to spread among the faculty.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Misunderstanding trope never fails to help the MC
      Wanli(萬曆/만력) refers to the Wanli Emperor or the Wanli era of the Ming Dynasty in China. 
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      Studying is Hard...! (1)
      It had been five days since classes had officially started at the Sorcery Institute.
      By that point, the students had slowly begun to adapt to life at the Sorcery Institute, and the atmosphere of the classes had shifted from heavy and rigid to that of an ordinary school.
      There was one key difference: not a single student dared to slack off or doze during the lessons.
      This was possible because of the Sorcery Institute's system.
      The saying, 'Just graduating from the Sorcery Institute is practically a guarantee of success,' was undeniably true.
      As long as you didn't fall below the standard and get expelled, this was the reality.
      However, that ticket to success could evolve into a jackpot according to the amount of effort put in by each student.
      Even with simply attending, a stable future was assured, but if they achieved top grades, their path would open even wider.
      Of those, students in the top 20% became targets that anyone would openly covet from that point onward.
      In other words, they would become the targets of active scouting.
      And what about the top 10%?
      That's when guilds and associations started to spend real money.
      At the very top, the top 5%, even sums reaching into the billions would be tossed around like it was nothing.
      That was why, until rankings had been more or less decided, most students did their utmost in class.
      Each was striving to become that ticket to a huge success.
      With that determination, everyone was concentrating hard on their classes at this moment.
      "... Hmm."
      Except for one student, Kim Dojun, who alone among the Sorcery Institute's students, was not paying attention to the lesson.
      'I really, really, absolutely don't get a single thing.'
      Kim Dojun looked at the chalkboard during the ongoing lesson and let out a hollow laugh.
      The board was covered in complex formulas he had never seen before, and the sorcery formations scrawled all over it were so intricate that Kim Dojun, who had been at the bottom of his high school art class, couldn't hope to copy them.
      'How is it possible that I don't understand a single subject?'
      He had actually tried to make an effort over the past three days.
      'I did try, at least to make it through the first lessons of all the instructors...'
      But even after all that effort, he still couldn't understand anything during class.
      Not a single thing.
      Because of that, Kim Dojun once again firmly resolved to give up on studying, and soon found his thoughts drifting elsewhere.
      'How am I supposed to make more money?'
      Sure, he got 40 million won from Shin Se-yeon for tuition, but honestly, that wasn't enough.
      'Because I need to buy a spiritual tool.'
      Spiritual Tool (呪力具).
      It was an item much like an artifact; the ones earned through hard work tended to be quite good, but there were also some purchasable spiritual power tools that were invaluable in boss fights, so Kim Dojun was determined to buy one.
      'But isn't 1 billion won for a single spiritual tool crossing the line?'
      The problem, of course, was the price.
      'In the game, spending 3 or 5 billion wasn't a big deal, but now that I actually have to buy one in reality, it's absurd.'
      In the game, you could just clear a few quests and make plenty of money.
      Of course, even by the game's logic, sorcerers in this world made a lot of money since it was a job where they risked their lives, and ongoing grind in Sorcery Killing Technique quests made raking in cash possible.
      Quest grinding.
      That so-called money farming meant that, no matter how broke you were, if you spent enough time and endured the boredom, you could endlessly farm in-game currency. But that was strictly when this was just a game.
      'Some spiritual power tools cost as much as a house, even as much as a building... this inflation is insane.'
      Since making money in real life wasn't as easy as in a game, he couldn't help but be amazed at the wild spiritual tool inflation brought on by Sorcery Killing Technique.
      '... To be fair, except for a few really essential ones, I could do just fine without a spiritual tool, I guess.'
      Kim Dojun did think he could take down bosses even without the tools.
      'I'm not a masochist, though—if there's an easier way, there's no point taking the harder road.'
      That was a major reason why he was set on getting a spiritual tool.
      'Besides, even apart from the tools, I'll need to save up money for the future bosses that will appear later.'
      He continued thinking.
      'The only silver lining is that there are a few ways to earn money, at least.'
      With those thoughts, he glanced at Shin Se-yeon.
      "!?"
      Sensing his suspicious gaze, she started glancing around nervously.
      Looking at her, Kim Dojun's thoughts continued.
      'The Muryu family, being one of the four major guild families in Korea, must be loaded.'
      Which led to the conclusion that Shin Se-yeon, as the family's second daughter, was also rich.
      In other words, Kim Dojun had access to a never-drying spring(?).
      'Still, I can't just tap that spring endlessly, so it'd be best to have other plans.'
      With that conclusion, he mulled things over for a while.
      Even as the next class started, Kim Dojun was seriously considering other sources of income.
      "Kim Dojun, step forward."
      Suddenly, a voice called out, and he had no choice but to look up.
      ####
      Currently, instructor Kim Younghan, who was teaching Basic Sorcery Theory to the students, did not like Kim Dojun.
      Why?
      It wasn't as if Kim Younghan disliked students for no reason.
      On the contrary, he firmly believed in treating all students equally as an educator.
      And yet, the reason Kim Younghan found Kim Dojun distasteful was his attitude.
      'He's disrespecting me.'
      At the Sorcery Institute, especially among first-years, the students focused intently on their studies and listened to their instructors, no matter what the lesson was.
      And Kim Dojun?
      He acted as if Kim Younghan's lessons weren't even worth pretending to listen to, doing whatever he pleased during class...!
      ... Well, fine, up to this point, it was understandable.
      While it didn't happen during the first semester, students who began to slip to the bottom often gave up and aimed for a comeback in the practice-heavy second semester.
      If Kim Dojun had been in that situation, Kim Younghan wouldn't have made a fuss.
      ... No, honestly, even if that wasn't the case, if all Kim Dojun did was mess around during class, Kim Younghan could have let it slide.
      But what Kim Younghan couldn't tolerate was the way Dojun would, from time to time, look up and give him a mocking smirk...!
      He would briefly look up, glance at the board, then shake his head with a hollow smile as if assessing the lesson's quality and finding it laughable—this, Kim Younghan simply couldn't stand.
      ... Of course, Kim Dojun had no such intention whatsoever.
      Every time he looked at the board and realized he couldn't understand anything, he would simply let out an involuntary chuckle, impressed by his own cluelessness—nothing more.
      But Kim Younghan, not knowing this, steadily judged him a more and more arrogant and insolent student in his mind.
      There was even another concrete reason for Kim Younghan's bias.
      '... Is he acting out because he's the disciple of "the Plush One"?'
      While rumors hadn't spread throughout the Sorcery Institute, they were well-known among the faculty.
      So, Kim Younghan decided to break Dojun's spirit by giving him a problem.
      "...."
      Seeing Kim Dojun step up with an extremely disgruntled expression, Kim Younghan picked up the chalk and began to draw an enormous sorcery array on the board.
      Starting with a large circle, he arranged eight smaller circles within, connecting them with lines to form a complex structure.
      Several minutes passed.
      Satisfied with the completed array on one side of the board, Kim Younghan handed the chalk to Kim Dojun.
      "Draw a sorcery array that can dismantle this one."
      He gave a problem that was absolutely impossible to solve, smiling to himself all the while.
      ####
      At Kim Younghan's words, Kim Dojun calmly picked up the chalk.
      But the students' attention was focused not on Kim Dojun, but on the array Kim Younghan had drawn.
      That was only natural, as the sorcery array was so complex and esoteric that even students with a talent for sorcery could not easily understand it.
      As the puzzled students struggled with the array, only one student caught on.
      'That's the Eight-Fold Primal Demon Formation...!'
      Shin Se-yeon identified the array immediately and was aghast.
      Eight-Fold Primal Demon Formation (八區原魔陣).
      It was the sorcery array that appeared during the "Fourth Lion Ruler Incident" in Japan eight years ago—one so complicated that even after S-rank sorcerers ended the incident, it took them days of exhaustive effort to break.
      'And it's not even the standard Eight-Fold Primal Demon Formation—it's a modified version!'
      If it had been the original, it would have been extremely difficult, but Shin Se-yeon might still have been able to solve it.
      She knew the counterarray for the Eight-Fold Primal Demon Formation and had the mind to remember it as well.
      But what Kim Younghan drew was a modified version.
      That meant that the well-known solution devised by S-rank sorcerers was meaningless.
      Sorcery arrays were so delicate that just drawing a single line differently could completely change the outcome.
      That was why, when Kim Younghan drew a modified Eight-Fold Primal Demon Formation, Shin Se-yeon realized he was trying to crush Kim Dojun's spirit.
      No matter how you looked at it, what was on the board could not be solved.
      '....'
      And just as Shin Se-yeon's thoughts seemed confirmed, Kim Dojun stood silently, staring at the array for a long time.
      The hand holding the chalk showed no sign of moving.
      'It's impossible.'
      That was what Shin Se-yeon thought, watching the scene.
      Tap—
      But Kim Dojun's hand finally started to move.
      Immediately, every student's gaze snapped to him.
      In about thirty seconds, as Kim Dojun began to draw the array—
      "...."
      All the students wore bizarre expressions.
      The array Kim Dojun was drawing looked so clumsy, one would think he was someone with absolutely no knowledge of sorcery.
      The basic lines jutted out awkwardly, and the circles he drew resembled misshapen potatoes rather than the instructor's perfectly round ones.
      However, Shin Se-yeon didn't dare hastily judge his array.
      No, she couldn't.
      The reason being—
      'It's definitely a mess... but why does the instructor have that expression?'
      Because Instructor Kim Younghan, staring at Kim Dojun's array, had a look of utter shock frozen on his face.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      【「(°ヘ°)?】
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      Studying Is Hard...! (2)
      When Kim Younghan was drawing the Eight-Fold Primal Demon Formation, he had been full of confidence, intent on crushing Kim Dojun's spirit.
      No matter how much of a genius sorcerer and the disciple of Explosion God Kim Dojun was, he didn't believe there was any way Kim Dojun could break through the Eight-Fold Primal Demon Formation.
      He even deliberately modified the array, just in case Kim Dojun might already know it and be able to solve it.
      It was, in every way, a perfect plan.
      From one perspective, it might have seemed a little petty for an instructor, but since Kim Dojun was the one who had angered him in the first place, Kim Younghan felt perfectly justified.
      He was even smiling as Kim Dojun stood at the board, holding chalk and looking absentmindedly at the chalkboard.
      Tak—
      But the moment Kim Dojun, as if he had understood something, suddenly brought the chalk to the board, Kim Younghan's expression hardened slightly.
      The fact that Kim Dojun had started moving meant he was essentially challenging him.
      However, after a short while, Kim Younghan regained his composure.
      'Pathetic.'
      The sorcery array Kim Dojun was drawing looked utterly pathetic.
      No, it was worse than that.
      '... This is a sorcery array?'
      To Kim Younghan's eyes, what Kim Dojun was drawing didn't even look like a sorcery array.
      No matter how he thought about it, there were glaring problems.
      'All the components are a complete mess...?'
      There are three main elements that make up a sorcery array.
      One is the framework to contain the sorcery.
      Another is the shape, which determines the attribute of the sorcery.
      And the last is the line, which ties the array together and makes it manifest as sorcery.
      These three elements combined create a sorcery array.
      But in what Kim Dojun was drawing, there was, no matter how he looked, neither the framework, the shape, nor the lines.
      Or, to be precise, it looked like he was attempting to draw the framework, the shapes, and the lines—but it was so jumbled that it was hard to even call them that.
      'Is he just scribbling whatever comes to mind?'
      That was the thought that suddenly popped into Kim Younghan's head.
      But he immediately dismissed the notion.
      Because, for just random scribbling...
      Tak-!
      Kim Dojun's expression was just too serious.
      His hand was moving decisively as he drew the sorcery array, but of course, Kim Younghan couldn't make any sense of it.
      He glanced at the students to see if it was just him, but it was the same.
      All the students looked utterly confused, as if they couldn't even guess what Kim Dojun was drawing.
      Even Shin Se-yeon, who had entered the Sorcery Institute at the top of the class, was wearing exactly the same expression.
      Maybe that was why.
      Kim Younghan finally drew a conclusion in his heart.
      What Kim Dojun was drawing right now wasn't even a sorcery array.
      "Tha—"
      He was just about to voice that conclusion when—
      "...!?"
      Kim Younghan saw it.
      Just as he was about to speak, Kim Dojun, who hadn't stopped drawing, shot him an overtly mocking smile.
      Kim Younghan instinctively shut his mouth.
      The smirk he had just seen felt as if Kim Dojun had been waiting for him to open his mouth to point out the flaws in the array.
      Then, the next moment—
      "Tsk."
      "!"
      A faint tongue click sounded from Kim Dojun's lips.
      A sound so small that almost no one else could hear.
      Yet the sound rang loud and clear in Kim Younghan's ears.
      Once again, Kim Younghan turned to look properly at the sorcery array Kim Dojun was drawing.
      No matter who looked at it, it was so utterly lacking in structure that it could only be considered a random scribble.
      In some spots, lines even strayed outside the circular areas that were presumably the framework, drawn so carelessly that it looked like a child's doodle.
      But ever since he had heard Kim Dojun click his tongue, Kim Younghan began to believe in a certain hypothesis.
      That Kim Dojun was laying a trap.
      Fully convinced of this, information about Kim Dojun began to flash through Kim Younghan's mind.
      The student who, at the Sorcery Institute's entrance ceremony, had destroyed the levitating stone for the first time in history, earning the designation of 'sorcery genius'.
      The student rumored among faculty to be the disciple of Explosion God.
      'No way....'
      Recalling all this, Kim Younghan reached another conclusion.
      What Kim Dojun was drawing might actually be a sorcery array capable of neutralizing the modified Eight-Fold Primal Demon Formation.
      But even with that conclusion, Kim Younghan still couldn't understand Kim Dojun's array.
      At least to Kim Younghan's eyes, what Kim Dojun had drawn was so grotesque, it could have passed for something a child had scribbled.
      '... What on earth....'
      Just as he was thinking that—
      Tak.
      Having finished his work, Kim Dojun turned and looked at him.
      Kim Dojun looked him straight in the eyes, as if curious to see how Kim Younghan would react. Staring back at Kim Dojun before quickly glancing at the chalkboard again, Kim Younghan racked his brain.
      'How should I respond?'
      A flood of thoughts ran through Kim Younghan's mind, but in the end, only one answer was possible.
      The only way to avoid falling into Kim Dojun's trap, even though he had understood nothing.
      "... Excellent."
      Kim Younghan decided to simply praise him without asking anything.
      ####
      Later that afternoon after class,
      It was the third day since Kim Dojun had told Shin Se-yeon to read 'Basics of Astrology'. On his way to meet her by a secluded walking path—
      "What was that sorcery array supposed to be?"
      He heard Shin Se-yeon ask.
      "What?"
      "That modified Eight-Fold Primal Demon Formation. Didn't you just break the sorcery a little while ago?"
      At her question, Kim Dojun paused to think, recalling the class from earlier.
      "Oh, that."
      "... How did you manage to break that? I saw the sorcery array you drew too, but I couldn't understand it at all."
      She sounded like she wanted a detailed explanation of the sorcery array, but Kim Dojun had nothing to say.
      He had drawn the array, yes, but in truth, he didn't actually know what he had drawn...!
      'Honestly, I still don't really know what happened.'
      Though he wouldn't call himself a veteran, Kim Dojun had played the game intensely for about a week, so he remembered a few distinctive sorcery formations.
      But 'distinctive' just meant the ones he'd used endlessly during the latter parts of Sorcery Killing Technique.
      All he had really done was copy the one most clear in his memory.
      Not that he could accurately reproduce it—he had just stitched together the bits he could remember, and, on top of that, his grades in art class had always been abysmal at best.
      In other words, the chances that Kim Dojun had drawn a decent sorcery array were practically zero.
      But Kim Younghan had called his array excellent and praised him for it.
      'Do they have things like 'parachute students'* at the Sorcery Institute too?' 
      That was what he was thinking.
      No matter how he looked at it, whatever distorted mess he'd drawn was too misshapen to even qualify as the array he thought it was supposed to be.
      Still, Kim Younghan had given it a glowing review—was his eyesight minus or something? The question inevitably came to mind.
      In any case, since he himself was baffled by the praise, Kim Dojun had nothing to say when Shin Se-yeon asked him.
      "Doesn't matter."
      He brusquely dismissed her question and continued immediately before Shin Se-yeon, who seemed to be getting defensive, could ask anything else.
      "So, did you finish all the basics?"
      "... I did."
      Shin Se-yeon replied with a face full of dissatisfaction.
      Unbothered by her mood, Kim Dojun took the Basics of Astrology she handed him and flipped to another book.
      "...'Astrology Fundamentals?'"
      "This is what you'll be studying next."
      "...."
      Looking at the new book, Shin Se-yeon seemed even more disgruntled.
      They had only met twice so far, but Kim Dojun could already see her getting riled up soon, demanding to know why she had to study this stuff. So he quickly started fiddling with his smartphone.
      "Alright."
      "?"
      "... What? Why are you looking at me like that?"
      Instead of raising a fuss, Shin Se-yeon meekly accepted the new astrology assignment.
      Kim Dojun was taken aback by the change.
      'Well, this is better.'
      In fact, it would be easier for him if Shin Se-yeon just quietly followed instructions. In a good mood, Kim Dojun said,
      "Then, let's meet again in five days."
      With that, he left the walking path.
      ####
      That night.
      "... Is that true?"
      "Embarrassing as it is, yes."
      Kim Younghan, the instructor in charge of 'Basic Sorcery Theory', was currently meeting with a man.
      "Hm...."
      That man's name was Ataki Sasaru.
      He was one of only three team leader-level instructors at the Sorcery Institute and taught the subject of 'sorcery formations'. As the person in charge of all the instructors, he was considered extremely knowledgeable about sorcery formations—not just in the Sorcery Institute, but even compared to outside experts.
      The reason Kim Younghan had sought him out was:
      "So, if I piece together your story, you're saying you couldn't interpret the sorcery array drawn by the rumored 'disciple of Explosion God'?"
      "... That's correct."
      It was to try to interpret the sorcery array Kim Dojun had drawn in class.
      'I absolutely couldn't make sense of it myself.'
      In reality, after class, before wiping the board clean, Kim Younghan had taken a photo of Kim Dojun's array and tried several times to analyze it.
      But he had ultimately failed.
      No, in truth—
      'No matter how I look at it, it just looks like a picture.'
      To Kim Younghan, the array Kim Dojun had drawn looked like nothing more than a badly drawn picture, so he'd come to Sasaru for help.
      There was no one at the Sorcery Institute more knowledgeable about sorcery formations, and even beyond the Institute, there were few who could match him.
      "Let me take a look."
      "Yes, sir."
      Ataki Sasaru took Kim Younghan's phone and studied the photo of Kim Dojun's sorcery array.
      To Kim Younghan, it still looked like nothing but a ruined drawing.
      Ataki Sasaru silently examined the screen, then even took Kim Younghan's phone for a closer look.
      "...."
      "...."
      A heavy silence fell.
      Ataki Sasaru continued to study it, saying nothing.
      Kim Younghan waited, a hint of anticipation in his expression.
      He knew he could not possibly understand the array, but he hoped that Sasaru could give him an answer.
      After a long wait, just as Kim Younghan had hoped, Ataki Sasaru finally broke the silence.
      "... You said this was a nullifying array?"
      "That's right."
      Kim Younghan nodded eagerly.
      At that,—
      "... This is... astonishing...!"
      Ataki Sasaru spoke, full of surprise.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      The fuck?
      【「(°ヘ°)?】
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      Ataki Sasaru was 37 years old.
      In the sorcery world, this was not an age considered especially old, yet it was a bit ambiguous to say he had a wealth of experience.
      That was because there were quite a few older sorcerers in their fifties or sixties in the sorcery industry.
      Compared to them, he had a relatively short career, but nevertheless, Ataki Sasaru's pride in his knowledge of sorcery formations was real.
      From an early age, he had never once given a wrong answer regarding sorcery formations.
      Back in his twenties, during his active years as a sorcerer, he was known not by his real name, but even referred to as the "Breaker (破毁自)".
      He had shown such genius in this field that he was called so, for he was exceedingly skilled in breaking down sorcery formations.
      Because of this, he had pride.
      He truly believed there was no sorcery array he could not analyze.
      Maybe that was why—
      "... This is... incredible...!"
      Those were the words he let out after seeing the sorcery array that Kim Younghan handed over.
      "... R-really?"
      Sasaru glanced at Kim Younghan's face, whose eyes were brimming with expectations, then turned his gaze away.
      Before him, there was a drawing that was so far from a typical sorcery array that it was embarrassing to even call it one.
      In truth, it wasn't just Kim Younghan's eyes that saw it this way—Ataki Sasaru saw it that way too...!
      So why had he pretended to know more when he was looking at a drawing he couldn't even properly identify?
      There were two reasons. The first was that the person who drew this array was the disciple of Explosion God.
      'Explosion God's sorcery formations have always been notorious for their messy lines. They're famous for their out-of-the-box composition, too.'
      Indeed, Sasaru had seen a few himself and knew that Explosion God's arrays could at times seem like mere scribbles.
      The second reason was his own pride, or more precisely, his status.
      Though he did not appear so on the outside, Ataki Sasaru actually cared a great deal about maintaining his own reputation...!
      To someone like him, failing to perceive the array drawn by Explosion God's disciple was, to any bystander, a definite strike to his dignity.
      Of course, he could have simply stuck to his own conviction here.
      Given that he couldn't understand the array, maybe it wasn't a real sorcery array at all but just a poorly drawn picture, unworthy even of minimal effect as an array...!
      That would have preserved his immediate pride.
      In fact, to be honest, the sorcery array before Ataki Sasaru was indeed drawn in such a way that one could only think so...!
      But if—by any chance—he said so, and the disciple of Explosion God were to actually use this array?
      Needless to say, his reputation at the Sorcery Institute would be shattered that very day, so after much hesitation, he had no choice but to say what he did.
      "I'll make a separate copy of this sorcery array photo here. The composition is more intricate than expected, so I'd like to look into it some more."
      Thus, Ataki Sasaru spoke words he didn't mean.
      "If you get results, would you be able to let me know...?"
      Startled, he looked at Kim Younghan, who asked the next question.
      "Results... you mean?"
      "Yes, I thought it might be good to know, just in case...."
      "... Understood. I'll let you know the results as soon as I've 'perfectly' analyzed the sorcery array."
      He regretted the words that slipped out so instinctively, driven by the thought of protecting his pride.
      To begin with, he already believed that properly deciphering this so-called sorcery array was probably impossible.
      Of course, Kim Younghan—knowing nothing of what Sasaru was thinking—
      "Thank you...!"
      beamed as if he had discovered an answer, pulled the array printout from the printer, and set it on Sasaru's desk.
      "Then, see you next time!"
      And without waiting for a reply, darted out at once.
      Sasaru watched him leave, then glanced back at the photo left behind.
      "..."
      No matter how long he stared, it just didn't seem like a sorcery array at all.
      Even Explosion God's arrays, notorious for their odd composition, hadn't looked this extreme, but the one drawn by his disciple seemed especially so.
      '... No, it's not just extreme—maybe it really is just a picture, after all?'
      That was the thought that flickered across his mind.
      Looking again at the sorcery array with that thought, it truly resembled a random scrawl by a small child.
      He soon shook his head.
      '... There's no way a disciple of the legendary Explosion God would do something meaningless.'
      Besides, hadn't his disciple already proved his skill twice before?
      Although he hadn't witnessed those tests himself, Sasaru knew of those rumors well enough.
      'A high-level sorcery array beyond my ability to read, huh.'
      Putting all the information together, Sasaru thought there was a real possibility what Kim Dojun had drawn was a high-level sorcery array, difficult for even him to interpret.
      "... Well, I suppose I'll have to try to break it down, at least."
      With a peculiar expression, he picked up his pen.
      ####
      Weekends at the Sorcery Institute were intense.
      Of course, it wasn't that the Sorcery Institute called students to campus on weekends to study.
      After all, weekends here weren't much different from any other school.
      However, weekends at the Sorcery Institute were intense because of most of the students themselves.
      Basically, only by rising above others could one be treated better here, and hard study was required to turn the open path to advancement into a golden ticket.
      So, even though it was the weekend, most students studied tirelessly, hoping to surpass their peers even a little faster or to defend their own spots.
      "Tsk."
      Kim Dojun was drinking an Americano at a quiet cafe in the busy district near the Sorcery Institute.
      'Disgustingly bitter. I should've just ordered a cafe latte...'
      He set his Americano down with a dissatisfied expression, and began casually scanning the area.
      'By now, they should be here.'
      The reason Kim Dojun had come here.
      It wasn't to enjoy an ill-fitting teatime, but because he knew that today, Han Soyeon would be bullied by a group of thugs here.
      'This is when she needs a push of courage.'
      To be honest, Kim Dojun wanted to consistently encourage Han Soyeon's spirit even without such 'events', but unfortunately, that was impossible.
      He wasn't in the same class as her, nor was he in a position to focus solely on Han Soyeon.
      That's why, just like on the first day of school, he was waiting in the cafe, determined to support her during this game event.
      'How should I do this?'
      At the same time, he was pondering one thing.
      'Isn't there something I can say to push Han Soyeon even further?'
      Honestly, what he had prepared was enough, but by nature, Kim Dojun wanted to give her a bolder dose of courage.
      '... I've already been telling her to kill those bastards.'
      The sooner Han Soyeon awakened, the faster Kim Dojun could deal with the first boss.
      That meant Kim Dojun would escape from here all the sooner, so he was giving it some serious thought.
      '... Come to think of it, didn't she also dislike the vice guild president? Should I just tell her to kill the vice guild president, too?'
      Kim Dojun pondered, recalling her character settings one by one.
      Just how long had he been deliberating?
      "Hey, do you think you're hot stuff?"
      "No, I just...."
      Smack!
      Before he knew it, Kim Dojun spotted Han Soyeon surrounded at the back of the quiet cafe by a group harassing her.
      "Ugh, she's so annoying..."
      "Why do we have to run into this loser on the weekend?"
      "Did you come here to pick out your next target to cling to?"
      The group taunted Han Soyeon, poked and prodded her, then grabbed her hair and publicly humiliated her.
      But Kim Dojun, rather than caring about how she was being bullied, was only thinking about when the bullying would end and how to most effectively encourage her.
      'Should I go with a subtle, needling approach?'
      'Or should I just straightforwardly tell her to be brave...? But that might drag things out too long.'
      'She's timid, so maybe I should just show her an example right at her side?'
      An endless flow of possibilities passed through Kim Dojun's mind.
      Yet, as none felt quite satisfactory, he kept contemplating for a while, until—
      "!?"
      In the next instant, a log window appeared before him, and he instinctively stopped daydreaming.
      【A malignant spirit of the Sorcery Killing Technique, Yagrat of Ambition, is descending!】
      A log window flashed in front of Kim Dojun's eyes, out of nowhere.
      'Already showing up?'
      He wore a momentarily dazed expression as distortions appeared before his eyes.
      'This wasn't part of the plan.'
      Honestly, Kim Dojun had never expected this to happen so soon.
      After all, in the original Sorcery Killing Technique game, Han Soyeon had endured almost an entire year of ostracism.
      That was why he had shown a flustered expression—but soon he straightened his face.
      'This is actually better.'
      Truthfully, Kim Dojun was still unprepared to confront a malignant spirit right now.
      He hadn't secured a single spiritual power sphere to use against the boss yet.
      Still, Kim Dojun was unconcerned.
      'Even if Han Soyeon awakens now, I have a plan to handle it.'
      Spiritual power spheres would only be needed once Han Soyeon had completed her transformation and become a vengeful spirit.
      But if it was right before she transformed?
      Just as in all media and in real life, in this world, the moment of transformation is always the weakest.
      That's why Kim Dojun began planning to strike at that exact instant.
      Soon, what had been swirling blackness before his eyes gradually started to take shape.
      First, he saw flickering yellow spiritual power.
      Next came yellow foxfire.
      【Oh... oooooh...!】
      Lastly, he heard a voice that, to anyone, would sound like an evil spirit.
      【Such character... truly remarkable.... Truly amazing...!】
      As the possessing foxfire, Yagrat of Ambition descended, it spoke while its body of fire trembled as if feeling something deeply.
      【With a spirit like this, it's possible...! With this, I can rampage once again, like before!】
      It exclaimed joyfully as it zipped around in circles as if in ecstasy.
      Watching Yagrat, waiting to catch the moment it possessed Han Soyeon, Kim Dojun tensed his body with a grin, ready to jump in at any time.
      【Now, let's make a contract together, Kim Dojun!】
      "?"
      At Yagrat's words, Kim Dojun couldn't help but stare blankly in surprise.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Wahahahaha. So that's how he becomes a disaster-class sorcerer.
      「৻( •̀ ᗜ •́ ৻)」
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      Having played Sorcery Killing Technique, Kim Dojun recognized the wraith that appeared before his eyes.
      'Why is Yagrat of Ambition here?'
      The true name of the wraith that manifested right in front of him was Yagrat of Ambition, one of the main bosses in Sorcery Killing Technique. However, this being was supposed to appear at a point at least five years from now.
      [Come, let us make a contract, Kim Dojun!]
      But why had such a wraith appeared to him now? Kim Dojun simply couldn't understand it.
      "...."
      He furtively glanced at Han Soyeon and the students.
      They were still pushing Han Soyeon into a corner, teasing and pestering her, paying absolutely no mind to whatever was happening inside the café.
      'Why did this bastard suddenly show up?'
      While looking at Yagrat of Ambition, Kim Dojun recalled his background.
      'Originally, this guy was supposed to appear to a man named Kora, five years later.'
      Kora.
      He was the kind of character in this game's world who suffered misfortune so severely it felt intentional. To begin with, he had a basic setup involving an unhappy family and the death of a precious friend.
      On top of that, he was forcibly drafted for secret human experimentation, conducted in the shadows of the Sorcery Association, without him even realizing. When the experiment failed, his life was threatened to protect the secret.
      Eventually, while fleeing, he was captured by criminals from the Pantheon, becoming both crippled and feeble-minded—a truly pitiful character.
      Why would Yagrat of Ambition possess such a man?
      It was because, along the way, Kora's personality had become so twisted and broken— to the point of shocking even Yagrat.
      Impressed by Kora's distorted character, Yagrat possessed him, making him the "Master of Ambition(野望主)", and singlehandedly destroyed the Sorcery Association's Korean Branch, becoming the main culprit of the "Downfall of Sorcery Association Korea Branch" incident.
      Of course, what mattered to Kim Dojun right now wasn't the incident Kora would cause as the Master of Ambition, but the fact that Yagrat—who liked infinitely twisted personalities—had appeared before him.
      [Of course, it's because I saw your twisted character and wanted to make a contract with you!]
      Yagrat spoke as if nailing down his intentions.
      But.
      Watching Yagrat, Kim Dojun fell silent for a moment.
      'There's no stat window or attribute gauge, but could something like in-game personality values be affecting this?'
      That thought crossed his mind.
      No matter how he considered it, Kim Dojun couldn't find a reason why Yagrat would appear before him now.
      'Yagrat only appears to those with thoroughly distorted personalities.'
      But as far as Kim Dojun was concerned, there was absolutely nothing wrong with his character.
      No, it could even be considered perfect and flawless.
      Some might criticize him for encouraging Han Soyeon or threatening Shin Se-yeon, but from Kim Dojun's perspective, that was ordinary.
      In fact, he even believed he was helping them.
      Look at Han Soyeon, for example.
      She was still being bullied by those students.
      Kim Dojun was simply trying to put an end to that terrible situation as quickly as possible.
      He was even providing her a chance to take revenge herself.
      'If anything, this isn't evidence of a twisted personality, but proof of being a good person.'
      The same applied to Shin Se-yeon.
      She had lost her older sister and mother—whom she had trusted and relied on—because of her father, Shin Cheon-gyun, from a young age.
      Could anyone imagine how great her anger must be?
      It was surely tremendous, so Kim Dojun was helping her get quick revenge.
      Of course, he had to mix in some threats to convince her, but that, too, was unavoidable.
      'Looking at the situation alone, it wouldn't be strange to say I was helping—no, even saving—Shin Se-yeon.'
      In the end, he was merely working to help Shin Se-yeon and Han Soyeon achieve what they truly wanted.
      In short, Kim Dojun saw himself as flawless—an embodiment of perfect character.
      So, his conclusion about Yagrat's appearance was thus:
      That some game system, which he wasn't aware of, was secretly in effect.
      Although he didn't understand why his in-game personality value had dropped low enough for Yagrat to appear, he soon brushed the thought aside.
      After all, what mattered for Kim Dojun right now was getting rid of Yagrat.
      "I have no intention of making a contract, so leave."
      Kim Dojun waved his hand dismissively.
      [Uhaha! What an extraordinary sense of incongruity...!]
      Seeing this, Yagrat muttered something incomprehensible.
      [Very well, I'll let it slide this time. Watching your personality should be entertaining enough.]
      And with that—
      [But whenever you are ready, call my name. I'll be watching you always.]
      Yagrat disappeared from before Kim Dojun's eyes.
      Just as quickly as he had appeared, like a storm, Yagrat vanished.
      Kim Dojun clicked his tongue in disappointment.
      'If he hadn't appeared before me, I could've taken care of the fifth boss right away.'
      Kim Dojun was a bit regretful, but he had to let the thought go.
      "Hey, be careful next time, okay?"
      "Ugh, I don't even want to see your face, so keep your head down, will you?"
      The reason was that the students who had been bullying Han Soyeon were now starting to leave.
      They nudged Han Soyeon one last time and headed off.
      Han Soyeon kept her head bowed until long after they were gone.
      Watching this, as he seriously pondered the right way to encourage her, Kim Dojun thought,
      "... Maybe instead of courage, I should teach her a 'method'?"
      With that sudden idea, he approached the still deeply bowed Han Soyeon.
      "Be at the 7th walking path by 8 tonight."
      "Huh...? Why...do I...."
      "If you don't show up, who knows what might happen... I'll leave it to your imagination."
      "What????"
      He said it just like that.
      ####
      In fact, Kim Dojun had only planned to say good things to Han Soyeon. The reason his intention changed was a sudden thought—had he not gone about this the wrong way?
      Han Soyeon's home life was extremely unfortunate: she was the first main boss in Sorcery Killing Technique, and would later become a vengeful spirit possessed by Kuniz of Revenge.
      As he knew from the settings, Han Soyeon's parents were the worst imaginable.
      Her father abandoned Han Soyeon and her mother at birth.
      Her mother, while not abandoning her, had been violent towards Han Soyeon since she was very young.
      In short, her childhood was even worse than life in an orphanage.
      She only escaped her mother because she killed her.
      Of course, she hadn't done so in her right mind.
      The reason her mother was killed was because Han Soyeon's innate talent ran rampant.
      Her talent for 'Divine Descent'.
      Driven by stress from violence, Han Soyeon lost control of her power and killed her mother.
      Traumatized by her own ability, Han Soyeon had developed a dislike for sorcery and became timid in character.
      Still, even though Han Soyeon had come to hate sorcery, the Sorcery Association, recognizing her potential, continued to train her as both a hunting dog and sentry.
      That was the past of Han Soyeon as Kim Dojun knew it from the settings, and considering all this, he came to a realization.
      Beyond simply giving Han Soyeon courage—he should teach her how to act.
      'Han Soyeon is already at her limit.'
      Looking at her past and present, Kim Dojun saw that she was already at the breaking point.
      'She was beaten by her parents as a child, now gets bullied by classmates, wants to drop out of school, but faces pressure from the Sorcery Association?'
      No one could endure all that.
      Yet, despite this, hadn't she continued to endure the bullying simply because she didn't know how to deal with them?
      Of course, she had the talent for Divine Descent.
      But she didn't know how to use it.
      Because she was traumatized by that talent and couldn't use it properly.
      So he resolved himself.
      He would teach Han Soyeon how to crush the students who bullied her.
      Which was why he called her out.
      "... Um."
      Indeed, Han Soyeon appeared at the 7th walking path at exactly 8 p.m., as Kim Dojun had instructed.
      "Oh, you made it right on time."
      At Kim Dojun's light tone, Han Soyeon looked away awkwardly and spoke as if burdened.
      "Umm, why did you call me here?"
      Even from her gestures, it was clear, 'I'm really nervous right now.'
      Kim Dojun, unfazed by her demeanor, smiled and replied,
      "Of course, we have work to do."
      "W-work...to do?"
      "Yes, work."
      "... Did I do something wrong?"
      At his words Han Soyeon's complexion darkened.
      But he only seemed confused.
      "No, you didn't do anything wrong."
      "... Then why did you say that...."
      "What do you mean?"
      "You said, if I didn't show up, something would happen... It sounded like a threat...."
      It couldn't be helped.
      Han Soyeon was timid.
      Would a timid Han Soyeon show up if he just politely asked, "Can't you please come out and be nice?"
      Realistically, the chance she would not show was much higher.
      If that happened, it would delay teaching her the 'method,' so he unavoidably said it that way.
      Basically, it was just a little white lie mixed with wit to ensure she showed up.
      'She seems a bit anxious now, but it's all for Han Soyeon's sake—there's no helping it.'
      Having convinced himself with that miraculous logic, Kim Dojun approached Han Soyeon.
      "...!"
      Seeing Kim Dojun suddenly approach, she tensed up in spite of herself.
      But Kim Dojun closed the distance nonetheless.
      Tap—!
      "!?"
      He suddenly grabbed Han Soyeon's hand and handed her something.
      "... Th-this is?"
      Han Soyeon unwittingly looked down at what she was now holding.
      In her hands—
      It was a baseball bat, an object Kim Dojun habitually called a 'batta.'
      Han Soyeon looked puzzled for a moment, then lifted her gaze to Kim Dojun.
      "Now, listen carefully."
      Kim Dojun said,
      "If a person is hit on the head with a batta—they die."
      Thus began his lecture.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Yeah, Kim Dojun has a perfect character... to become a villain.
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      Han Soyeon didn't know Kim Dojun very well, but she still knew him to some extent.
      In fact, once you had entered the Sorcery Institute, it was almost impossible not to know about Kim Dojun.
      After all, he had detonated the levitation stone during the third test.
      Thanks to doing something not even the top freshman could accomplish, he had made a dazzling debut with the title of 'genius sorcerer'.
      Moreover, the sorcery he demonstrated during the dormitory assignment test had caused quite a stir on the Sorcery Institute community site, so Han Soyeon couldn't help but know about Kim Dojun, even if she didn't want to.
      He was, unarguably, the Institute's celebrity.
      But what she couldn't understand was—
      "Alright, if you swing the bat from below and hit their family jewels, the other person will die."
      Why was she, of all people, receiving this bizarre murder lesson from Kim Dojun?
      "And like I said, honestly, you don't even have to aim for the family jewels. It's best to go for the head with one swing. Usually, if you hit someone in the head with a bat, they die."
      Kim Dojun was swinging the bat back and forth with a very serious expression—like he was explaining something extremely important and grave.
      'What... is even going on...?'
      No matter how hard Han Soyeon thought about it, she couldn't make sense of the situation.
      Actually, now that she thought about it, she hadn't understood any of it since before.
      'I'm sure back then too...'
      Han Soyeon recalled a few days earlier.
      When she had, due to the forced pressure of the Sorcery Association, no choice but to enter the Sorcery Institute and encountered the group that had bullied her—he had appeared suddenly.
      'Kill them all.'
      'You can do it.'
      He had whispered such things to her, as if it was the most natural thing in the world.
      And those two sentences weren't the end of it. For about ten minutes, Kim Dojun had asked her over and over whether she didn't want to beat those guys up, and that she could do it—only leaving once he was satisfied.
      Even then, Han Soyeon had no idea why Kim Dojun, the so-called 'genius sorcerer', was doing that.
      It was the same now.
      "Are you listening properly?"
      Kim Dojun asked, knocking on the head of a humanoid wooden dummy—one he seemed to have carved himself—with a very serious look.
      "What did I say?"
      "... If you hit someone in the head with a bat, they die...?"
      "Yes, exactly!"
      He grinned as if she'd made a world-shaking discovery.
      Han Soyeon hesitated for a moment as she watched him, then spoke up.
      "But..."
      "Hm? What is it?"
      "... Why are you telling me this?"
      Han Soyeon's question.
      Kim Dojun frowned, as if she had asked something strange, and answered.
      "That's obvious—it's because those bastards messed with you. I'm telling you how to kill them, okay?"
      His reply was so ordinary, so matter-of-fact, that for an instant, Han Soyeon wondered if she was the one who was wrong.
      Kim Dojun's expression made her feel that way.
      But soon, Han Soyeon blinked absent-mindedly, shook her head, and, as if regaining her senses, spoke.
      "Y-you want... me to kill them?"
      "Then are you not going to kill them?"
      His tone suggested killing was the most natural thing to do. Han Soyeon felt confused again, but went on.
      "Why would I... kill them?"
      "They bullied you, didn't they?"
      "W-well, yes."
      "If they bullied you, they deserve to die. Historically, people like that get beaten with bats."
      For a moment, Kim Dojun's attitude seemed so natural that Han Soyeon even wondered, '... Is it really right to kill bullies?'
      He acted as if it was simply the law of nature.
      "T-that seems a little off to me..."
      But even if she was bad at communicating, Han Soyeon wasn't someone lacking in basic common sense.
      In other words, she wasn't completely ignorant, so she spoke up.
      "If I kill them just because they bullied me, wouldn't that make me a criminal?"
      "That's true."
      "Then I'd go to prison, right?"
      "Well, I'm not you, so wouldn't that be fine?"
      "??"
      With even her meek expression gone, Han Soyeon stared in disbelief.
      But regardless of her expression, Kim Dojun remained serious.
      "And really, even if you kill them, it's not like you'd be making a huge mistake."
      "Huh? What does that..."
      "Listen carefully."
      "?"
      "Humans all die someday anyway."
      "... Excuse me?"
      Kim Dojun pronounced the truth of this world with grave seriousness, making Han Soyeon look as if she'd just opened a forbidden book like the Necronomicon.
      Whether he noticed her turmoil or not, Kim Dojun continued.
      "And think about it the other way—maybe killing them is actually a good thing."
      "What??"
      "Think—if those guys just live normally, how long do you think they'll live?"
      "... Um, probably until they're a hundred?"
      At this point, Han Soyeon answered as though she was hypnotized.
      "Right, a hundred, right? So that means they've got about eighty years left. Imagine how much suffering that would be."
      "Huh?"
      "Wouldn't it be better to just end that eighty years of suffering quickly now, all at once?"
      "??"
      Han Soyeon's mouth fell open at Kim Dojun's logic.
      She was making a face that said, what do you even say in moments like this?
      But Kim Dojun seemed to understand exactly what she meant.
      "Ah~ I get it."
      "... Huh? What do you mean?"
      "You want to do it secretly? Well, a bat is a little eye-catching."
      No, that's not the issue at all... Han Soyeon wanted to say, but—
      "Okay, I understand."
      "No, wait..."
      "I get what you're after. Let's meet here again in a week."
      As if he'd figured something out, Kim Dojun waved his hand right away.
      "Make sure you show up."
      Leaving just those words behind, he disappeared.
      "? ...?? ...???"
      Han Soyeon could only stare blankly after him.
      And as she did so, watching Kim Dojun walk away in a daze—
      [He is indeed incredible...!]
      Yagrat of Ambition floated in midair, admiring Kim Dojun.
      ####
      Two days later.
      After the weekend, on Monday.
      As the first class of the day approached, the main Sorcery Institute campus began to fill with its usual silence—but among all the classes, one, in particular, stood out.
      One class was floating just ever so slightly, suffused with a strange, bustling energy.
      It was Kim Dojun's class, class C. The reason the typically quiet Class C was so abuzz was—
      "Attention, everyone. Instructor Ataki Sasaru, who was supposed to teach 'Definition of Sorcery Array' today, has collapsed due to overwork. First and second periods are free study."
      Because of Instructor Ataki Sasaru, the Monday morning instructor.
      "Overwork?"
      "Oh, I heard about that. Apparently, he got obsessed with deciphering some super high-level sorcery formation and was at it day and night until he collapsed."
      "What? Instructor Ataki Sasaru collapsed from decoding a high-level sorcery formation? Isn't that a bit hard to believe?"
      "I saw something about it on the Sorcery Institute forums—looks like it's true. Now, all the instructors are taking a look at the formation he couldn't break."
      "That's wild. Wasn't Ataki Sasaru famous for his mastery of sorcery formations? If even he couldn't crack it after overworking himself..."
      "And now all the instructors are gathered around, just shaking their heads."
      "Whose formation is it? I'm really curious."
      During free study—now that about a week had passed, students had started to get friendly, and the voices of two chatting students at the desks ahead reached Kim Dojun, who shook his head.
      'What an exhausting way to live.'
      Of course, before coming here, Kim Dojun had exhausted himself trying to hit S-class rank 1, but he'd never collapsed from overwork.
      He briefly offered his condolences to the instructor who had collapsed.
      'Now, let's see...'
      He opened his notebook and began jotting down the settings for the Sorcery Killing Technique that he remembered.
      'Honestly, I didn't need to organize all this until now...'
      Now that about a week had passed since he'd possessed a body inside the Sorcery Killing Technique, Kim Dojun decided it was time to start building a setting bible.
      'My intelligence isn't that great, so I'd better take notes while I can still remember most of this.'
      With that thought, Kim Dojun used the first and second periods to compile the Sorcery Killing Technique's setting bible.
      At that time—
      "... Is this really the sorcery formation Kim Dojun drew?"
      "That's right."
      On the third floor of the annex, in the Head Instructor's Office—
      "...."
      Kang Cheol-shin was staring at the sorcery formation in front of him.
      To anyone, it looked like something scribbled by a child.
      "... Is this really a sorcery formation?"
      Even Kang Cheol-shin couldn't help but mutter, so awful was the formation printed on the paper.
      "... And Instructor Ataki Sasaru said this was an incredible formation?"
      "That's right."
      At Kim Younghan's answer, Kang Cheol-shin subconsciously nodded.
      At the very least, he was less familiar with sorcery formations than Ataki Sasaru.
      'Ataki Sasaru is a genius of sorcery formations.'
      Having long known of Ataki Sasaru's reputation, Kang Cheol-shin knew he was an undisputed genius in the field.
      'And yet, if even Sasaru can't decode this formation after working himself into collapse...'
      Kang Cheol-shin pictured Kim Dojun, the creator of this formation.
      'What an absurd genius he must be.'
      With that, he gave a helpless laugh.
      "... So, in the end, no one at the Sorcery Institute can decode this formation?"
      "... Embarrassing as it is to admit, yes. All the other instructors took a look after Instructor Ataki was sent off for overwork, but everyone just shook their heads."
      After studying the formation in silence for a while at Kim Younghan's words, Kang Cheol-shin said—
      "... I'll send it to my disciple. I'm curious myself now."
      "Pardon? By disciple, you mean...?"
      Kim Younghan asked.
      "You know who I mean. The one who's quite well-known for sorcery formations in China."
      "... If you mean the Head Instructor's disciple who's famous for formations..."
      Kim Younghan pondered for a second.
      But then—
      "You don't mean the Trailblazer, Jaegal Shin, do you?!"
      He blurted out in shock.
      Kim Younghan knew that Trailblazer Jaegal Shin had become the chief sorcerer—just for handling 'sorcery formations'—at Jinlun Guild, one of the largest guilds in China, and at the youngest age on record.
      At Kim Younghan's astonished expression, Kang Cheol-shin said—
      "I, too, am curious to see what kind of assessment China's prodigy will give this formation."
      He smiled with added curiosity.
      And the day after Kang Cheol-shin sent the formation to his disciple—
      [Master, this sorcery formation is unbelievably incredible! Who in the world drew this?]
      He received a message from Jaegal Shin.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Maybe because it's the sorcery world, people are overthinking it.
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      How to Win Without Fighting. (1)
      The Trailblazer (先驅), Jaegal Shin.
      In China, it was hardly an exaggeration to say that barely anyone did not know his name.
      Of course, that didn't mean Jaegal Shin stood out among the most outstanding sorcerers.
      On the contrary: as an A-rank sorcerer, he had yet to reach the level of an S-rank sorcerer.
      In short, he was not yet a fully accomplished sorcerer.
      No, there were even rumors in some circles that Jaegal Shin might end up retiring without ever achieving S-rank.
      That was because his spiritual power was lower than that of ordinary sorcerers.
      Although spiritual power can increase through acquired effort, ultimately it is heavily influenced by natural-born talent.
      Because of this, the fact that Jaegal Shin, born with such little spiritual power, still managed to reach the ranks of an A-rank sorcerer was itself widely considered a remarkable achievement.
      Even Jaegal Shin himself would humbly nod his head whenever someone commented that he might never become an S-rank sorcerer.
      Because it was the truth.
      Yet, that didn't mean other sorcerers disregarded Jaegal Shin.
      No, more accurately, they simply couldn't disregard him.
      That was because of his talent.
      Even though he was merely an A-rank sorcerer, when it came to the 'sorcery formation', no one possessed greater genius than he did—and no one ever disagreed with this assessment.
      In all of vast China, not a single person disputed his genius, so much so that his talent was none too little to be called "genius (天才)".
      In reality, despite only being an A-rank sorcerer, he could maintain strength rivaling even that of S-rank sorcerers—using sorcery formations he himself created that could manifest mystical artifacts—so Jaegal Shin took unwavering pride in his "sorcery formation" abilities.
      Recently, he had received a sorcery formation from the teacher who had helped him not long ago.
      At first glance, it looked just like the scribbles of a child—according to the email, it was an unraveling sorcery formation for the modified Eight-Fold Primal Demon Formation (八區原魔陣). Something one might call a child's messy doodle at best.
      'What on earth is this?'
      And, very naturally, Jaegal Shin felt puzzled as he stared at it.
      No matter how hard he tried, what he was seeing certainly did not look like a sorcery formation.
      "Hmm..."
      Jaegal Shin could say this with real conviction.
      He was a genius.
      At least when it came to sorcery formations, Jaegal Shin had a near-absolute belief in himself.
      That's why, the moment he saw this formation, he came to a firm conclusion.
      'This isn't a sorcery formation.'
      'There's no way this could be one.'
      Even if someone had drawn this and called it a sorcery formation, there were just far too many problems with it.
      The greatest among them was that the shapes and lines were completely misaligned.
      No—it was more than simply misaligned; this was at the level of someone just scribbling at random.
      Yet even as he thought this, Jaegal Shin did not put the sorcery formation away from his sight.
      'If my teacher asked me to decipher this, then it must be a genuine sorcery formation, at least in some sense.'
      That was because the person who handed over this formation was Kang Cheol-shin, his former teacher.
      So Jaegal Shin, filled with doubt, continued studying the sorcery formation.
      How much time passed like that?
      "... Hm?"
      Jaegal Shin had found something.
      '... Looking at it this way, it seems the shapes and lines were deliberately disrupted?'
      Of course, for Kim Dojun, not even knowing what shapes and lines were, he'd just scrambled together a formation drawn roughly from his memories of game effects and illustrations in the game, without a clue about their meaning.
      "... What?"
      Even so, Jaegal Shin's unreal genius allowed him to start spotting fragments of the original sorcery formation—snippets Kim Dojun had unconsciously recalled as he sketched his version in his terrible drawing skills.
      Unwittingly relaxing his frown, Jaegal Shin suddenly picked up a pen.
      Tsk-! Squeak-!
      Almost as if possessed, he began drawing thick lines across the sorcery formation displayed on his monitor.
      With a pen that couldn't be erased, Jaegal Shin traced shapes onto his monitor.
      After a bit more time had passed...
      Jaegal Shin threw down his pen and immediately contacted his teacher, saying,
      [Teacher, this sorcery formation is ridiculously amazing! Who on earth drew this?]
      Jaegal Shin's question.
      Kang Cheol-shin seemed surprised at Jaegal Shin's call, but explained everything that had happened one by one.
      Soon after, Jaegal Shin realized why such a sorcery formation had come about, and found himself smiling unconsciously.
      [Did you succeed in deciphering the formation?]
      Kang Cheol-shin's question.
      Jaegal Shin replied decisively.
      "No."
      [So you failed, then?]
      "Teacher, this wasn't a sorcery formation made to be deciphered in the first place."
      [... What? You mean this wasn't made to be interpreted?]
      "Yes. According to you, the instructor tried to break the will of the Explosion God's disciple, and the kid drew this formation, right?"
      [That's right.]
      "This was made to mess with that instructor."
      [... Mess with?]
      "Yes. As you sent it to me, the sorcery formation is just a bunch of scribbles—not even fit to be called a formation."
      [... Then why did you say it's amazing?]
      Jaegal Shin didn't reply to that right away, but instead took a picture of his monitor using his smartphone and sent it.
      "That kid turned it into a problem instead."
      Of course, Kim Dojun hadn't actually intended to make a problem—he'd just created an atrocious drawing with his disastrous skills.
      Yet Jaegal Shin, after reconstructing the mashed-up drawing into a real sorcery formation, replied with confidence.
      [This is...?]
      "This is the correct answer to the problem. If you have enough spiritual power...the variant formation, based on the modified Eight-Fold Primal Demon Formation attached in the email, can nullify most similar sealing formations."
      [... Wow. Then why did that kid hide such a problem in there?]
      "Probably—"
      As Kang Cheol-shin asked, Jaegal Shin grinned mischievously.
      "'If you can't even solve this much, then quit showing off,' wouldn't you say?"
      That was his answer.
      After finishing his call with Kang Cheol-shin, Jaegal Shin stared at his monitor, his expression full of interest.
      It would take considerable work to use the monitor again, given the thick lines he'd drawn over it, but that wasn't what mattered to Jaegal Shin.
      What mattered to him was the 'genius' named Kim Dojun.
      Jaegal Shin had seen countless people claim to be geniuses throughout his life, brief as it was.
      Yet, not once had he ever considered any of them his peer.
      Because by his own standards, none of their talents could compare to his.
      But in this moment, Jaegal Shin was certain.
      'This one—this kid is my peer.'
      This kid,
      The one who set such a preposterous exercise, was undeniably a genius on the same level, standing side by side with him.
      Therefore...
      "... I have to meet him at least once."
      Jaegal Shin murmured, a smile unconsciously forming on his face.
      Around the same time, in Korea...
      "Alright, look here. To apply the fundamentals of shapes and lines within sorcery formations, you utilize the principle of Yin and Yang with logic techniques—"
      '... Guess I should sleep.'
      Attending the basic theory lecture on sorcery formations, Kim Dojun began to doze off.
      ####
      That afternoon, after class ended.
      "Here."
      On the appointed day, Kim Dojun met Shin Se-yeon and—while receiving the book he had lent her—suddenly found himself looking at her with a curious expression.
      "What? Why are you looking at me like that?"
      Irritated, Shin Se-yeon frowned at Kim Dojun's expression.
      "I was just wondering if you actually did it properly."
      "What? What are you talking about?"
      A hint of annoyance crept into Shin Se-yeon's voice.
      But Kim Dojun continued, his face calm as usual.
      "As you know, the Astrology Basics volume is over three hundred pages."
      "So?"
      "The Astrology Fundamentals is around 230 pages."
      "And?"
      "If you hit someone on the head with either, you could probably kill them."
      "?? All of a sudden?"
      Shin Se-yeon looked at him, dumbfounded.
      "But you're saying you finished reading the Astrology Basics in just a few days—that's what makes me suspicious."
      "You're the one who set the deadline!"
      Her face seemed to say, 'What kind of jerk is this!?' but Kim Dojun stayed perfectly composed.
      "I did set the deadline."
      "Then what exactly is your problem?"
      "I don't have a problem. I just want to test if you actually memorized it properly."
      "Fine, go ahead!"
      At Kim Dojun's words, Shin Se-yeon looked at him like she couldn't believe him, but said to try if he wanted.
      "Alright. Then I'll smack you each time you get one wrong."
      "What!?"
      Kim Dojun immediately opened the Astrology Basics book.
      "Essentially, Astrology is the study of predicting the future by observing celestial phenomena. It wasn't originally included under sorcery—"
      "That's from page 164, right in the middle of the astrology theory section. After that, it continues, 'Starting from when the Japanese scholar Futatsu Masato, an astronomer, began formally incorporating astrology into sorcery and using it together, it became mainstream...' Right?"
      "??"
      Kim Dojun couldn't help but be surprised.
      "How did you do that?"
      "What do you mean how? I memorized it."
      With an extra-confident expression, Shin Se-yeon acted as if she finally had one over on him, so Kim Dojun quickly turned the page and began firing more questions.
      Thirty minutes later...
      "'To use astrology, you fundamentally need the ability to observe the sky. Using the north (北) as a base, you establish your sorcery formation and draw the hand seal to reach the basics.' Right?"
      "... Did you really memorize the entire book?"
      "That's nothing for me."
      Watching her answer confidently to his dumbfounded question, Kim Dojun once again felt the world was unfair.
      'She just memorizes books by looking at them.'
      In Sorcery Killing Technique as well, Shin Se-yeon is described as a genius more than once.
      Nevertheless, as someone who had the ability to fall asleep just from looking at a book, Kim Dojun found her truly mysterious.
      As if he were looking at something that shouldn't exist in the world.
      '... Well, people can't be perfect. Surely she must have at least one screw loose somewhere.'
      Thinking so, Kim Dojun stared at her for a moment.
      Right about when Shin Se-yeon began to sense something off about the way he was gazing at her...
      "Ah."
      Kim Dojun suddenly gave a small exclamation as if he had discovered something.
      "? What is it all of a sudden?"
      Looking at her with an expression similar to hers, Kim Dojun said,
      "I see."
      "?"
      "She must have become a genius at the cost of turning into a delinquent."
      He looked at her just as she was, somehow unimpressed.
      "What are you blabbering about all of a sudden!!!"
      Perhaps frustrated by this, Shin Se-yeon shouted in anger.
      Seeing her reaction, Kim Dojun pulled another book, Astrology Intermediate Theory, from his jacket and handed it to her.
      "Alright, then. Let's meet again this weekend."
      And with that, he disappeared.
      "Ughhhhhh!!"
      For a while, Shin Se-yeon screamed a bizarre (?!) shriek at Kim Dojun's retreating back before leaving.
      And so, time passed until the weekend came again at the Sorcery Institute.
      "Well then, time to go earn some money."
      Kim Dojun's first outing was about to begin.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      I'm not really fond of dumb MC trope, but Kim Dojun is just so nonsensical that I just go along with it.
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      How to Win Without Fighting. (2)
      The narrative of Sorcery Killing Technique basically progresses with several side stories and a main one.
      Of course, since this is a game with a certain degree of freedom, it's not necessary to play the unimportant side stories.
      Even so, around the game's midpoint, the way the story unfolds might change a little depending on the choices the player makes, but the essential story flow follows a similar order.
      Here, what is called "the main" refers to the 'malignant spirit' that must be dealt with in Sorcery Killing Technique.
      If so, what about the side stories?
      They are segments where the player grows stronger in order to deal with the main boss.
      Whether they want to or not, before reaching the main boss, players are given several side narratives.
      At this time, there are two useful items that can be acquired from the bosses that appear: the first is the spiritual tool.
      'Especially, the spiritual tool you can get from the side is free of charge, and since it's extremely useful against the later main boss, it's a must-get item.'
      And the second is 'money'.
      'Of course, you can't get enough money to buy other spiritual power tools.'
      Still, since the amount was quite substantial, Kim Dojun was satisfied with it.
      After all, as long as he gathered enough money, there was always a way to earn more.
      That was why he was out on a weekend leave, aiming to clear the very first side narrative of Sorcery Killing Technique.
      "Should I drop you off here?"
      "Yes."
      Currently, he had taken a taxi out to Hongcheon in Gangwon Province.
      The moment Kim Dojun got out of the taxi, he was greeted by a very bleak scene.
      The road was barely maintained, but every building nearby was clearly unoccupied for quite some time, showing no signs of upkeep.
      In fact, moss and green weeds were crawling through the cracks of concrete debris from certain buildings.
      Some buildings were so completely overrun by moss and plants that if someone saw only those, they might wonder, 'Did the world end?'
      "...."
      After checking the sights of Hongcheon, Kim Dojun recalled the information in his mind.
      'The first side story in Sorcery Institute is about dealing with a criminal group, 'Three-Headed Dragon (三頭龍),' who use the 'Koteo HOTEL,' one of the abandoned buildings in Hongcheon, as their base.'
      Kim Dojun's mission here was to wipe out all the criminals using that location as their stronghold.
      Thinking this far, he began searching for his target, wandering the deserted streets lined with abandoned buildings—an environment caused, in the setting, by chaotic incidents involving possessed bodies.
      It wasn't long before—
      'Found it.'
      Kim Dojun managed to find a building that looked very much like the one he'd seen in the game.
      On the far left end was a building with the 'Koteo HOTEL' signboard.
      Outwardly, it appeared to be a completely abandoned building, but already having played Sorcery Killing Technique, Kim Dojun knew that this was the hiding place of the Three-Headed Dragon.
      The job now was to enter the hotel, defeat the Three-Headed Dragon inside, collect the loot—spiritual tool and money—and walk away coolly.
      However, Kim Dojun didn't rush into the hotel.
      'Just stepping inside would be a headache.'
      Even without considering that it was the Three-Headed Dragon's lair, this was by no means an ordinary hotel—it was a 'fortress' rigged with dozens of sorcery formations.
      Not just any fortress, either, but one inappropriately vicious for a first side episode in Sorcery Killing Technique.
      'On the hotel's first floor is an infinite labyrinth that causes perception disorders.'
      And that's not all.
      This hotel, which had five floors, featured multiple debuff-type sorcery formations on each floor, installed specifically to torment players.
      That, too, meant the worst possible kind of sorcery formations for someone like Kim Dojun, who couldn't use sorcery.
      Of course, the developers of Sorcery Killing Technique never intended to see a mass exodus of players at the very first side episode, so they had included a self-correcting setting.
      'Originally, by the story, an S-rank sorcerer who happened to be on a mission to deal with the Three-Headed Dragon would neutralize all sorcery formations, leaving only the fighting to the player.'
      But this was reality.
      There was no possibility that, while Kim Dojun just sat here, an S-rank sorcerer would pop up out of nowhere to handle the Three-Headed Dragon.
      In other words, he would have to break through this unfair hotel all by himself.
      However—
      Kim Dojun had not come to this place without a plan.
      By nature, he tended to charge in first if no solution presented itself, but at the very least, he had come up with two somewhat reasonable plans this time.
      "Hm...."
      Kim Dojun went over his plans in his head, nodded to himself in satisfaction.
      'Flawless.'
      He immediately proceeded to execute the first plan.
      "I know you're hiding out here, so come on out."
      At those words—
      Uuuung-!
      As if his remark were a trigger, a sorcery formation instantly appeared before Kim Dojun.
      Soon—
      [Who are you?]
      A human figure materialized above the sorcery formation.
      His entire body wrapped in torn black cloth to the point that his face was invisible, but Kim Dojun was sure: this was the boss of the Three-Headed Dragon.
      "I've come to strike a deal with you, boss of the Three-Headed Dragon."
      [... Doesn't look like you're a dog of the Association or from the Pantheon, but how did you learn of our secret organization?]
      Ah, so that was part of the setting, Kim Dojun recalled, but it didn't matter.
      He had a magic phrase that could get him past anything.
      "No need for you to know."
      [...]
      At Kim Dojun's words, the man paused, speechless, but Kim Dojun continued nonchalantly,
      "The point is, I want to make a deal with you."
      [... You think I'd do such a thing with someone whose credentials I can't even verify?]
      "You'll have to."
      [What?]
      "If not, every one of you will die here."
      ####
      The boss of Three-Headed Dragon had, exactly three years ago, murdered 32 sorcerers from the Association in a most gruesome way and fled—a class one criminal.
      That earned him the nickname 'Extractor'.
      That name, infamously cruel, was due to his peculiar habit of extracting the eyes of the sorcerers he killed, a man as brutal in his sorcery as his moniker implied.
      "If not, every one of you will die here."
      He let out a dry laugh looking at Kim Dojun, who spoke so calmly.
      It would've seemed ridiculous for someone called Extractor to hear such a thing, but Three-Headed Dragon was not some pushover organization.
      There were over 50 members just inside this hotel alone.
      And? Every single member was a class one criminal, and the hotel interior was full of sorcery formations.
      Even if an S-rank sorcerer barged in here right now, they might be able to handle it.
      Yet here was this obvious kid, standing alone and proposing a deal.
      A brat who didn't seem part of the Association or the All-Gods Temple or any group.
      It was so absurd that The Extractor, still smirking, answered,
      [What utter nonsense.]
      "Regrettable that you feel that way."
      [Well, suppose I humor myself for once and listen to your proposal, then.]
      "It's simple. Hand over your spiritual tool and all of your money to me."
      [... What?]
      "Then I'll just leave without doing anything."
      At Kim Dojun's words, the Extractor involuntarily opened his mouth.
      [... Are you serious?]
      "I'm serious."
      [You're insane.]
      The Extractor stared at the man before him.
      What he saw in Kim Dojun's face was composure.
      Seeing that, the Extractor realized Kim Dojun was indeed being sincere, so he scrutinized him closely for any anomalies—but no matter how carefully he searched, he found nothing special.
      Just a fairly normal-looking brat.
      Nothing to raise Kim Dojun's evaluation above that.
      For a moment, he thought of coming out and dealing with this insolent brat personally.
      'No, no.'
      He soon dismissed that idea.
      Of course, as far as Extractor was concerned, Kim Dojun was just a brat.
      Even if he was supposed to use sorcery, there was no spiritual power to be sensed, so he must be a nobody.
      Still, the Extractor decided to be careful.
      'Surely he didn't just stroll up here without a plan.'
      Reasonably speaking, if he'd come all this way, he had to have something up his sleeve. The Extractor figured there might be a hidden card.
      'He could be bait.'
      The Extractor thought that the kid in front of him could be bait.
      Bait to provoke and lure him outside.
      [Hmph.]
      Considering that, the Extractor smirked, then concluded,
      [No deal. Brat.]
      So said the Extractor.
      ####
      "That's unfortunate."
      Honestly, Kim Dojun had half-expected the first plan to fail.
      He didn't really have the gift of the gab to persuade someone anyway.
      Even so, the reason he tried the first plan was a 'just in case' mentality. After all, the second plan to follow could prove a bit troublesome.
      [So, are you going to kill me now?]
      "Since the deal failed, I have no choice."
      [How will you kill me? As you probably know, what stands before you is not the real 'me', but a clone.]
      "I know."
      [Heh, so you plan to fight your way up to the fifth floor to kill me yourself?]
      The Extractor's words.
      That was rather out of reach for Kim Dojun at the moment.
      Entering a building full of all sorts of sorcery debuffs in his current state, ignorant of sorcery?
      That would be the height of foolishness.
      There was no need to fight on unfavorable ground.
      "No."
      He hadn't come here to fight in the first place.
      "I'm not going up the hotel."
      The Extractor openly snickered at Kim Dojun's statement.
      [What, are you suddenly scared of killing me?]
      His voice laced with open ridicule and mockery.
      "No, my words remain the same."
      [Then you'll have to make it to the fifth floor, unless you have some killer instinct or special talent.]
      The Extractor chuckled.
      "It doesn't matter if I don't have such talent."
      With that, Kim Dojun took a step toward the front of the hotel.
      Regardless of how the first plan went, the second was a strategy he'd pulled off many times in such situations—one that, to this day, had never failed.
      As he approached the hotel, the Extractor said something, but Kim Dojun ignored his words and walked toward a pillar by the entrance.
      Once he reached the front of the hotel—
      "Did you know?"
      [?]
      A way to win without fighting.
      "The people inside a building—"
      His second plan, which had a 100% proven success rate.
      "If the building collapses, they die."
      [???]
      Kwaaaaaang!!
      He put it into action right there, on the spot.
      [W-what the hell! What is this...!]
      The very stronghold of Three-Headed Dragon, the den of class one criminals and location of hundreds of sorcery formations created to deal with intruders, the Koteo HOTEL—
      [Uwaaaaaaah!]
      Collapsed completely, boss Extractor and all.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      KISS - Keep It Simple Stupid.
      Very apt to describe Dojun's Methods.
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      How to Win Without Fighting (3)
      In conclusion, Kim Dojun succeeded in dealing with the Three-Headed Dragon cleanly without fighting a single battle.
      'Treasure hunting is a real pain, seriously.'
      He couldn't help but let out a deep sigh.
      'I should refrain from wrecking buildings from now on.'
      Because the building had completely collapsed, it had become annoyingly difficult to find the spiritual tool.
      '... Well, to be honest, I already knew this would happen when I was smashing the building.'
      Still, when it came time to actually look for it, it was so tiring that Kim Dojun promised himself to avoid demolishing whole buildings from now on as he sifted through the wreckage.
      After about three hours of effort—
      "Finally found it."
      In the end, Kim Dojun found a safe among the countless debris.
      A safe battered here and there, plastered with talismans.
      'Just like the game's setting.'
      He recalled the game settings upon seeing the dented yet still intact safe.
      'A special safe made by the Extractor, the boss of the Three-Headed Dragon. It's insanely sturdy, and because of the talismans attached, it supposedly can't be opened by ordinary sorcery.'
      Kwa-deu-deu-deu-deuk-!
      'But that doesn't matter to me.'
      The power he used wasn't sorcery, but brute physical strength.
      Thus, Kim Dojun tore the safe's door off and tossed it far away as if he were just opening a can lid.
      "Oh."
      He couldn't help but exclaim as he looked inside.
      Inside the safe, there were valuables that looked expensive at a glance, along with several bundles of dollars, and at the same time—
      'Found it.'
      He found the spiritual tool that had been his main purpose for coming to resolve this side story.
      He immediately reached in and pulled out the spiritual tool.
      "Huh?"
      He soon stared at the log window that popped up before his eyes.
      ----
      Nameless Sorcerer's Necklace.
      Grade: High.
      Effect: Greatly reduces mental attacks from barriers formed by malignant spirits. Also mitigates other minor mental attacks.
      ----
      As soon as he lifted the necklace-shaped spiritual tool, the log window appeared as if it had been waiting for him, making Kim Dojun mutter unwittingly.
      "So the description pops up after all?"
      Up to now, except for when a malignant spirit appeared or in a few other situations, the log window hadn't appeared at all, so he hadn't paid much attention to it and was genuinely surprised. He soon nodded as he read the explanation.
      'Well, this makes things easier and more convenient.'
      Thinking that, Kim Dojun stashed away the spiritual tool and was finally able to look a little more closely at what else was inside.
      'There's a lot here.'
      He had glanced earlier, and had seen the illustration after clearing the substory in the Sorcery Killing Technique, but there was really a lot inside the safe.
      'Valuables, starting with rings, necklaces, brooches... some kind of ceremonial dagger, and even some weapons.'
      Next to them was a substantial pile of dollars, yen, and yuan, seemingly collected from various sources.
      Truly a jackpot of a safe.
      'There's even more here than I thought?'
      Kim Dojun had assumed he wouldn't make as much as the money he got for clearing the substory in the Sorcery Killing Technique, but—
      'Just selling the valuables alone should be a tidy sum. They look a grade above, too.'
      In truth, as he wasn't an expert, he couldn't tell if the valuables were real or fake, but based on statistics, if a criminal went to such lengths to hide things in a safe, they had to be quite valuable.
      'Even on the outside, the things shady people hide in safes like this usually turn out to be good stuff.'
      So, just as he was about to stuff all the contents into the bag he had brought—
      'I wonder if there's another spiritual tool in here?'
      On a hunch, he picked up each valuable one by one before putting them in the bag.
      "Oh."
      Soon, he found another spiritual tool.
      ----
      Translation Ring
      Grade: Low
      Effect: Translates human languages.
      ----
      'So there was this, too.'
      Actually, the translation ring wasn't a spiritual tool that could only be obtained here; it was a rather common item even sold outside, and most sorcerers would have at least one.
      Wearing this ring practically erased the language barrier.
      As mentioned, while this wasn't a rare spiritual tool, it was still something you normally had to purchase with money.
      'Nice.'
      He smiled and slipped on the ring, then tried searching for more spiritual power tools, but didn't find anything else.
      'Anyway, it's a gain.'
      With nothing more to regret, he packed all the items from the safe into his bag and, with a satisfied expression, was about to discard the safe.
      '... Now that I think of it, the safe and the talismans are supposed to be expensive, too...'
      He glanced at the safe and the talismans attached to it.
      As expected from the Sorcery Killing Technique storyline, the phrase 'filthy expensive safe' came to mind—an almost unbreakable safe that endured even as the building collapsed.
      But as even the door was smashed in, it didn't seem usable again, so Kim Dojun decided to discard it with no regrets.
      'Instead, I'll at least take some talismans.'
      He decided to peel off a few of the talismans that were attached all over the safe.
      Some were torn, but many were still intact.
      After pulling off a few talismans, he smiled satisfactorily, and soon left Hongcheon.
      ####
      Yagrat of Ambition is strong.
      Of course, as a malignant spirit, he couldn't exert much power before possessing someone, but once he possessed someone, he was confident.
      He could wield noticeably stronger power compared to other malignant spirits.
      And recently, he found a possession vessel he liked very much.
      That vessel was none other than Kim Dojun.
      Sensing that Kim Dojun's personality was even more twisted than he had expected, Yagrat developed a strong interest in him and had been secretly following Kim Dojun's daily life.
      Today, Yagrat intended to approach Kim Dojun again to offer possession when he spotted the Extractor, the boss of the Three-Headed Dragon.
      Because he had judged that Kim Dojun lacked the power to deal with this criminal organization alone.
      The Extractor who stood before Kim Dojun was a sorcerer highly skilled in sorcery.
      And not just that.
      Inside the hotel were plenty of sorcerers skilled enough, and even though some were not as strong, they possessed ample spiritual power. Plus, there were over hundreds of sorcery formations set up inside the building.
      Even an S-rank sorcerer would have a hard time in there—the place was a veritable fortress, Yagrat thought.
      Given the circumstances, Yagrat planned to approach Kim Dojun at the moment when Kim Dojun felt the most frustration and humiliation.
      But in the end, he didn't get to carry out his plan.
      Because Kim Dojun handled everything on his own.
      By collapsing the building—and with such absurdity that even Yagrat, who had lived over 300 years, was left speechless.
      'I doubted my own eyes.'
      Yagrat had seen with his own eyes all the sorcery formations inside the Koteo HOTEL.
      As a malignant spirit, there was nowhere he could not go.
      'There were definitely dozens of defensive sorcery formations.'
      Yagrat certainly saw the defensive sorcery formations there.
      Dozens of sorcery formations built to protect against any attack from outside.
      But what about Kim Dojun?
      He shattered all those dozens of defensive formations as if nothing and brought down the building.
      In just a single blow.
      '... Is he really human?'
      For a moment, Yagrat even entertained that thought.
      No matter how he reasoned, it was impossible for a human's spiritual power alone to destroy all the sorcery formations he observed.
      But that wasn't the only thing that astonished Yagrat.
      'He tore open a safe plastered with "Guaruanteed Protection" (護必) talismans inside and out as if it were nothing...'
      Opening the safe door using pure spiritual power, without any hand seal or sorcery formation, left Yagrat's mouth agape, unable to close it.
      ... Of course, Kim Dojun was just using brute force, not spiritual power.
      But Yagrat's common sense—and indeed, the basic common sense of this world—dictated 'a person cannot have that kind of strength'. As such, he could not even imagine that Kim Dojun had used something other than spiritual power to achieve that.
      Thus, in Yagrat's eyes from that moment on, Kim Dojun appeared that way.
      A "genius" not by talent, but a 'natural disaster'.
      So by the time Kim Dojun had looted all the items from the safe and disappeared—
      Yagrat made up his mind.
      'No matter what, I'll possess Kim Dojun.'
      He would, at all costs, charm and possess this impossibly talented Kim Dojun.
      With that resolve in mind, Yagrat appeared before Kim Dojun.
      [Kim Dojun, let's make a contract. If you make a contract with me, I'll grant you anything you wish...!]
      Yagrat proposed loudly, without hesitation.
      Kim Dojun looked a bit surprised by Yagrat's sudden appearance and also somewhat annoyed.
      "... Hmm."
      Soon, as if something occurred to him, Kim Dojun wore an unusually serious expression, contemplating—
      "All right."
      He answered.
      [Heh! Yes! I see you also desire something! Tell me what you want! If you contract with me, I'll give you everything—]
      "Die."
      [... Huh?]
      "Possess someone else and die for me."
      [....]
      "You don't even have to make me do it; just off yourself. It'd be best if you jumped deep into the ocean to make sure of it."
      Yagrat was left speechless at his subsequent words.
      ####
      That night, after Kim Dojun finished his first trip out and returned home—
      "...."
      Han Soyeon was on the deserted path #7, honoring a promise she had made to herself a week earlier.
      '... Why am I even here...'
      In truth, though she had come on her own, she found herself wondering why she was standing here.
      No, it was of course because of her agreement with Kim Dojun, but she still didn't quite understand how she found herself in this situation in the first place.
      So today, she made up her mind about something.
      '... Today, I'll say it clearly.'
      From her perspective, there didn't seem to be much meaning in meetings like this anymore.
      Plus—
      'Honestly...'
      Because Kim Dojun seemed a bit dangerous, Han Soyeon resolutely decided to express her intent to him today.
      That it would be better to end this here, for sure—!
      She even prepared a list in her notebook of lines that Kim Dojun wouldn't find unpleasant. For a whole hour and a half.
      She spent another hour in front of the mirror, practicing to say it in a way that wouldn't hurt his feelings.
      "Phew...."
      In short, Han Soyeon prepared as best as she could, so she waited for Kim Dojun with a somewhat nervous expression.
      "Oh, you came early today."
      Not long after, Kim Dojun appeared.
      Carrying a convenience store bag, he walked over with a rather self-assured look.
      Seeing him, Han Soyeon struggled to open her mouth to deliver the words she had spent a total of two and a half hours preparing to say today.
      "Take this."
      "... Pardon?"
      "I said take it."
      When Kim Dojun casually held out the convenience store bag, Han Soyeon, bewildered, took the bag with a question mark practically floating over her head.
      "Open it."
      At his words, she curiously reached into the bag and pulled out its contents.
      "... Th-this is?"
      "That's called a handgun."
      "?"
      "With it, you can kill a person with a single shot."
      "??"
      For a moment, her mouth fell open in shock at the handgun that came out of the convenience store bag.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Yeah, Dojun is definitely evil.
      Now that I think about it, he's from the world of hunters, where killing and betrayal are prevalent.
      「(ᝪᨓᝪ)」
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      When Han Soyeon stood there with her mouth agape, as if she found the situation absurd, Kim Dojun grinned broadly.
      "Do you think the noise will be too loud? Don't worry. I brought something just for this."
      He pulled out a round, cylindrical object from inside his clothes.
      "... What's that?"
      "This is called a suppressor. It'll muffle the sound of a handgun."
      Han Soyeon, too taken aback by Kim Dojun's triumphant words, absent-mindedly stared at the handgun in her own hands instead of looking at the suppressor.
      "Th-this... is a toy, right?"
      "Nope."
      "Th-then, it's real?"
      "Of course it is."
      "Wh-where in the world did you get a handgun...?"
      Kim Dojun's answer to her question was simple.
      'From the vault after killing the boss of Three-Headed Dragon.'
      In fact, Kim Dojun had known there was a gun in the vault from the start.
      It was shown in the clear artwork after finishing the side quest.
      'I originally remembered there was a gun there, which is why I told Han Soyeon we'd meet in a week... I still don't know why there was a gun in the vault though...'
      It was still a mystery to him why Three-Headed Dragon had put a gun in its vault.
      In this world, guns and firearms could honestly be considered the worst weapons.
      Even in the game's setting he knew, the strongest thing you could defeat with a firearm was a "Grade-9 Possessed Entity", the weakest type.
      'And it's not just that. Even the sorcerers—who are the stars of this game—even if F-rank and D-rank might not be immune, from C-rank onward, firearms basically do nothing to them.'
      In summary, firearms were utterly powerless in this world of Sorcery Killing Technique.
      'Well, that's not important.'
      In the end, he could hand the handgun to Han Soyeon.
      'Sure, it won't work well on real sorcerers, but against those guys who are at best F-rank, it's the perfect weapon.'
      If what Han Soyeon had to deal with were formal sorcerers, he wouldn't have bothered preparing something like a handgun in the first place.
      But Han Soyeon's opponents were students of the Sorcery Institute.
      And among those students, absolute losers who couldn't study to save their lives—the kind who scattered their inferiority complexes onto others.
      'Against those idiots, a handgun is more than enough.'
      What's more, the handgun, a marvel of modern civilization, was easy to use.
      Just point the muzzle at their head and pull the trigger.
      How simple can an operation really be?
      A handgun could send someone off as easily as clicking a mouse in a game.
      'On top of that, since there's a suppressor, it's discreet, too.'
      Without a doubt, Kim Dojun thought the handgun suited Han Soyeon's needs perfectly.
      When he attached the suppressor to the gun she was holding, his face brimming with confidence,
      "..."
      Han Soyeon had no idea why she was holding a handgun with a suppressor attached.
      "With this, you can take them all out cleanly and quietly, just the way you want."
      "No way..."
      "And, how many of those jerks have been bullying you?"
      "A-about five, I think."
      "Five, huh... There are fifteen bullets, so you can shoot three times at each one. The safety margin is huge."
      "... Is safety margin really the issue here?"
      "Is there another problem?"
      "..."
      Helplessly, Han Soyeon stared at Kim Dojun, at a complete loss for where to even begin pointing out problems.
      "Now, since everything's ready, go kill those bastards. With this, as long as you kill them quietly the way you want, you won't have to worry about going to prison."
      At Kim Dojun's continued words, Han Soyeon glanced at the handgun with a troubled look.
      "Well..."
      She continued,
      "What's wrong?"
      "No matter how I think about it, um... I don't think this will be very... discreet..."
      "? Why not?"
      "Well, I'm not sure if you know this... but putting on a suppressor doesn't make the sound disappear..."
      "Why doesn't it go quiet with a suppressor?"
      At Kim Dojun's question, Han Soyeon thought for a moment before answering.
      "Well, in movies and such, it's depicted as if there's barely any sound, so a lot of people think a suppressor drops the noise by a huge amount, but actually, that's not true..."
      "So?"
      "Sure, the noise is reduced, but... not by that much... In fact, it's probably even louder than a baseball bat?"
      "... Really?"
      Kim Dojun answered as he tilted his head in confusion.
      It wasn't just because of what he'd seen in movies or the media. The reason he thought handguns would be quiet was because, before entering the world of Sorcery Killing Technique, he'd seen a fellow hunter fire a gun a few times.
      'Back then, his gun really made no sound, just like in the movies, though?'
      As he recalled that, Kim Dojun suddenly realized something and let out a sigh as he remembered.
      'Oh, that guy's ability was noise suppression.'
      No wonder there was no sound back then.
      "... Aren't there any sorceries that suppress or muffle sound?"
      "Pardon? Uh, I guess if you look, there might be? But I can't use any myself..."
      "... So, in conclusion."
      "I think using a handgun would be a bit tough..."
      "tsk."
      Kim Dojun clicked his tongue, sounding disappointed at Han Soyeon's answer.
      "Discreet... Killing discreetly... And I want it to be quick... Something easy to learn."
      "I think... you should probably avoid the gun."
      "Yeah, they say guns are too loud..."
      "Right..."
      "Then, how about a knife...?"
      "... That would need training, and fighting five people at once would be pretty hard, don't you think?"
      "That's true. So, knives are out... What else is there?"
      "Good question... Huh?"
      Han Soyeon, who had been playing along with Kim Dojun's thoughts, suddenly realized something was off and tried to shift the conversation in haste.
      "No, wa—"
      "Oh?"
      But Kim Dojun cut her off, smiling as if he'd just had another good idea.
      "Great. Let's meet next week."
      "Huh? Wait, that's not what I—"
      "Look forward to it. I've thought of a weapon that's not as loud as a handgun, and easy to learn."
      With those words and a fresh laugh, Kim Dojun turned to leave.
      "Wait, just a second, at least take this...!"
      As Han Soyeon hastily checked the handgun in her hand and reached out to stop him,
      "You keep it."
      Kim Dojun said, turning around and disappearing.
      "Wait, no...!"
      She reached out belatedly, but couldn't catch him and was left alone on the path.
      And so, in the end,
      "... But I'm in a two-person room dormitory..."
      She could only gaze blankly at the handgun left in her hand.
      ####
      The next day, Sunday.
      With the weekend at the Sorcery Institute still ongoing,
      Kim Dojun arrived at the path to meet Shin Se-yeon, organizing his tasks once more.
      'First is learning sorcery.'
      Currently, he was helping Shin Se-yeon and Han Soyeon awaken as bosses within the academy, but beyond that, this time he really intended to learn sorcery.
      'I'll need that when facing bosses. Besides, some spiritual power tools can't be used at all without the ability to handle spiritual power.'
      He smacked his lips.
      '... I miss gaming.'
      When playing Sorcery Killing Technique, it was enough to simply put points into upgraded stats and press a button.
      That alone allowed sorcery to be used easily...
      But he soon shook his head and dismissed the thought.
      'Thinking like that is pointless anyway.'
      He was fully aware that this was reality, not a game.
      'The second thing to do while learning sorcery is to acquire the opportunities hidden around the Sorcery Institute that I need.'
      Since Sorcery Killing Technique is an RPG game, it had a main storyline. The Sorcery Institute is the main hub of early gameplay and the site of main story events.
      That means countless opportunities for growth appear around the Sorcery Institute.
      Some are hidden and must be found by the player.
      Others are special opportunities gained as the main storyline unfolds, so Kim Dojun's plan was to claim every opportunity he could.
      "Hmm."
      Satisfied, he nodded.
      'Once I meet Shin Se-yeon, should I go for the first one right away?'
      As he finished organizing his thoughts—
      "You're here."
      Shin Se-yeon showed up with perfect timing.
      Now, with her ever-sulky expression seemingly set as her default look, she approached and returned the book Kim Dojun had loaned her, "Intermediate Astrology Theory."
      "Have you memorized it all?"
      Kim Dojun asked as he took it from her.
      "Of course."
      Shin Se-yeon answered confidently, though a bit gruffly.
      "You managed to study over 400 pages in just a few days?"
      "I told you I was a genius, didn't I? The title of Muryu family prodigy isn't handed out to just anyone—"
      "As expected, the genius gained at the expense of morals is impressive."
      "Hey!!!"
      Shin Se-yeon snapped, annoyed at Kim Dojun's comment.
      But as if it was normal, Kim Dojun flipped through the book, began quizzing her to confirm her knowledge of intermediate theory, and started asking her questions.
      After about ten minutes of review—
      "Impressive."
      "... You."
      Looking like she had plenty to say, Shin Se-yeon started to speak but only let out a sigh. Seeing this, Kim Dojun asked:
      "So now you're able to use astrology?"
      "Of course! Intermediate theory is when the book actually starts giving practical astrology tips, didn't you know that?"
      When Shin Se-yeon asked, Kim Dojun ignored her question and instead posed one himself.
      "So, have you used it?"
      "... I've tried, as practice, a few times."
      Shin Se-yeon answered sullenly.
      "And the results?"
      "Of course I succeeded!"
      Her unspoken, 'Because I'm a genius,' practically filled the air between them as Kim Dojun nodded in satisfaction.
      "Excellent. As expected of a genius."
      A faint smile crept across Shin Se-yeon's face.
      She shrugged her shoulders as if to say it was no big deal, and replied as if she had already mastered the theory.
      "So how long do I need to study this book, anyway?"
      She seemed to be insisting she was ready to move beyond theory.
      "Don't worry. We're moving to the next phase now."
      "? Next phase?"
      At Shin Se-yeon's response, Kim Dojun nodded once and then headed to a corner of the path—
      Thud—
      He pulled out a baseball bat.
      It was clear this bat had been used; it was dented all over.
      "... What, what are you doing?"
      Shin Se-yeon asked in distress.
      Kim Dojun shrugged reassuringly.
      "Don't worry, I only dented it practicing my swing. It's still usable."
      "That's not what I'm asking!"
      Shin Se-yeon's voice was full of disbelief.
      But Kim Dojun swung the bat a few times in front of her, satisfied, then raised it.
      "Now, try dodging using astrology."
      "?"
      "Oh, and don't worry. Even if you don't dodge, you won't die."
      "?"
      "Well, maybe you might only barely survive..."
      "??"
      "But you're a genius, so you'll manage, right?"
      Shin Se-yeon's face began to turn pale.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Getting hit is the best learning experience.
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      What Shin Se-yeon did not hide from others, but rather spoke of proudly.
      The word she always boasted to others and even felt a certain pride in herself—
      Genius.
      She did not hesitate to call herself a genius.
      Of course, living as a genius was, for the most part, a pleasant thing.
      It meant being admired by others.
      It meant being recognized by people.
      It meant being able to fully display her pride in front of everyone.
      But—as with anything—if there were good points to living as a genius, there would inevitably be bad points as well.
      Namely, the standards set by others.
      People brought their standards to bear on Shin Se-yeon because she was a genius.
      They demanded much higher capability from her than from normal people.
      They required skills far beyond what they expected of others.
      And should Shin Se-yeon fail to meet those standards, people would display overt disappointment and ridicule toward the genius.
      That was the fate of anyone with the title of genius.
      However, Shin Se-yeon had always chosen to focus only on the positive aspects of genius, rather than the negative ones.
      This was not because she was inherently positive.
      It was simply because she had never failed until now.
      To be more precise, Shin Se-yeon had such tremendous talent from the start that she simply could not allow failure.
      That was why she had been able to enjoy life so easily until now.
      Yes, until now.
      But at present, Shin Se-yeon—
      "Why can't you dodge it properly?"
      "How am I supposed to dodge that, you crazy bastard!!"
      "Isn't it possible because you're a genius?"
      "Kyaaak! Stop! Stop it already!!!"
      —for the first time, regretted ever referring to herself as a genius.
      "Die! Die! I said you're going to die!"
      Shin Se-yeon, desperately dodging a baseball bat, screamed involuntarily.
      "Stop complaining. If I hit you softly, it doesn't hurt."
      Kim Dojun replied.
      "You crazy bastard! I told you to stop swinging that thing!!!"
      But regardless of Kim Dojun's calm demeanor, Shin Se-yeon felt her life was in danger.
      And soon, at some point, Kim Dojun stopped swinging the bat and tilted his head as if something was odd.
      "Hmm, your star astrology is terrible. Are you even using astrology?"
      "What astrology, you psycho!!!"
      "Didn't I tell you to use astrology?"
      "How am I supposed to use astrology when you're swinging a baseball bat like a madman!?"
      "You're a genius, so you should somehow manage it with perseverance."
      Perhaps Kim Dojun's attitude, as if nothing was wrong, infuriated her even more.
      "Shut up! What do you even think astrology is!? And do you even realize you almost killed someone just now!? You almost killed me!"
      Screaming in protest, Shin Se-yeon complained.
      Yet Kim Dojun remained perfectly calm.
      "Surely, I told you, didn't I? Even if you get hit like this, you're not going to die."
      "You say I won't die!!"
      "Well, that's true."
      "That's not the point, is it!?"
      "But think about it."
      "Think about what!?"
      "When normal people face a deadly crisis, their talent awakens. In other words, this is all for your own good."
      Hearing Kim Dojun's words, Shin Se-yeon looked truly absurd and frowned furiously, shouting.
      "How can I use astrology while moving in the first place!? Are you kidding me!?"
      "Of course, you're supposed to use it while moving."
      "Do you even know what astrology is!? Astrology is a type of sorcery that requires forming hand seals and a sorcery formation, and you have to focus for a certain amount of time in order to cast it!"
      "But you have to perform it while moving."
      "How am I supposed to do that!"
      "I wouldn't know."
      "?"
      "I'm not the one learning astrology; you are. If you're a genius, you should figure it out yourself."
      "Ugh...!"
      Shin Se-yeon ground her teeth as if she was truly infuriated.
      But Kim Dojun continued to look at her with a sincere expression.
      "But I can guarantee one thing."
      "What?"
      "If you learn to use astrology while moving, you'll be able to kill your father."
      "..."
      "With your talent, I'm sure it's possible. I'm confident—you can do it."
      To be fair, it wasn't that he had realized her genius just now; Kim Dojun could speak confidently because he already knew through the playthrough of Sorcery Killing Technique.
      "... Seriously...."
      It seemed her anger died down a little after hearing that.
      "If I go through all this and I don't manage to kill that bastard, I'll kill you instead...!"
      She sighed deeply and muttered.
      "Don't worry. That won't happen."
      Seeing Kim Dojun smiling and reaching for the bat again,
      "No, damn it! Not with that! I'm not doing it!"
      Shin Se-yeon flinched and tried to stop him.
      "Hm... Can't be helped, I suppose."
      Kim Dojun looked regretful as he eyed the baseball bat, but soon discarded it without hesitation.
      "Then I'll make sure to bring something better next time."
      "... Just so you know, anything that threatens my life is forbidden."
      Kim Dojun made a face of disappointment for an instant.
      "What was that face just now!? What was that!!"
      Catching the fleeting moment, Shin Se-yeon protested in a voice full of displeasure, but Kim Dojun just shook his head as if it was nothing.
      "For now, spend this week studying astrology and learn to perform it while you're moving."
      "... Fine."
      "And leave Saturday free."
      "Why?"
      "I happen to have a place for us to go together."
      "... A place together?"
      "We need to go out, so get a pass issued too."
      With that, Kim Dojun seemed to have nothing left to say and turned around, leaving the walking path.
      Watching him leave, Shin Se-yeon—
      "Haa...."
      —let out a peculiarly deep sigh and followed after him down the path.
      ####
      At Sorcery Institute, one of the world's two major training organizations, there were three particularly famous locations.
      The first was a massive domed stadium large enough for all the students to take an exam inside.
      The second was the Sorcery Institute's downtown, designed as a replica of bustling Seoul.
      And the last was the great Sorcery Library, located at the easternmost end of the Sorcery Institute.
      The Sorcery Library, as its name implied, specialized exclusively in books related to sorcery. Other training institutions sometimes had similar libraries, but nowhere had the scale or collection that the Sorcery Institute's did.
      Furthermore, there were books designated as forbidden texts, strictly supervised and inaccessible to students and instructors.
      And currently, there—
      "Hm."
      Kim Dojun, having finished his meeting with Shin Se-yeon, had come in search of the first opportunity he had thought of earlier: 'the book'.
      "This must be the place."
      He held a somewhat thick bag.
      "..."
      Gazing at the endless rows of bookshelves, Kim Dojun looked down at his smartphone.
      -----
      *A post written four years ago.*
      ----
      Title: Library's Treasure? I'll Tell You If You Want It.
      Author: Sorcerer King.
      I left everything of mine at row F, fifth stack! If you want it, go find it.
      PS. The hint is in the tag.
      ----
      6 comments.
      MyArmsHurt: What's the library treasure, you weeb.
      ㄴ GoroshiExpert: Isn't it just some forbidden book they failed to manage?
      ㄴ ㅇㅇ: fr lol
      BestRecMonster: I don't know what the library treasure is, but if you agree with today's top post, how about a like?
      ㄴ Jokdduktteok: Sure~ lolololol
      ㄴ ㅇㅇㅇ: This dude just goes around posting this nonsense anywhere, just go wash your feet and sleep.
      -----
      Displayed on his phone was a post written four years prior.
      A post by an anonymous user, seemingly so insignificant that hardly anyone paid attention to it.
      Indeed, even the comments did little to support the post, treating it as nonsense.
      Yet the reason Kim Dojun had gone out of his way to track down this four-year-old post and come to the library was because, from gameplay in Sorcery Killing Technique, he knew there was a hint embedded in the post.
      'Row F is absurdly long.'
      Even at a glance, F-row was dauntingly long, but Kim Dojun did not stop moving.
      'Even if it's hard to find...'
      He already knew that the effect of the book—one that could only be found by mid-game—was real.
      'In Sorcery Killing Technique, if the player found the books left by the anonymous user Sorcerer King, their experience points would double until the second year... Of course, the method of application will differ.'
      Naturally, Kim Dojun didn't expect the effect to carry over as is.
      'Still, it should be quite helpful.'
      Believing it would help with his sorcery studies starting this weekend, Kim Dojun was, uncharacteristically, putting sincere effort into exploring the library.
      ... The only problem for him was—
      'How long is it going to take to look through all of this?'
      The size of the library he needed to search was unbelievably vast.
      It wasn't just regular big.
      'At a glance, it's at least 200 meters.'
      There were so many books that just going through F-row alone meant walking nearly 200 meters.
      And F-row wasn't in a single place—there were five different rows!
      'This is insane.'
      Although there was a hint about the fifth shelf in F-row, and he also knew the clue to the book Sorcerer King had secretly placed, so he would definitely be able to find it...
      'Seriously, there are so many.'
      He idly wished, just like in the game, that after following the hint, he could just enter the library and get a "ding! You've found Sorcerer King's books!" notification, but he shook his head at the thought.
      'Well, no one's going to find the book for me anyway, even if I wish.'
      With that, Kim Dojun patiently made his way down F-row, checking books as he went.
      How long had he been at it?
      "...!"
      As he proceeded, he suddenly found a book that was different from the usual sorcery volumes.
      Unlike the other books lined up on the fifth shelf of F-row, these didn't have tags.
      He picked out one of those books.
      'Found it.'
      On the bottom of the cover, he saw the tiny writing: 'Sorcerer King'.
      Glancing at the title, he read:
      '... Sorcery Theory?'
      Trying to recall where he had seen this before, Kim Dojun quickly realized it was the first-year textbook used at the Sorcery Institute and opened the book.
      '... So this is how it's presented.'
      Upon seeing answer sheets densely filled to the point the original text was unreadable, he grimaced.
      'Do I really have to study with this brain?'
      Knowing that his intelligence wasn't all that high, he looked worried, but then nodded and began packing all the untagged books into his large bag.
      'If I want to awaken spiritual power, I have to do this.'
      At the same time, he began inserting the miscellaneous books he had prepared beforehand in the places where Sorcerer King's books had been.
      'Honestly, if I did this kind of sloppy book-swapping at any other time, I'd be caught for sure.'
      According to Kim Dojun's knowledge, every book managed by the Sorcery Library had a tag imbued with sorcery, which triggered both protection sorcery and continuous tracking sorcery.
      If you tried to smuggle a book out this way, you'd get caught without fail.
      That was why, even in such a massive library, only two staff members were needed.
      Yet the reason he could swap out the books was:
      'Sorcerer King's books don't have tags.'
      All the books received protection from the library.
      But only those officially brought in and tagged by the library staff.
      'These books, which Sorcerer King snuck in, don't count.'
      Knowing this, Kim Dojun could proceed comfortably.
      'Alright, let's go.'
      Having obtained his first opportunity, he leisurely departed.
      And that night—
      "... The effect is incredible."
      He awakened to spiritual power.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Finally learning sorcery!
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
    

  
    Chapter 18 - Boss, Don't You Want To? (1): Boss, Don't You Want To? (1)

    
      Boss, Don't You Want To? (1)
      In truth, when he first got the book from the library, he didn't have high expectations.
      After all, what Kim Dojun obtained was just a book.
      He'd kept his distance from studying for so long that, even if it was helpful, he doubted it would be dramatically so.
      But then—
      'I can sense spiritual power...?'
      Amazingly, after reading 'Sorcery Theory', he was able to sense spiritual power.
      '... No way, this is broken.'
      Kim Dojun stared at the book with an incredulous expression.
      The book he held was filled without a single blank page—every solution and explanation was written out in detail.
      'Sure, it was easy to understand...'
      There were more passages he could comprehend just by reading than usual, but Kim Dojun hadn't expected effects of this scale, so he was dumbfounded.
      'Not bad at all.'
      A smile crept onto his lips.
      Of course, the step Kim Dojun had taken was a very small one.
      He wasn't using sorcery yet—he had simply managed to sense spiritual power.
      But as they say, well begun is half done.
      'Let's give it a try.'
      Kim Dojun, starting to truly enjoy learning sorcery, eagerly opened the book again.
      Three hours later—
      "There's no 'let's give it a try' about it. Damn it."
      Kim Dojun once again realized that his intelligence seemed lacking.
      ####
      Recently, the evaluation of Kim Dojun within the Sorcery Institute was as follows:
      Sorcery genius.
      Most of the students at the Sorcery Institute thought so.
      Part of it was the dazzling performance Kim Dojun had shown when he first entered the school, but more than anything, the reason his reputation persisted was his attitude in class.
      Kim Dojun's classroom behavior, fundamentally, was not proper by any student's standards.
      To what extent?
      At the very least, students in his class judged it as the worst.
      He would nonchalantly do other things during class as if it were no big deal.
      On top of that, whether the instructor was watching or not, he sometimes just buried his head on the desk and slept.
      Yet, oddly enough, this only maintained Kim Dojun's reputation.
      No, it went beyond maintaining—it only grew higher.
      Everyone came to regard Kim Dojun as a genius who didn't need to study.
      Of course, if he'd been admitted as an ordinary student, nobody would have cared whether he slept or not.
      Some students at the Sorcery Institute are content simply to have made it into the school, throwing themselves into practicals in the second semester and giving up on studying.
      He would have just been counted among those.
      But Kim Dojun's status as a 'sorcery genius' had been established from the start.
      Because of this, people naturally gazed upon Kim Dojun with awe.
      But the instructors did not take kindly to Kim Dojun.
      Quite naturally.
      The instructors of the Sorcery Institute all had pride of their own.
      The rumor among students—'Kim Dojun is so much of a genius that he doesn't need to attend class'—was an affront to that pride.
      Which is to say, it was not much different from saying Kim Dojun considered the instructors' classes to be 'beneath his level.'
      If he ever heard this, he would protest, 'Huh? Me? Why?' and genuinely feel wronged.
      The real reason he did not pay attention in class was that he simply could not keep up with the high-level material the instructors were presenting.
      But regardless of Kim Dojun's true intent, the instructors took issue with this.
      That included Shim Yongseok, the instructor in charge of the Possessed Entities Studies course.
      "... Stand up right now and explain the Grade 7 possessed entity, the Phantom Beast Spirit. Kim Dojun."
      He singled out Kim Dojun, who looked as though he were slacking off, and told him to explain the very topic he was about to cover.
      All the students' attention naturally converged on him.
      Screech.
      With a lazy movement, Kim Dojun picked up his textbook and stood up.
      "A Grade 7 possessed entity, phantom beast spirit, refers to an evil spirit possessing the corpse of an animal, and the shape varies depending on the form of the animal. The area with the highest incidence of Phantom Beast Spirit is Gangwon Province in Korea, Yokohama in Japan, and Shandong in China."
      Without a hint of hesitation, he answered fluently.
      "...."
      Shim Yongseok was about to tell him, albeit with a displeased expression, to sit down.
      He had complaints, but Kim Dojun's answer was so perfect it might as well have been lifted from the textbook.
      But then—
      "Also, as Phantom Beast Spirit is the product of an evil spirit possessing an animal, the form varies widely, but generally, the head—where the evil spirit likes to coil—tends to be the weak point. If the corpse lacks a head, the heart or abdomen can serve as weak points."
      "... Hm."
      At Kim Dojun's follow-up, Shim Yongseok looked slightly surprised.
      There exist a wide variety of possessed and spiritual entities in this world.
      Even with advance study, students can only cover the basics.
      However—
      "And while Phantom Beast Spirit is generally considered a seventh rank, depending on the class of the evil spirit possessing it, it can rise as high as fifth rank, or drop as low as eighth. There are incidents where another evil spirit possesses a Phantom Beast Spirit simultaneously—in such cases—"
      Shim Yongseok stared blankly for a moment—he'd never seen a student answer with this level of detail about a single entity.
      "That concludes my answer."
      After explaining for over a minute, Kim Dojun wrapped up.
      "... Excellent."
      At some point, an admiring smile appeared on Shim Yongseok's face, despite himself.
      'It helps at times like this.'
      Kim Dojun smiled, glancing at one of the Sorcerer King's books.
      ####
      That evening, after all classes ended.
      Kim Dojun was walking along a path that existed only as a walkway, in a part of the Sorcery Institute with no buildings, just a road cut through the grounds.
      'I think it should be around here.'
      —He was searching for someone.
      'Time to make a move on the third one soon.'
      What he was looking for was the person who would be the fifth boss of the Sorcery Killing Technique.
      'Well, by order it should actually be the third, but...'
      Kim Dojun had no intention of dealing with the bosses of Sorcery Killing Technique in strict sequence.
      'In the end, I just have to take down all the bosses to escape... And the third boss isn't even at the Sorcery Institute during this period.'
      So, he decided to first approach the bosses he could encounter nearby.
      According to the setting he knew, this fifth boss had never met the player directly during the Sorcery Institute arc, but had definitely attended the school at the same time.
      'He'd be walking these desolate paths, away from people.'
      With that reasoning, Kim Dojun strolled through the walkway.
      And after some time—
      'Found him.'
      He spotted a man.
      A man radiating an aura of solitude, cloaked in cool indifference.
      The blue nametag with just the character 'Dan' indicated he was a second-year, a year ahead of Kim Dojun.
      A face that bore the burden of the world, as though carrying all its weight alone.
      Kim Dojun smiled as he saw the man, Dan, walking from the opposite direction.
      He was the man who, a few years later, would slaughter all the sorcerers under his command in Guangzhou, China, earning the title 'Demon King Tamer'—the fifth boss of the Sorcery Killing Technique.
      That's why Kim Dojun immediately approached Dan.
      "Need a hand?"
      With that, he spoke.
      ####
      In second year of Sorcery Killing Technique, 'Dan' was known among his peers as 'Mad Dog'.
      The reason: the boundless cruelty he showed in real combat.
      Even in practice or sparring, he displayed mercilessness, sparing no fellow students.
      In short, Dan had an utterly ruthless personality.
      "...."
      His habit of walking alone on deserted paths almost every day wasn't because he liked walks.
      [Eat? Eat? Eat! Eat?]
      But because of his familiar—a shikigami.
      [Hic- Hic- Hic- Hic-]
      The Grade 3 shikigami 'Tam (貪)', which supposedly even A-class sorcerers can barely control.
      If fully utilized through a sorcerer's techniques, it could grow to Grade 1 and even special grade—this was the Tam he managed.
      But Dan disliked his shikigami.
      No, not just disliked—it was hatred.
      Tam hadn't been chosen by Dan. It was forced on him by his family.
      At first glance, that might not seem reason enough for such hatred.
      After all, his strength as a sorcerer came from the shikigami.
      Even so, Dan resent Tam because being forced to handle a shikigami too powerful for him caused severe mental trauma.
      [Eat? Eat? Eat! Eat?]
      The noise endlessly echoed in his head.
      As a result, Dan had become sensitive and irritable since being tied to Tam.
      When alone, tan's voice was somewhat quieter, so Dan—who lived in a triple dorm—naturally spent time walking alone, except for when he slept.
      And so, walking quietly as usual—
      "Need a hand?"
      He heard that from a student he'd never seen before.
      A guy with an expression utterly carefree—unlike Dan.
      He glanced at the name tag and saw it was a Sorcery Institute freshman. Dan frowned and spat out a reply.
      "Buzz off."
      Just one line.
      Even the instructors and his own family's sorcerers couldn't help him—so Dan coldly brushed past Kim Dojun.
      "Idiot."
      "...?"
      For a moment, Dan was speechless at the voice he heard.
      "What did you say?"
      "I said idiot. You can't even handle your own shikigami."
      "... Hah. Are you picking a fight?"
      "Who was the one who told someone offering help to buzz off? That's rich."
      Kim Dojun responded with a broad, playful grin.
      Dan instinctively sensed it.
      For some reason, this first-year had purposely sought him out to pick a fight.
      And—
      "... Do you think I'll just let it slide because we're inside the Sorcery Institute?"
      Dan wasn't the type to let such provocation pass, so he immediately began to summon his shikigami.
      [Hic-hic-hic-hic-hic-hic-hic────]
      [Eat eat eat───────]
      Tam (貪) crawled out of his shadow with a bizarre noise.
      And mimicking Dan's mood, it began to grow long, sharp fangs.
      "I'll make you pay."
      Dan summoned Tam with the intent to teach Kim Dojun a lesson, not kill him.
      [Looks delicious! Looks delicious! Looks delicious!!─────────!!]
      With that, tan began swelling in size.
      Watching, Kim Dojun—
      Lifted his foot.
      "Be quiet—"
      And as his foot struck down again—
      "—Please!!!"
      [Screeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!]
      "???"
      The body of the Grade 3 shikigami Tam (貪), which had been growing in size, exploded in all directions.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      That's the rank 1 hunter for you.
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      Dan is strong.
      Of course, if we're talking about the entire world of sorcery, that statement could be debated, but if the standard was students in the Sorcery Institute, he had certainly risen to the ranks of the strong.
      There were only a handful of students in the Sorcery Institute who could defeat Dan.
      And the one who had granted Dan such strength was none other than his shikigami, Tam (貪).
      No matter how much Dan hated it and suffered mental anguish because he couldn't properly handle his shikigami, in the end, Tam was a Grade 3 shikigami.
      The power held by a Grade 3 shikigami was not something that even the talented students gathered at the Sorcery Institute could easily covet.
      But—
      [Kkyeeeeeeeek—!]
      "So damn noisy."
      Baaang!
      [Kkyeeeek!]
      "Be quiet!"
      Baang!
      "...."
      Dan stared at Kim Dojun with bulging eyes, as if he couldn't believe what he was seeing.
      Up until just a moment ago, Tam—who'd appeared, showing off its power and hunting for something to eat—was—
      [Kkyeeeeeeg—!]
      Crack!
      Being beaten up by Kim Dojun.
      No, just "being beaten up" wasn't enough to describe the scene Dan was witnessing right now.
      "... Huh."
      Tam, Dan's current shikigami, was, to put it plainly, being thrashed like a dog on a dog day.
      [Kkgekgekgekgek!]
      Tam's black fragments burst out in every direction—
      Pasasak—!
      —and then slithered back, reattaching themselves to reconstruct Tam's body.
      That was one of the special abilities boasted by Tam, the Grade 3 shikigami: 'Reconstruction'.
      Though it didn't reach immortality, unless the shikigami sorcerer died, so long as it had time, it could endlessly reconstruct itself, never truly dying.
      Tam's body certainly had a physical form, but ultimately, it was a massive mass of spiritual power.
      That's why, even among other Grade 3 shikigami, it was strong.
      As long as the shikigami sorcerer lived, it gained a kind of limited immortality, and could endlessly devour its opponents without ever tiring.
      However—
      [Kkieek-kkieek-kkieek-kkieek!]
      That impressive "reconstruction" ability was, in this situation, creating a hellish scene.
      [Salsalsalsalsalsalsalsalsalsalsalsalsalsalsal─────────]
      While Tam wailed monstrously, Kim Dojun, as if relieving all his pent-up stress, cheerfully pummeled it.
      After several minutes had passed, Tam, having been thoroughly beaten up by Kim Dojun, retreated into Dan's shadow as if fleeing, hiding its body.
      [Kkiiiiiii—]
      Letting out a most pitiful whine.
      "... Wh-What...!"
      Dan was flustered by this.
      But then, sensing someone in front of him, he instinctively looked up.
      "All right, so now, who should pay the price?"
      Looking at Kim Dojun standing before him, Dan felt, for the first time, powerlessness and fear at the same time.
      "Wait...! I'll accept your help!"
      Instinctively recalling what Kim Dojun had said earlier, Dan spoke up.
      "That was something you should have said when I first offered to help."
      Kim Dojun rebuffed Dan's words.
      "To start, let's have you take a few hits."
      He raised his fist.
      "Kkak!"
      Soon, the Mad Dog's scream rang out.
      A moment later.
      "Looks like you're ready to talk now. What do you think?"
      Kim Dojun, showing mercy by only giving Dan, the one who attacked him, a few punches, spoke with a satisfied look.
      "...."
      Dan gazed at Kim Dojun with eyes full of hostility.
      Truthfully, from his perspective, this situation was terribly unfair.
      So he could only meet Kim Dojun's cheerful smile with an endlessly fierce expression.
      Kim Dojun, looking at that face, seemed a bit troubled.
      "Ah."
      He nodded, as if something just occurred to him.
      "Come to think of it, your nickname was 'Mad Dog', right?"
      "...."
      Dan didn't answer.
      But Kim Dojun smiled as if that was enough.
      "Wait here a sec."
      He immediately vanished somewhere.
      "...?"
      Dan, left dumbfounded by Kim Dojun's sudden disappearance from in front of him, then—
      "Sorry, I just went to get something."
      —saw Kim Dojun reappear in less than five seconds, and his eyes widened as he looked on unconsciously.
      'What kind of sorcery did he use?'
      But that thought didn't last long.
      Because—
      "Historically, this is what works on dogs."
      In Kim Dojun's hand was an aluminum baseball bat.
      "...."
      And not just any bat; it was dented in several places, and oddly covered here and there with random dirt.
      ... And even the tip of the bat was realistically smashed in.
      As if he'd swung it, full force, at something standing upright....
      "All right then, let's start lightly with five hits—"
      "I'm ready to talk."
      Dan cut him off and immediately replied.
      Noticing what seemed like a strange hint of disappointment flash across Kim Dojun's face, Dan felt a chill run down his back.
      "You should've done that from the start."
      Kim Dojun smiled and opened his mouth.
      ####
      The fifth boss of the Sorcery Killing Technique, 'Demon King Tamer', Dan's life began to go awry at age 12.
      That was because he was one of the nine siblings of the 'Ryuoh' family, a famous clan of shikigami sorcerers in China.
      Of course, just from the family name itself, many might find it curious.
      After all, the scions of prestigious families are typically promised better lives than ordinary people, so being born into such a family is considered an advantage.
      But there were two reasons why Dan's life went astray even though he was born into such a family.
      The first reason was that the Ryuoh family was infamous in China, and not in a good way.
      Although it called itself a family, in reality, the Ryuoh family was a massive pillar holding up the Chinese underworld, intricately and deeply tied to other notorious Chinese families and syndicates, almost like a living, breathing version of a crime syndicate straight out of a game.
      And the second reason his life became twisted—
      'Because of the battle royale among siblings.'
      It was because of the "Successor Battle" to decide the successor of the Ryuoh family.
      The rules were simple.
      Those with the qualities of an heir would fight, and the last survivor would become the next head.
      There was no option to forfeit or step back.
      The heirs of the Ryuoh family were forced to kill the other heirs, and only one could be left standing.
      That meant, from the moment he was born, Dan was fated to be locked in a to-the-death struggle with his siblings.
      'Even the fact that he has Tam, which he can't properly handle—'
      It was the family that forcibly gave him a weapon made specifically for the battle royale.
      That was Dan's situation.
      And the task Kim Dojun needed to do for that Dan was equally simple.
      'To have him win the Successor Battle and become head of the Ryuoh family.'
      Once that goal was accomplished, Dan would become the fifth main boss. Recognizing that, Kim Dojun stated his intentions.
      "... How the hell.... How do you know I'm a member of the Ryuoh family? As far as I know, no one but me knows that now."
      "You don't need to know."
      "... Were you sent by another family?"
      "I said you don't need to know."
      "... You're not going to answer anything?"
      "Right, you just need to take my help, win the Successor Battle, and become the head."
      "...."
      With a look of complete distrust,
      "... Seriously, do you think anyone could trust a guy who won't reveal anything?"
      Dan said to Kim Dojun.
      "I can always build trust."
      As Kim Dojun once again raised his bat,
      "... I see your point."
      "So, do you feel a little more trust now?"
      "... I do."
      Dan nodded vigorously.
      Seeing this, Kim Dojun grinned in satisfaction.
      "All right, shall we take your first step toward becoming head?"
      Tap!
      He rested the bat on his shoulder.
      "Bring it out."
      "... Bring what out?"
      "Tam (貪), bring it out. First, we need to do some obedience training."
      That's what he said.
      [Kkyeeeeeeeek—!]
      And for about an hour after, sorrowful cries echoed along the park path.
      ####
      The headquarters of the Jinlun Guild in Guangzhou was vast, magnificent, and tall.
      Like the main character of the area, the high-rise building stood tall, towering above the city.
      On the top floor, two men sat.
      One was Jaegal Shin, the Sorcery Director of the Jinlun Guild—known as the 'Trailblazer'.
      The other was S-Class sorcerer Yang Wei, owner of the top floor office and known as "Old Bell (古句鐘)".
      Yang Wei looked at Jaegal Shin seated in front of him and spoke.
      "You know, don't you? The guild is extremely busy right now. Recently, possessed entities have been running wild everywhere."
      "I know. And I also know that 'Spirit Zones' have been appearing more frequently."
      "... Then you know how much work there is to do?"
      Yang Wei's expression darkened.
      At this point, any sorcerer of the Jinlun Guild would bow their head and beg forgiveness.
      At least, jinlun Guild sorcerers—and really, all sorcerers in China—knew how fiery Yang Wei's temper could be.
      But Jaegal Shin remained tranquil, despite Yang Wei's tone.
      "Of course I know."
      "So you know how ridiculous it sounds for you to just drop everything and take off right now?"
      "If I were just going off to have some fun, yes, that would be ridiculous."
      "You're not going for fun...?"
      "Of course not. I'm leaving because there's something even more important than this right now."
      "... Something more important?"
      Yang Wei cast Jaegal Shin a look that said, "What the hell are you talking about?"
      Yet could not help but ask at what came next.
      "What did you say...?"
      "I think I found one. Someone like me."
      "... You mean—"
      "I think I've found a genius as gifted as myself."
      "... Are you sure?"
      "I can't say for sure. Not yet."
      Yang Wei was about to frown again, but—
      "But that's why I want to check. You know, this is the first time I've ever said anything like this."
      Hearing Jaegal Shin's certain tone, Yang Wei could not help but go silent for a moment.
      "So."
      Jaegal Shin looked at the silent Yang Wei.
      "I just want to check. If that guy is really someone like me. If he is, wouldn't that be great for you too, guildmaster?"
      He left the words, "After all, there are things you need to get done," hanging in the air with a faint smile.
      Yang Wei stared at him in silence.
      "... Finish everything here before you go."
      He finally replied.
      And so—
      "All right, let's see if he lives up to expectations. I should go check for myself soon."
      Leaving Yang Wei's office, Jaegal Shin murmured,
      "The Korean sorcery genius."
      He smiled as he said it.
      ####
      And that weekend.
      "Shall we go?"
      The second outing began.
      "Ready, unfilial wretch (悖倫)?"
      "Yes, little one (兒)."
      With Kim Dojun conversing with himself,
      "I'm seriously going to kill you!!!"
      The outing with Shin Se-yeon began.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Dojun isn't intelligent in a conventional way. 
      But he sure knows how to push people's buttons.
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      "Where are we going?"
      "That's not for you to know."
      "... I'll find out soon anyway. It wouldn't hurt to tell me at least this much, right?"
      "Then check for yourself when we get there."
      "...."
      Kim Dojun grinned as he saw Shin Se-yeon looking at him with a face that said, "What the hell is wrong with this guy?", and then began to organize in his mind what he had to do today.
      'There are two things to do today.'
      Kim Dojun decided on two things to tackle during today's outing.
      First, to handle one of the side-stories that can be dealt with outside of the Sorcery Killing Technique.
      'And the other is...'
      To obtain a rare encounter that can be gained outside the Sorcery Institute.
      With those two objectives set in mind, Kim Dojun and Shin Se-yeon moved together, recalling their goals as they went.
      "... Is this the right place?"
      "Yes, please let us off here."
      Not long after, the two arrived at Deumdae Mountain in Mungyeong City, North Gyeongsang Province, leaving behind the taxi driver with an expression that seemed to say, "Why are students coming here of all places?"
      Vroooom—
      The taxi, after letting them off, sped away without hesitation.
      After glancing once to confirm that, Kim Dojun looked around.
      "...."
      The first thing visible was the road stretching toward Deumdae Mountain.
      Next were abandoned houses scattered here and there, and rusty, neglected farming equipment.
      Overall, it was even more rundown than the downtown area of Hongcheon they had seen before.
      If likened to a game, it was the kind of setting that might appear in a horror game—a scene where cultists might hold eerie rituals every night. After scanning the surroundings, Kim Dojun said,
      "Let's go."
      And then, without hesitation, he started walking.
      "Wait! Where are you going?"
      "To take care of something."
      "I'm asking, what is it you're doing!"
      "You don't need to know."
      "If you keep acting like this, I'm just going to leave!?"
      "Don't you want to kill your father?"
      "I told you not to talk like that!"
      As they traded these sharp words, with Shin Se-yeon getting angry, Kim Dojun recalled the narrative that unfolded in this place.
      'The scenario to take care of this time is handling the "Spirit Zone" inside Deumdae Mountain.'
      Actually, in terms of the Sorcery Killing Technique gameplay, this side-story wasn't meant to be cleared in the early game. It was usually only possible to complete it after becoming a sophomore.
      'But there's no need to stick to the game's sequence so rigidly.'
      While he had to wait to proceed with the main story anyway, side-stories like this, which could be started just by visiting certain locations, could easily be cleared in advance. That was why he came here ahead of other narratives.
      Among the spiritual power tools that could be acquired at this place, at least one would be quite useful to him even now, and another would help improve Shin Se-yeon's skills to some extent.
      So, while responding perfunctorily to Shin Se-yeon, who was chattering tirelessly beside him, Kim Dojun entered the outskirts of Deumdae Mountain.
      "Found it."
      He discovered a two-story rest stop, seemingly built for hikers by carving into the mountain just beyond a heavily rusted iron bridge.
      Rust covered the entire two-story rest stop except for its worn-out roof.
      Judging by the overgrown grass around the no-longer-maintained structure, it had become a ruin over a long period of neglect.
      Peeking out through the grass, bits of trash made the dilapidated rest stop look even more unsightly.
      And to top it all off,
      Creak— Creak—
      The extremely rusty iron bridge, now stained almost blue with mold past its original brown hue, made the rest stop seem all the more like the opening setting in a horror film—utterly unapproachable.
      "Ugh...."
      Shin Se-yeon grimaced unconsciously at the sight of the rest stop.
      But Kim Dojun confirmed that this was indeed the rest stop he'd seen in the Sorcery Killing Technique's illustration and immediately walked toward it.
      He crossed the iron bridge and reached out toward the door.
      ― Bzzzt!
      At that moment, spiritual power flared in front of Kim Dojun.
      "Ah!"
      Shin Se-yeon let out a surprised cry, but Kim Dojun was unfazed.
      He already knew the place was sealed.
      'Honestly, if I wanted to break the seal, I could just smash the whole building.'
      No matter how strong a sorcerer's seal might be, the world is equal before physical force. Kim Dojun was sure he could destroy the seal cleanly with a single punch.
      'But if I did that, the spiritual tool inside might get destroyed along with the building.'
      With that in mind, he dismissed the idea of using brute force.
      'This time, it's not stored in something like a safe. Besides, since I have other places to go, I can't afford to waste time here.'
      Of course, it was even less realistic for him to release the seal using sorcery.
      He was learning sorcery now (?), but he could only barely sense spiritual power so far.
      In other words, Kim Dojun currently could not break the seal, but he didn't care.
      Because right next to him was—
      "All right, go ahead and dispel it."
      "?"
      —Shin Se-yeon, who had abandoned morals for genius.
      ####
      To be honest, Shin Se-yeon could not understand Kim Dojun.
      Well, it's not as if she had ever understood him since their first encounter, or when he suddenly decided to tell her study astrology, but now it was even worse.
      Today, Kim Dojun brought her out saying there was somewhere they needed to go, and after over three hours on the road, they ended up in a rural area already reduced to ruins.
      "... You want me to break the seal?"
      "That's right."
      What's more, without a word of explanation, Kim Dojun had dragged Shin Se-yeon deep into the mountains and was now asking her to do something highly dangerous.
      "... Isn't this the Spirit Zone?"
      Spirit Zone (呪靈 區域).
      A place formed when one evil spirit settles in and then attracts more such spirits to gather in the area—a place extremely dangerous by student standards, unless you were an active sorcerer.
      Even for Shin Se-yeon, hailed as the genius of the Muryu clan, or Kim Dojun, lauded as an absurdly gifted sorcerer, it was the same.
      'Of course, there are definitely ranks to spirit zones, but...'
      No matter how low its rank, sorcerers always formed teams of at least three to explore one. So, for Shin Se-yeon, it was obvious this was a dangerous area.
      "So, you know."
      "And knowing that, you still want to break the seal here?"
      "Correct. You can do it, right?"
      "Of course! This level of seal is nothing!"
      She bristled at Kim Dojun's attitude, which seemed as if he were testing her.
      "... Still, it seems a bit risky for just the two of us to break the seal of a spirit zone, doesn't it?"
      She gave a realistic objection.
      As she pointed out, having just two people break the seal was reckless, almost to the point of being called stupidity.
      However—
      "Don't worry—just do it."
      Waving his hand nonchalantly, Kim Dojun added,
      "Are you scared?"
      "...?"
      "Are you scared? I asked."
      "No, realistically—"
      "So you're scared."
      "... I'm NOT scared! I'm just being reasonable—"
      "Scaredy-cat."
      "Hey!"
      Shin Se-yeon shouted at the continued teasing, but Kim Dojun pressed on undeterred.
      "Just break it. Anyway, if you want to kill Shin Cheon-gyun, you'll have to go through this process sooner or later."
      "... Does this get me closer to killing that guy?"
      "Why else would I have brought you here?"
      Kim Dojun's calm reply made Shin Se-yeon stare at him intently.
      "... Hoo."
      She then gathered her spiritual power and began injecting it into the seal.
      As her energy infused the sealing formation that covered the place, huge sigils began to appear.
      And then—
      Clack—!
      Not long after, the seal broke with a loud metallic sound and the door to the rest stop began to open.
      "...!"
      Shin Se-yeon saw it.
      As if it had been waiting for this moment, she saw a giant eye staring at her from just inside the entrance to the rest stop.
      Flinch—!
      An instant.
      But Shin Se-yeon's eyes quickly scanned the possessed entity that appeared as soon as the door opened.
      Next to the huge eye, taking up nearly half the rest stop, was an enormous body.
      All around it, human-like limbs sprouted in a tangled mess. Some of these even ended in sharp, gaping jaws waiting for prey.
      'A boss...!'
      The moment she saw it, Shin Se-yeon felt dismay.
      A boss in a spirit zone indicated that the zone was at least C+ grade or higher.
      Bang! Shaaak—!
      Even as she realized this, the boss moved its massive bulk and shot forward at Shin Se-yeon, who had only just broken the seal.
      It truly happened in a split second.
      For Shin Se-yeon, it was as if time slowed down. She could see in detail the boss bursting out, even glimpsing the ghastly teeth exposed under its massive eye.
      And—
      'Am I going to...?'
      Shin Se-yeon felt death.
      A bizarre, chilling sensation as if 'death' itself were right in front of her.
      Yet just before that death could reach her—
      She sensed something appear in front of her.
      And then—
      KWA-AAAAANG—!!!
      "!!"
      The deafening explosion jolted her mind back to normal speed, and what she saw next was—
      "Cut."
      Kim Dojun, muttering a single emotionless word in a low voice.
      "...."
      And before him, the boss—a creature that had threatened her life—was utterly pulverized, its leathery hide burst open and violet ichor splattered everywhere.
      "...?"
      Shin Se-yeon's mind blanked.
      The boss she'd faced when she broke the seal looked truly strong.
      There was no way two students could handle it.
      That's why, in that moment, Shin Se-yeon had felt death.
      She was sure of it.
      "... What...?"
      But the boss that had threatened her life vanished in an instant—smashed to pieces by a single punch from Kim Dojun—and was now fading away.
      It was dissolving.
      How long had she stood there, staring vacantly?
      "See?"
      Hearing Kim Dojun's voice, Shin Se-yeon looked up almost reflexively.
      His expression was unchanged from before.
      Still with that face—it inspired no confidence at all; it looked like he didn't have a thought in his head.
      However...
      "I told you not to worry, didn't I?"
      Mysteriously, in Kim Dojun's expression,
      "...."
      For the first time ever, Shin Se-yeon felt a strange sense of trust.
      But Kim Dojun, who had no idea what she was thinking as she stared at him blankly—
      "...?"
      Met Shin Se-yeon's eyes for a moment.
      'Guess she got scared.'
      Assuming she was still frightened of the boss, he let out a small chuckle and shrugged his shoulders.
      'All right, shall we start farming now?'
      With a satisfied smile, he started walking toward the place where the spiritual tool that would help with his sorcery studies was hidden.
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      Outing (2)
      After dealing with the boss in the rest stop, Kim Dojun climbed the creaking steel stairs to the second floor, where he soon found a small room.
      "...."
      He entered that room.
      "Oh."
      After confirming the small three-drawer cabinet sitting atop a dust-covered desk—
      Creak.
      He opened the drawer and found exactly what he was looking for.
      "Found it."
      With a satisfied smile, Kim Dojun picked up the item in the first drawer—a ring.
      Ding.
      And simultaneously, a log window popped up before his eyes.
      ----
      Nameless One's Protective Ring
      Grade: High.
      Effect: Once a week, perfectly defends against all possessed entities and sorcery attacks, except for 'reverse sorcery,' for three seconds.
      ----
      "Nice."
      Kim Dojun looked at the ring, which had the exact same effect as the one he acquired in the Sorcery Killing Technique, and slipped it onto his finger with a smile.
      Just as it was in the game, this item would be a huge help from this point on.
      A ring that fit neatly on his finger.
      Without hesitation, Kim Dojun went ahead and opened the second drawer of the cabinet.
      'Money this time.'
      Seeing the wads of cash packed inside, he stuffed them into the bag he'd brought along just for this. Right before opening the final third drawer—
      "How did you do it?"
      "?"
      At the sound of a voice behind him, he turned his gaze—there stood Shin Se-yeon.
      "What are you talking about?"
      "That boss just now. You obliterated it in one shot, didn't you?"
      To her question, he looked at her as if she'd seen something bizarre and nonchalantly raised his fist.
      "You saw it, didn't you?"
      After Kim Dojun's words, there was a brief silence, but then—
      "... Well, there's no way you'd tell me anyway."
      She sighed deeply as she spoke. Regardless, Kim Dojun, thinking 'What on earth is she talking about?' redirected his attention and promptly opened the third drawer.
      "Take this."
      "...?"
      He tossed her the brooch that had been inside.
      Startled but reflexively opening her hands, the brooch landed softly and precisely in Shin Se-yeon's palms.
      "What's this...?"
      "It'll help you practice astrology. Use it."
      What Kim Dojun handed Shin Se-yeon was an item called 'Seasoned One's Brooch'. In the original Sorcery Killing Technique, its effect was to further boost a sorcery that had already reached a certain stage.
      In short—
      'I don't need this at my current level.'
      His rate of advancement was so rapid that there might come a day when he needed it again, but since his main objective was not simply to get stronger but to escape, he intended to help Shin Se-yeon take on the boss role as soon as possible.
      'If I need it later, I can just ask her to give it back.'
      Thinking that, Kim Dojun stood up.
      He called out to Shin Se-yeon, who was blankly staring at the brooch.
      "Hey."
      "...."
      She didn't respond.
      Finding this odd, Kim Dojun made a weird face and tapped her shoulder.
      "H-huh?"
      Only then did she seem to snap out of it. Slightly nodding his head to gesture, he suggested they head out.
      Together, as they descended to the first floor to leave the rest stop and headed for the exit—
      "!?"
      Shin Se-yeon witnessed it.
      Something, part of the boss she thought Kim Dojun had just killed, lunged at him from beside Kim Dojun, who was walking ahead.
      "Watch out—"
      She couldn't help but think: Wasn't it definitely destroyed? As the thought flashed through her mind and as her mouth opened, a sharp tentacle—part of the boss's body—was already flying toward him.
      The moment the sharp tentacle struck Kim Dojun's body—
      BZZZZ! SHAAAAK—!
      "... Huh?"
      A massive protective sorcery formation unfolded around him.
      Even at a glance, it was extraordinarily complex, with intricate slanted lines and symbols; the protection spell completely charred the tentacle that had attacked him.
      At the same time, Shin Se-yeon's eyes widened in shock.
      The protective sorcery enveloping Kim Dojun looked so advanced that even an A-rank sorcerer would struggle to imitate it.
      'Just how... at his age... has he reached such a level...?'
      Amazed, she stared at the protective spell unfurled around Kim Dojun as if dumbfounded.
      But Kim Dojun was thinking something entirely different.
      'Come to think of it, this was a gimmick here.'
      He suddenly recalled that this kind of scene played out when progressing through this sub-quest.
      'The reason for this gimmick was probably to immediately demonstrate the effect of the spiritual tool in the game, right?'
      With that, Kim Dojun watched the protective sorcery formation manifest and fade around him.
      'Definitely performs as advertised.'
      He smiled.
      ####
      Inside the returning taxi.
      "...."
      Shin Se-yeon watched him from the side, contemplating with an endlessly deep expression.
      She already knew Kim Dojun was a genius.
      From the very start, his display during the entrance test was something even Shin Se-yeon could not hope to imitate.
      Yet, even when Kim Dojun had told her he would help her kill her father, she hadn't quite trusted him.
      Frankly, in the kind of situation she'd endured, nobody could trust someone like Kim Dojun easily.
      'He's hiding so much, too.'
      And Kim Dojun really had been.
      She still didn't know why he went so far as to coerce her into helping, or what purpose he had in wanting to kill Shin Cheon-gyun.
      Furthermore—
      'He knew where a spirit zone would appear, and where to find such ridiculous treasures...'
      Stealing a glance downward, Shin Se-yeon looked at the brooch Kim Dojun had given her.
      It was plain, completely unadorned except for fine engravings—perhaps a bit dull as brooches went.
      It might not hold much value as an accessory, but just from the spiritual power flowing within, it was clearly a rare spiritual tool.
      'There are dozens of microscopic engravings I've never even seen before.'
      Examining the brooch in detail—and realizing she could barely interpret the engravings herself—she once again turned her gaze to Kim Dojun.
      'Who... what exactly is he?'
      Those were the thoughts swirling in Shin Se-yeon's mind.
      Of course, the only reason Kim Dojun stayed silent was because he felt he couldn't explain himself well, so he coolly gave up explaining. Shin Se-yeon, not knowing that, soon let go of such thoughts.
      After spending several weeks with him, she already knew he would never reveal his true intentions.
      And thanks to this incident, Shin Se-yeon developed a tiny bit of trust in Kim Dojun.
      Whether at the Sorcery Institute or just now, she'd seen it up close with her own eyes—
      Talent so unusual for his age that he could only be called a 'sorcery genius'.
      'I can be sure now—he definitely holds what it takes to achieve my goal.'
      After all, her purpose was to kill Shin Cheon-gyun.
      As long as he could help her accomplish that, she was willing to do anything—so Shin Se-yeon admitted that he would be a sufficient asset.
      '... Well, it's only an acknowledgment of his skills, after all.'
      As Shin Se-yeon thought this, watching Kim Dojun—
      "I've given it some thought."
      Kim Dojun suddenly spoke up.
      "About what?"
      "Like I said before, when pushed to extremes, humans can draw out 100% of their potential."
      "... So?"
      "What about a handgun?"
      "?"
      "Don't you think it'd be good?"
      "...?"
      "Well, as long as I don't shoot you in the heart or head, you won't die. But just taking a shot around there could really push you to the limit, don't you think?"
      "What do you take me for!!"
      ####
      How much time had passed as they chattered away in the taxi on the way back?
      "Head inside first. And from Monday on, let's meet at that same spot after school."
      "I'm saying it again—the gun is absolutely out of the question!"
      He sent Shin Se-yeon, still glaring fiercely as if she absolutely meant it, back into the Sorcery Institute, and then took another taxi—this time to Rodeo Street in Cheonho-dong, Gangdong district.
      The moment he got out, a bustling street spread before him.
      'According to the Sorcery Killing Technique storyline, at the end of first year, this is the place you visit to stop criminals from carrying out a mass human sacrifice.'
      Looking at the street, he recalled that, and headed into one of the alleys off Rodeo Street.
      Soon, Kim Dojun stopped.
      'Here.'
      He stood before a shop that was one of the primary purposes of today's outing—a place to obtain a 'fortuitous encounter'.
      A staircase descended to a basement.
      Confirming the sign overhead for 'Curios', Kim Dojun descended without hesitation.
      "Welcome."
      As soon as he reached the bottom of the stairs, the scent of old things hit him, and an elderly man greeted him. Nodding lightly, Kim Dojun scanned his surroundings before making his assessment.
      'It looks exactly like the illustration.'
      Wrapping up his plain thoughts, he began weaving between the shelves crammed with antiques.
      He wandered among the antiques for a while before stopping at one spot.
      'Found it.'
      He picked up a rod.
      A round stick embroidered with lavish gold details from end to end.
      'It's annoyingly well-hidden.'
      Kim Dojun, holding the rod, unscrewed one end.
      Pop—
      A slightly crisp sound accompanied the appearance of a pen tip.
      At the same time, a log window popped up before Kim Dojun's eyes.
      ----
      Model Student Haram's Pen
      Grade: Top.
      Effect: Once a month, you may know the answers to ten questions, so long as they are within the realm of knowledge Haram knows.
      ----
      Upon reading the log—
      'In the game, "Haram's Pen" raised your written test average rank at the Sorcery Institute by 30%. Guess even this got a reality balance patch; the effect's different.'
      He shrugged—well, it wasn't the effect he'd come for anyway.
      Observing the faint spiritual power flowing from Haram's Pen, Kim Dojun gave a slight smile and headed to the counter.
      "A pen? Did our store have something like that?"
      The elderly man looked curiously at the pen Kim Dojun presented him.
      "Yes, I found it over there."
      Kim Dojun pointed to the shelf in the corner. Turning the pen over in his hands, the old man sounded it out.
      "Alright, just give me ten thousand won and take it."
      The old man's offer sealed the deal.
      "Here you go."
      Thus, Kim Dojun acquired his fortuitous encounter for only ten thousand won, leaving the antique shop with a satisfied look.
      That night.
      After stopping by a few more places aside from the antique shop, Kim Dojun, remembering his promise with Han Soyeon, headed for the promenade.
      "You're already here waiting, huh?"
      Stepping onto the promenade, he immediately spotted Han Soyeon, who was intensely clenching her fists as if bracing herself for something.
      Without hesitation, he approached her.
      "Um...!"
      Han Soyeon's face was full of determination, ready to utter something important today, finally.
      But just as Han Soyeon was about to speak—
      "Here, this time it's this."
      Kim Dojun handed her a water bottle.
      "What is this...?"
      Noticing the familiar store logo on the bottle, Han Soyeon's tension faded a little, replaced by puzzlement.
      Her face went blank at his next words.
      "It's water laced with a large amount of cyanide."
      "... Excuse me?"
      "Just 10mL, and you'll be able to see your parents in heaven right away."
      "...."
      She could only gape in astonishment.
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      Outing (3)
      Han Soyeon was determined to end this meeting for good this time.
      'People would already find it weird for a man and woman to meet alone at midnight, as if for a sweet clandestine tryst...!'
      At the point where they were having a conversation about how to kill someone, Han Soyeon thought this meeting had already far surpassed simple weirdness.
      But then—
      "To be honest, at first I thought about a five-shot crossbow. Crossbows are silent and, even from a distance, you can easily snipe and kill those guys."
      "... Excuse me."
      "But it seems that even if it could perform similarly to a pistol, you really need a certain level of proficiency to use it properly. The same goes for any multi-shot weapon."
      "No, but—"
      "So, after thinking about it a bit more, I realized poison would be better. If you could just put this in their school lunch or lunchboxes, you wouldn't have to learn anything and could take those guys out perfectly."
      "...."
      The situation was playing out similarly to before.
      Starting with the way Han Soyeon had begun to attentively listen, dazed by Kim Dojun's machine-gun-like delivery.
      "Um, but how would I put this in the school lunch?"
      "That's for you to figure out from now on."
      "What?"
      "Listen, if I've done this much for you, isn't it only right that you think about the rest?"
      "...."
      "Oh."
      "...?"
      "If you end up putting it in the school lunch or the water tank, let me know, so I can make a note of it as well."
      "... I don't think that's a matter that can be resolved by just 'making a note'...."
      To the point where she started picking apart Kim Dojun's oddly sloppy plan.
      'No, this can't go on.'
      In the continuing conversation, Han Soyeon gripped her drifting mind tightly.
      She realized that if she let herself get swept up in Kim Dojun's conversation again, she'd just end up repeating last week's situation.
      "W-wait a moment."
      First, she forced Kim Dojun to stop talking.
      He, who had been speaking non-stop just before, shut his mouth and stared at Han Soyeon as if asking what was up.
      'Now's my chance to talk!'
      With that, Han Soyeon tried to open her mouth immediately, but—
      "Oh."
      Reaching this moment, Han Soyeon, like a fool, forgot everything she'd prepared to say before coming here...!
      They say when someone's too tense, they can't speak properly.
      "No, um...."
      She felt things getting more tangled the more she tried, but Han Soyeon instinctively tried to organize her thoughts as quickly as she could.
      As a result—
      "The—"
      "?"
      "Just... why are you doing all this for me...?"
      Instead of saying, 'I think it's best to stop here,' she spat out a jumbled sentence that was a mess of words scattered around her mind.
      'Ah...! This wasn't how I wanted the conversation to go...!'
      Recalling something she'd read online, that you're supposed to end conversations with a full stop and not a question, Han Soyeon felt dejected and tried to say something else, but—
      "Because I don't want you to suffer."
      "... Sorry?"
      At his next words, she unconsciously had a blank expression.
      "I told you, I can't stand watching you get bullied by those guys."
      Kim Dojun spoke with a very serious expression.
      Upon hearing this, Han Soyeon unconsciously felt her face flush as she hurriedly looked down.
      Even words alone—she had almost never been on the receiving end of someone's concern.
      But her expression gradually turned more gloomy.
      Because, as she was now, hearing Kim Dojun's concern didn't particularly change anything.
      "... But, even so, there's nothing I can do."
      "Why?"
      "Because I'm dangerous."
      Having said that, Han Soyeon closed her mouth.
      She couldn't explain her circumstances.
      No, actually, she could, but Han Soyeon didn't want to explain.
      Explaining why she silently endured all this bullying would mean spitting on her own face and having to drag out her trauma.
      That's why she kept her mouth shut. But then—
      "Is it because of your parents?"
      "?!"
      She was startled by Kim Dojun's following question.
      "H-how did you know...?"
      Han Soyeon stuttered unwittingly from shock, but whether she was surprised or not, it was only natural for Kim Dojun to know about it.
      He'd seen her backstory by playing Sorcery Killing Technique.
      Looking at Han Soyeon, who was staring up at him as if in shock, Kim Dojun finally realized what she was afraid of.
      "Are you scared you'll lose it and kill those guys?"
      "...!"
      Han Soyeon stared at him with wide, startled eyes.
      Seeing her reaction, Kim Dojun smiled brightly inwardly.
      He was sure he'd hit the mark, based on her current reaction.
      "So that's it. You're so kind that, if you ever use your power, you're afraid you'll lose control and kill them all, so you've never been able to get angry, right?"
      "N-no, that's not..."
      She shook her head, denying it, but Kim Dojun was already convinced and smiled as he continued.
      "Don't worry. Even if you use your power, they won't die."
      "What? That's not possible...! I—"
      "You were just a kid back then, right? Now you can control it."
      "C-control?"
      "Yeah, you can control it now."
      Truthfully, Kim Dojun had no idea if Han Soyeon could control Divine Descent, but he just tossed it out there for now.
      "Think about how old you were back then and how old you are now. It's been over a decade, hasn't it?"
      "That's true, but..."
      "Sorry to keep bringing up your painful past, but back then, you lost it and couldn't control your Divine Descent, right?"
      "...."
      Han Soyeon said nothing.
      She tried to say something, but Kim Dojun didn't give her the chance, continuing to speak.
      "It's the same now. What if you keep bottling up all this bullying and then explode someday?"
      "N-now that I'm older, I can handle it—"
      "No, there's always a limit to human mental endurance, and in my view, you're already at yours."
      This was actually only his fourth time meeting Han Soyeon in person.
      "In short, you need to let it out before you explode. You don't have to kill them. I'm just saying, get some revenge."
      Frankly, killing them was best, but telling Han Soyeon to go kill those guys now would be the worst choice.
      Since the current Han Soyeon was traumatized by the act of killing.
      That's why Kim Dojun was planning a gradual, step-by-step approach, a 'drizzle tactic'.
      Just as people don't realize their clothes are getting wet in a drizzle, she could beat them up once and then maybe think, 'Huh? Maybe killing isn't that big a deal?'
      "Just... revenge?"
      "Yeah, just revenge."
      "But what if I end up killing them...."
      "You can control yourself, as long as you're not completely out of it, right?"
      "Still..."
      Han Soyeon hesitated.
      Kim Dojun sensed he had to push firmly here and spoke forcefully.
      "Listen closely, Han Soyeon. People don't die that easily."
      "... Didn't you say before that they die easily...?"
      "Think about it. If you shoot someone in the arm, would they die?"
      "... No, probably not?"
      "What if you shoot them in the leg?"
      "I don't think so...."
      "See? Even if you generously shoot someone in the stomach, they won't die right away. Humans are basically resilient. The same goes for a bat—unless you hit the head, people rarely die. Understand?"
      "... If I avoid hitting the head, they... won't die...?"
      "That's right. In short, even if you use your divine descent, as long as you don't hit their heads, you can just carry out appropriate revenge and call it done. And, on top of that—"
      As if imparting something crucial, Kim Dojun whispered by her ear.
      "—you can also make sure those guys won't bully you anymore."
      "... They won't bully me anymore?"
      "Guys like them are like jackals. Once you rough them up, they're too scared to mess with you again."
      Saying that, Kim Dojun continued to talk for some time, repeating the somewhat contradictory message, 'People don't die as easily as you think,' which was slightly at odds with what he'd lectured about so far.
      Han Soyeon waited for his tirade to end and then quietly spoke up.
      "Um, but..."
      "Why? Did you finally realize just how tough people are?"
      "... No, that's not it..."
      "Then what?"
      "... You obviously know about, um, that incident I caused... Don't you feel anything about it?"
      Han Soyeon looked at him with an uneasy gaze, but Kim Dojun replied without a second's hesitation.
      "I actually think you did the right thing."
      "... What?"
      "Your mother abused you. What's wrong with snapping and doing something after parental abuse?"
      Han Soyeon stared at him blankly, but Kim Dojun continued.
      'If it had been me, I would've German suplexed them off Lotte Tower.'
      With that thought, he looked at Han Soyeon with a brazenly confident expression and said,
      "You did nothing wrong. The one at fault isn't you—it's your parents. If someone does something deserving of death, they deserve to die. I probably would've done the same."
      "Ah."
      Han Soyeon widened her eyes as if she were seeing something impossible.
      But Kim Dojun didn't properly register her reaction, as he immediately returned to the original topic, 'People don't die as easily as you think,' and passionately resumed his lecture.
      Thirty minutes later—
      "I-I'll give it a try...!"
      "Yeah, that's it. Just try and see...!"
      Kim Dojun watched Han Soyeon's bright smile and realized he had finally achieved his first objective.
      ####
      The next day.
      Having finally succeeded, in his own way, at 'recruiting' Han Soyeon last night, Kim Dojun was in high spirits.
      [Save me—! Kkyeeeek!]
      He was beating up Tam on the walking trail.
      Each time Kim Dojun swung his club, Tam rhythmically wailed in pain.
      But Kim Dojun didn't stop, and after some time had passed—
      [Kkii— kkiii—]
      Watching Tam whimper and withdraw into Dan's shadow, Kim Dojun spoke.
      "Satisfied with the performance?"
      "... I am."
      Dan, as if impressed, stroked his own head.
      "Ever since you beat me like a dog, my mind's been clear."
      "That's good to hear. Let's meet up again in four days."
      "In four days?"
      "Yeah. By then, things will probably get noisy again."
      Dan nodded, as if understanding Kim Dojun's words.
      Actually, ever since Kim Dojun had given Tam a beating a few days ago, Dan had enjoyed a fantastic daily life.
      But then—
      "Oh, and."
      "?"
      "Get me a ticket to the Divine Temple."
      "... Divine Temple ticket?"
      At the sudden request, Dan couldn't help but stiffen his face.
      The Divine Temple.
      That was a city for criminals—a place on some Pacific island, where sorcerers who'd committed crimes gathered.
      Just going there was extremely dangerous. That's why Dan was so shocked, but Kim Dojun remained calm.
      "You can manage it, right?"
      "... It's possible, but."
      "Then get me one. I've got someplace to be."
      "...."
      Dan couldn't help but be curious as to what business Kim Dojun had in that city of criminals, but he decided not to ask.
      After all, as long as you'd entered Divine Temple even once, anyone could get a ticket.
      "... I'll prepare it, but it'll take about a week."
      Since it would take some time, Dan replied as such.
      "That's not bad. Actually, that timing is perfect for me."
      Kim Dojun instead welcomed Dan's answer, scheduled their next meeting for four days later, and returned to his dorm.
      Then—
      "Alright, with the Divine Temple ticket secured—"
      Kim Dojun opened up his notebook, where he'd been jotting down the settings of Sorcery Killing Technique.
      'Now, how am I going to make money? Gotta start planning for that week ahead.'
      Muttering to himself, he started looking forward to the week to come.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Not being intelligent doesn't mean not being able to make plans.
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      Practical Evaluation (1)
      After the weekend ended, the fourth week at the Sorcery Institute began.
      By now, the students had become completely familiar with each other. During breaks, they would hang out in perfectly formed cliques, and it was the fourth week when instructors started to say they should be prepared for the practical evaluation before the midterm.
      On the afternoon of the first day of this fourth week—
      "Hey. Hey, hey! Don't! Stop!"
      "It's fine. You won't die even if you get hit."
      KWAANG!
      "Kyaaaah!"
      Shin Se-yeon and Kim Dojun were energetically moving their bodies on one side of the walking path.
      ... No, to be precise, Shin Se-yeon was desperately moving her body to dodge Kim Dojun's attacks in a struggle for survival.
      "You crazy bastard! I'll die if I get hit by that! I'll really die!"
      "You won't die. Have you ever seen anyone die from being hit by a toy hammer?"
      "No!"
      "Then what's the problem?"
      "The guy swinging it is the problem!!!"
      KWAANG!
      Shin Se-yeon broke into a cold sweat as she watched the toy hammer dig into the ground where she had just been standing.
      "This isn't even a toy hammer anymore!"
      Just as she said, the toy hammer in Kim Dojun's hand no longer resembled a toy hammer.
      The cute "bbyok!"-making part had long since fallen off.
      Actually, it was gone from the very first swing.
      Now, the only thing left of the hammer Kim Dojun was holding was the stick part.
      'Why did I agree to this...?!'
      Shin Se-yeon recalled the earlier conversation.
      'A toy hammer?'
      'Yeah, isn't it fine if it's this?'
      '... It looks dangerous if you're the one holding it.'
      'Think about it. Has anyone ever died from a toy hammer hit?'
      '... I guess not?'
      'Exactly. No one dies from being hit by a toy hammer. You kept refusing everything else, so I picked this after much consideration, so don't complain.'
      Kim Dojun's voice passed through her mind, but her thoughts didn't last long.
      "Kyaaaah!"
      KWAANG!
      Before she could collect her thoughts, the stick Kim Dojun was holding came crashing down toward her head without hesitation!
      "Hey!! That was at my head just now!?"
      "Yeah."
      "You're insane! I'll really die!"
      "I believed in you."
      "In what!?"
      "You're a genius, right? I believed you'd dodge it."
      "What if I can't dodge?"
      "..."
      Kim Dojun silently stared at Shin Se-yeon.
      "... Focus."
      "Why do you change the subject!?"
      "Focus!"
      Without giving Shin Se-yeon a chance to say another word, Kim Dojun swung the stick in a way that left no room for discussion.
      After about 15 minutes of this—
      "Huff... Huff..."
      Shin Se-yeon, feeling as if her toes had just touched the afterlife, lay sprawled out and panting heavily.
      "... I can't use this anymore."
      With a regretful expression, Kim Dojun tossed away the now stick-only toy hammer.
      "So, any improvement?"
      "Improvement, my ass!"
      If she had any strength, Shin Se-yeon's glare said she would get up and beat him right now.
      Even gasping for breath, she struggled up, sat on a bench, and spoke with a deeply disgruntled expression.
      "... Actually, there was a little improvement."
      "I knew it."
      At Kim Dojun's triumphant look, Shin Se-yeon scowled even more.
      "It wasn't thanks to your training method—it's just that I figured it out myself!"
      "Wasn't it because you didn't want to die?"
      "... Whatever!"
      Momentarily speechless, Shin Se-yeon glared at Kim Dojun with an extra-annoyed expression before continuing.
      "I can't say I've mastered using astrology while moving, but I do know how to do it, at least."
      "That's good. That's the genius that comes from abandoning morals."
      "... Are you just saying that to make me mad?"
      Her words seethed with annoyance.
      But Kim Dojun still spoke calmly.
      "For now, using astrology while moving is the most important thing. Just focus on that first. Once you've got that down, you can move on to the next stage right away."
      "... Any hints?"
      "Hints?"
      "You're the one who said I should use astrology while moving, right? You wouldn't have told me to do something impossible."
      Shin Se-yeon's question.
      "If I give you a hint and you figure it out, it's meaningless."
      Of course, Kim Dojun couldn't just say, "I saw you doing it in the game," so he brushed off her words with that answer.
      Looking dissatisfied at his reply, Shin Se-yeon sighed as if resigned and changed the subject.
      "More importantly, what are you going to do?"
      "About what?"
      "The upcoming Possessed Entities Subjugation practical evaluation. You know you and I are in the same team, right?"
      Kim Dojun nodded at Shin Se-yeon's words.
      'It's an event arc from Sorcery Killing Technique, so of course I know.'
      Of the event arcs that occurred at specific locations, the first one inside the Sorcery Institute was the Possessed Entities Subjugation practical evaluation, so he remembered it well.
      'Besides, there are things I have to do during the practical, so I can't forget.'
      As Kim Dojun nodded at the thought, Shin Se-yeon continued.
      "Then you must know, too? That our team has Go Seung-jun and his lackey."
      "Of course I know."
      "Ugh, I really hate it."
      Kim Dojun nodded unconsciously at Shin Se-yeon's extremely disgusted expression.
      'Even in the game, he was the character I wanted to punch the most in the early chapters.'
      Go Seung-jun, the second-generation chaebol.
      He was the eldest son of 'Gogun Corporation', a company that produced goods for the overall sorcery industry, and his personality was the classic villain trope.
      'He was an inferiority-complex-ridden guy who tried to drag down anyone better than him and enjoyed tormenting others, which made him all the more punchable.'
      So right from the first arc in the Sorcery Institute, he started tangling with the player out of inferiority, and continued to harass and annoy the player until the very end.
      But Kim Dojun had long since decided what he would do.
      'Jackasses need to be corrected. Even if I weren't involved with him now, we'd cross paths eventually.'
      Kim Dojun had no intention of being pushed around like the player character in the game, just because Go Seung-jun acted up.
      'Might as well completely correct him now and get rid of one nuisance for good.'
      With that decision, Kim Dojun even thought being on the same team as Go Seung-jun wasn't a bad thing.
      "It's fine."
      "What is?"
      "We don't have to go looking for him during the practical since we're on the same team."
      "...??"
      Kim Dojun said, smiling wordlessly at her puzzled look.
      ####
      Exactly three days after Kim Dojun and Shin Se-yeon's conversation—
      "Everyone, gather round."
      Shim Yongseok, surveying the first-year Class C students gathered at Sudeok Mountain in Gapyeong, Gyeonggi Province, said,
      "As you know, you're all here today for the Possessed Entities Subjugation practical."
      He cleared his throat before slowly explaining the test rules.
      "The group practical evaluation takes place here at Sudeok Mountain, which is regularly maintained by the Sorcery Institute. Your task is to roam the mountain and see how many Grade 9 'Illusion Beasts' you can subdue in three hours—"
      Fwap.
      "—and to bring back these talismans. As you know, these talismans come from defeating Grade 9 Illusion Beasts."
      He raised the talisman for the students to see.
      "Grade 9 Illusion Beasts are not particularly powerful possessed entities. Everyone's been issued a Grade 3 protection talisman, so even if you fall off a cliff, it'll hurt, but you won't die. Still, remember this."
      "If you want to place first in the group evaluation, you must rely on your team's cooperation."
      "Illusion Beasts put sorcerers under illusions. If your teamwork falters for a moment, and everyone gets caught, you might not catch a single Illusion Beast."
      After saying that, Shim Yongseok glanced at the teams once more.
      "Okay, the time is 2:55. The test will start exactly at 3. It'll end at 6. You must bring the Illusion Beast talismans here for them to be counted."
      With that, Shim Yongseok began checking his watch in front of the tightly-shut gate to Sudeok Mountain.
      At that moment, Kim Dojun saw—
      "Wow~ this is going to be a great ride, huh? Looks like I'll have a comfy bus trip."
      Go Seung-jun, busy running his mouth in front of him.
      "One of us is that amazing sorcery genius, and the other is the next head of the Muryu family~ Wow, time for a real first-class bus ride. Am I right?"
      "Yeah. The team assignment turned out great."
      Go Seung-jun and his lackey chuckled among themselves.
      Watching them, Shin Se-yeon's irritation was obvious, but Kim Dojun continued to face them with a tranquil demeanor.
      "Anyway, I'll be counting on that bus ride, okay?"
      "Looking forward to it?"
      Go Seung-jun and his lackey provoked him right to his face.
      But Kim Dojun said nothing and kept looking at them without change.
      Shin Se-yeon glanced at him as if trying to guess what he was thinking.
      'He'll definitely do something.'
      She recalled how, when she'd brought up Go Seung-jun to him before, he'd made it sound like he was planning something.
      "Hey, why aren't you responding? Don't you want to introduce yourself to your team members? You know the team also scores you, right?"
      "Let's all get along, okay?"
      Even now, as Kim Dojun stayed silent, Shin Se-yeon watched him in puzzlement.
      "Alright, let's begin the evaluation."
      As soon as Shim Yongseok announced the start, she put those thoughts aside and approached the gate which began to open.
      When the gate blocking off Sudeok Mountain fully opened, Kim Dojun's team and the other students began to enter the mountain.
      Exactly ten minutes after they began to climb, with no other people around,
      Tap.
      Kim Dojun suddenly stopped.
      "Kh! I think I've fallen under an illusion...!"
      "?"
      "?"
      "?"
      He clutched his head, mumbling nonsense.
      Shin Se-yeon glanced around as if looking for an Illusion Beast nearby, but she couldn't see one.
      After all, it was ridiculous to think that Kim Dojun, a so-called prodigy of sorcery, would fall for the illusion of a mere Grade 9 Illusion Beast.
      Before she could say anything—
      Whish!
      —Kim Dojun's movements became very unnatural.
      And before Shin Se-yeon could voice it—
      Thwack!
      With no hesitation, Kim Dojun spun around, and his fist—
      "Die, illusion Beast!"
      SMAAACK!
      —smashed right into Go Seung-jun's lackey's face.
      "???"
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      All illusion beasts should die!
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      Practical Evaluation (2)
      In the Sorcery Institute, there truly was not a single person who wanted to clash with Go Seung-jun.
      It wasn't because Go Seung-jun was a powerful sorcerer, but simply due to the company his father ran.
      'Gogun' Corporation was an enormous company that manufactured all sorts of supplies vital to the overall sorcery industry, so most people didn't want to set themselves up against such a business.
      Of course, Gogun Corporation didn't possess overwhelming might like some guilds or families. However, if they became your enemy, they could make things endlessly troublesome.
      So, even the scions of prestigious families avoided picking a fight with Go Seung-jun, the eldest son of such a company.
      There was simply nothing to gain from provoking him.
      In such circumstances, Go Seung-jun had only ever enjoyed his school life and had never encountered a student who dared challenge him.
      Ordinary students?
      If they fell into Go Seung-jun's hands, they would become mere prey.
      Sons and daughters of moderately successful houses?
      Every so often, a student would squirm when provoked, but in the end, they too would only ignore Go Seung-jun and move on.
      Go Seung-jun had, most cunningly, always toyed just enough with their pride to annoy them yet never crossed the social boundaries to make himself an outright issue.
      In short, thanks to his sharp, clever conduct that never gave his opponents an opening, Go Seung-jun had never once been subject to anyone's resentment.
      As a result, he became impudent and arrogant.
      This remained true even after he entered the Sorcery Institute.
      Even in a place filled with geniuses and illustrious family scions, Go Seung-jun continued living as he always had in the Sorcery Institute.
      This didn't change even when he landed in a group with Kim Dojun, the so-called sorcery genius, and the second daughter of the Muryu family.
      In fact, Go Seung-jun himself knew there was nothing to gain from provoking those two.
      After all, even if he just left them alone, they would work hard for their own ranking anyway.
      And yet, Go Seung-jun still went out of his way to provoke them.
      Why?
      Simply because Go Seung-jun hated the fact that the second daughter of the Muryu family was treated as a genius, and that the newly arrived nobody, Kim Dojun, was also being called a sorcery genius.
      That was all there was to it.
      He just couldn't stomach the praise those two received.
      Yet, despite having ruffled their feathers, Go Seung-jun wasn't worried.
      He believed he had acted as usual and hadn't crossed the line he hoped they wouldn't respond to.
      As long as he didn't cross that line, he was certain that Kim Dojun and Shin Se-yeon wouldn't go as far as to hurt their own standing by retaliating in this situation.
      No, based on all data until now, he was sure.
      ... At least, that's what he'd thought.
      "... What the?"
      Go Seung-jun spotted his lackey.
      His lackey, who had been knocked completely unconscious, frothing at the mouth from a single punch from Kim Dojun.
      And then—
      "Perfect."
      With an expression that showed he had no idea how such a situation had come to be, Go Seung-jun watched as Kim Dojun approached with a satisfied smile. Kim Dojun casually nudged the lackey aside with his leg.
      "Alright, since we're short on time, let's get started right away."
      With those words, Kim Dojun pulled a baseball bat from the bag he was carrying.
      An extremely battered baseball bat, at that.
      "Say hello. This is Guidance Machine No. 1, brought here to set you straight."
      As Kim Dojun spoke, Go Seung-jun, brain frozen in shock, realized the intent and stammered out in utter bewilderment.
      "Are... are you going to hit me right now?"
      "No."
      "?"
      "I'm going to thrash you, not just hit you."
      Vwooong!
      Kim Dojun swung the baseball bat with a clean arc. Go Seung-jun, eyes shaking in disbelief, tried to continue—
      "You must not know who I am. I'm from Gogun Corpora—Unghk!?"
      BAM!
      —But couldn't.
      Go Seung-jun took the full brunt of Kim Dojun's swing and tumbled across the floor.
      Wracked by unimaginable pain, he screamed, "Kyaaaagh!" yet still couldn't comprehend what was happening and stared at Kim Dojun.
      Kim Dojun, standing before him once again, said only one thing:
      "So what?"
      And then proceeded to beat Go Seung-jun senseless with the bat.
      "Kkyaak! Gkek! Kkak! Kkaak!"
      Every time Guidance Machine No. 1 moved, screams erupted from Go Seung-jun. Experiencing excruciating agony for the first time in his life, he howled, but Kim Dojun mercilessly kept up the beating.
      "Do you really think you'll get away with this!?"
      At Go Seung-jun's belated shout, Kim Dojun paused.
      "You think this will go unanswered!? You think I'll just let this slide?! Do you know what'll happen if I tell my dad, you bastard!? As soon as I say the word, I can ruin you in society!!"
      As if waiting for his moment, Go Seung-jun yelled, while Kim Dojun simply stared back in silence.
      "Come on, do it some more! Think you can do anything to me with just one bat!? You think that'll work?!"
      Go Seung-jun, feeling emboldened, taunted him.
      "True, it would be tough with just this."
      Kim Dojun replied after a moment's thought, a smirk forming on Go Seung-jun's lips.
      "But don't worry."
      Then Kim Dojun pulled another—this one pristine—baseball bat from his bag.
      "I brought No. 2 just in case."
      "W-wai—Kyaaaaaagh!"
      Gripping a bat in each hand, Kim Dojun didn't stop until Go Seung-jun passed out.
      ####
      Thirty minutes later.
      "... What are you going to do about this?"
      Shin Se-yeon spoke, looking at Go Seung-jun lying completely unconscious at Kim Dojun's feet.
      "What do you mean, what am I going to do?"
      "I'm asking how you're going to deal with the aftermath... Can you handle this?"
      Gazing at the unconscious Go Seung-jun, Shin Se-yeon frowned at the mere thought of the headache to come.
      Even though she'd felt a thrill watching Kim Dojun beat him up, their opponent was still a chaebol's son.
      If you left him be, he'd be nothing more than a nuisance, but as an enemy, he'd become endlessly tedious to deal with.
      So she asked with a hint of concern, but Kim Dojun, who had actually done the deed, was calm as ever.
      "Don't worry. Thanks to the talismans, there won't even be a bruise."
      "That's not the problem... What if he goes around blabbing that you beat him up on his way out?"
      "You don't need to worry about that either."
      "... You don't?"
      In response to Shin Se-yeon's question, Kim Dojun gave her a sly smile.
      "Just wait a moment."
      He said, then promptly disappeared somewhere.
      After a short while, Kim Dojun really did return as if blown in by the wind.
      "What's that...?"
      "Hallucination jellyfish."
      He was holding, in each hand, a jellyfish-like hallucination creature.
      Plop—
      He slapped them onto Go Seung-jun's head and that of his lackey, who was lying nearby.
      "... What are you doing?"
      "I'm making myself an alibi."
      "... Alibi?"
      "Yeah."
      "... No way—"
      "Ta-dah! It was all an illusion."
      "... Are you serious?"
      As Shin Se-yeon stared in disbelief, Kim Dojun only shrugged as if to say what's the problem.
      "Of course. This alibi is perfect."
      "... Perfect? Which part, exactly?"
      To the dumbfounded Shin Se-yeon, Kim Dojun replied:
      "Think about it. If, during a group project, I suddenly went psycho, grabbed two bats and beat those two up just because one said something rude—does that sound credible? Isn't it more believable—"
      He continued.
      "—If those two just happened to be caught by a hallucination jellyfish in the street and saw terrible illusions?"
      "..."
      Shin Se-yeon unconsciously gaped.
      'Honestly...'
      If you didn't know the real Kim Dojun, the latter explanation would be much more believable to anyone!
      But more than that—
      "You... You actually realize how weird you are, don't you...?"
      Shin Se-yeon was amazed by this unexpected realization.
      "I'm only pretending to be weird this one time."
      "... What about the lackey? You knocked him out without warning, didn't you?"
      "That's why, from that point on, both of them were under the hallucination. That's the story."
      "...."
      Shin Se-yeon wore an expression that seemed to say, 'Is this guy for real?' Yet Kim Dojun kept talking, unconcerned.
      "Besides, if we take first place in this group project, my story will seem even more credible. If we came last, people might think I wasted my time on them, but not if it's first place."
      At that, Shin Se-yeon thought,
      '... Just who is this guy, really?'
      Once again, looking at him, she began to reconsider the true identity of Kim Dojun—a question she had tried not to dwell on.
      'Well, since the guidance is finished,'
      At that moment, Kim Dojun thought,
      'Time for me to go claim my reward for this narrative.'
      A smile curled onto his lips as he pictured the reward he would soon receive.
      ####
      While Kim Dojun and Shin Se-yeon were knocking out Go Seung-jun and his lackey and concocting their plan—
      Somewhere near the city center inside the Sorcery Institute, in a spot straddling the city and a walking path—
      "Hey, didn't I tell you not to let me see you again?"
      "If you want to get noticed, you should carry some pocket money around."
      Han Soyeon, as usual, was being bullied.
      Han Soyeon hung her head as if wishing for the situation to end as quickly as possible, while the students laughed, toying with her hair.
      Among them, the girl most actively picking a fight with Soyeon knocked her on the head even harder than last time, looking to escalate things.
      "Hey, why aren't you answering? Hm?"
      The girl kept tapping Soyeon's head, as if demanding a quick response for her own amusement.
      But contrary to her usual behavior, Han Soyeon did not respond, simply keeping her head bowed.
      Just as the girl began to sense something odd—
      Swoosh—
      Han Soyeon looked up and met her gaze.
      The girl involuntarily stopped short when she saw Soyeon's face.
      She had never seen Han Soyeon look so calm before.
      "Sorry, I was thinking for a moment."
      Han Soyeon's voice suddenly reached ears still dulled by surprise.
      "What...?"
      "Someone who doesn't care about my faults gave me advice I really needed."
      Even as she spoke, Han Soyeon didn't avert her calm gaze.
      The students encircling her, for some strange reason, felt themselves shrink back a step from her composure.
      "Ha! Did you search up 'how to avoid bullies' or something?"
      But only briefly—the girl, embarrassed by her own hesitation, forced a laugh and tried to provoke Soyeon.
      Han Soyeon only replied with a quiet smile and shook her head gently.
      "No."
      Then, with an expression she never wore before, she smiled at last.
      "Not some useless advice, but something truly helpful for me."
      She stared right at the girl.
      "Do you know what it is?"
      Han Soyeon slowly raised her hand and tapped the girl on the head.
      "The thing is..."
      She smiled,
      "As long as you don't hit someone on the head... Apparently, they won't die too easily?"
      She awakened her innate ability—Divine Descent (降神).
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      A follower of Dojun's teachings has awakened!
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      Practical Evaluation (3)
      "Alright, let's split up here."
      "... Here?"
      "If we want to get first place, it'll be easier to collect things separately rather than together. Don't tell me you can't handle it alone?"
      "Of course I can!"
      At Kim Dojun's comment, which sounded like a provocation, Shin Se-yeon replied firmly, as if it were obvious.
      "Then let's meet at the entrance of Sudeok Mountain in two hours. Oh, and take care of those two and bring them down with you."
      "Huh? What? Hey, wait! How am I supposed to take both of them with me?"
      Shin Se-yeon hurriedly spoke up.
      "See you in a bit!"
      But Kim Dojun was already moving without hesitation and disappeared before she could finish.
      "Ugh, seriously!!!"
      Shin Se-yeon watched him run off and let out all her frustration. Meanwhile, after separating from her, Kim Dojun thought to himself,
      'Alright, let's get going.'
      To find the item available in this episode, he immediately started running toward the summit of Sudeok Mountain.
      Before long, the view from the top of Sudeok Mountain came into sight.
      'It's a mess.'
      Though managed by the Sorcery Institute, apparently they didn't bother with the summit; the area was completely unkempt.
      'It's the same as in the illustration.'
      Kim Dojun even noticed that the stone marker at the summit was cleanly split in half, just like in the reference image.
      He then walked toward the split stone.
      'Alright, this is the tallest rock in this spot.'
      Recalling the description from the game, he began scanning the area.
      It didn't take long for him to spot a massive rock poking out among tall trees, at some distance from the summit. Smiling, he moved toward it.
      "Phew!"
      With a single leap, he landed on the rock, then got down and began examining the ground where the rock was embedded.
      The earth was packed tightly, sturdy enough to support the massive stone.
      However, as he paid close attention beneath the rock—
      'Here it is.'
      He soon discovered a small gap and quickly started digging there.
      After poking around the gap a few times with his fingers, he found a tiny box inside.
      It was an old box that looked like it was well over several hundred years old.
      "Found it."
      Kim Dojun, without hesitation, reached into the gap and pulled out the old box.
      'Feels like I'm on a treasure hunt.'
      With the small box—just the size of his palm—in hand, Kim Dojun casually opened the worn container.
      Clatter—
      The box opened without any issues, making only a slight noise.
      Beneath the lid sat a gourd bottle, surprisingly well-kept despite the box's condition.
      "Oh."
      Letting out a low exclamation, Kim Dojun pulled out a gourd bottle about the length of his index finger.
      Ding.
      A log window popped up in front of him.
      ----
      Ghost Liquor Bottle (귀주병, 鬼酒甁) 
      Grade: ?? 
      Uses Remaining: 2 
      Effect: You can put defeated spirits into the gourd bottle to brew 'liquor'. Drinking all the spirit liquor will grant you spiritual power according to the spirit's grade.
      ----
      "This is it."
      A smile appeared on Kim Dojun's lips as he looked at the log window.
      This was the very item he had aimed to obtain in Sudeok Mountain.
      'No matter what else, I made sure to get this one.'
      As written in the log window, the Ghost Liquor Bottle's effect was to convert defeated spirits into spiritual power.
      In short, this was an item that would allow Kim Dojun—who currently possessed almost no spiritual power—to gain it quickly and easily.
      'Even if I can't use sorcery much, I have to use the spiritual tool.'
      Of course, that didn't mean Kim Dojun would use the Ghost Liquor Bottle just yet.
      'It can only be used twice. In this state, I can only capture two spirits before it becomes unusable.'
      Exactly as stated in the log window.
      That meant he had to choose carefully when to use it.
      'But I've already decided how I'll use it.'
      Kim Dojun already had a plan.
      In fact, he intended to use both charges soon.
      'If it really were only two uses, I'd consider my options longer.'
      He already knew how to increase the bottle's uses.
      'It's not going to be easy, though.'
      Nevertheless, since it wouldn't take long to find targets, Kim Dojun, satisfied, put the Ghost Liquor Bottle in his pocket.
      "Well, since I've got what I wanted, should I really get started now?"
      Smiling, he set off in earnest.
      ####
      "..."
      Shim Yongseok, watching as students began to trickle out of the entrance to Sudeok Mountain, checked his smartphone clock.
      [17:40]
      There were about twenty minutes left.
      If anyone came back past 6:00 PM, their practical evaluation would be automatically marked as zero. In a rush to avoid being late, the students handed in their talismans as he began scoring them.
      "Group 3, 37."
      "Group 5, 72."
      "Group 2, 88."
      "Group 8, 108."
      With each report and handover, Shim Yongseok checked the talismans and recorded the numbers on the laptop next to him.
      At the same time, a monitor set up at the entrance displayed the group rankings.
      "Ah, we're totally screwed."
      "At least we worked hard."
      "Wait, but we might make it into the top ten, right?"
      "Idiot. There are only ten teams. What's the top ten nonsense, you wanna die?"
      "If we do well, we might even get first place?"
      "Man, it was a good idea to gather and plan beforehand. Being prepared really helps."
      "Damn it, we should've planned too... well, what's done is done...."
      As grumbling and exclamations broke out, Shim Yongseok checked the time again.
      [17:55]
      Only five minutes left.
      He checked which teams still hadn't returned.
      "... Groups 9 and 1, is it."
      He saw that two groups hadn't arrived yet.
      "Wow,"
      "I thought we'd be late."
      Then, from afar, he spotted Group 1 running in.
      "Group 1, 112."
      As soon as Group 1's results were announced, the students erupted in noise. Group 1 headed toward the shelter where students who'd finished the test were resting, talking among themselves.
      "What, did we get first place?"
      "Ha, the struggle was worth it."
      "Honestly, if we'd had a bit more time, we could have caught more. I'm annoyed we couldn't catch more because we didn't see any illusion beasts after a certain point."
      "I know, right? How could we wander around for nearly an hour and only see about ten? Shouldn't they have released more illusion beasts?"
      The students grumbled as they headed for the shelter.
      Overhearing them, Shim Yongseok quietly grinned.
      'It's not that the illusion beasts weren't there. They just couldn't find them.'
      He didn't know the exact number of illusion beasts released in Sudeok Mountain, but he had a rough idea.
      'There are around 1,400 illusion beasts in Sudeok Mountain.'
      Unless those who came back before Group 1 caught every last one, the total for all teams didn't even reach 700.
      Even including Group 1's score, it was only 800.
      In other words, more than 600 illusion beasts still remained, but Shim Yongseok kept that fact to himself.
      'Only Group 9 is left now.'
      Checking his phone, Shim Yongseok saw it was 17:58, and at that moment, the last group—Group 9—arrived.
      However, what caught his eye was—
      '... Two of them are unconscious?'
      Out of the four members, two were knocked out.
      With a peculiar expression, Shim Yongseok saw Kim Dojun and Shin Se-yeon carrying those two across the entrance.
      "Group 9, passed."
      He looked at Go Seung-jun and the other student, both collapsed, and asked,
      "... What happened here?"
      Shim Yongseok's question.
      Kim Dojun just shrugged.
      "They were taken out by an illusion beast early on after entering the mountain."
      "... And why haven't they woken up until now?"
      "They were flailing from the illusion and rolled down a cliff. Since then, they haven't woken up."
      Judging by their breathing, they seemed alive. As Kim Dojun finished his report, Shim Yongseok formed a hand seal to check their condition.
      Wooo—
      With a gentle sound, a sorcery formation formed above the two students.
      A few seconds later—
      "... They're just unconscious."
      "Yes."
      "So, the two of you completed the practical evaluation on your own?"
      "That's right."
      Kim Dojun answered neatly.
      But Shim Yongseok, his expression strict, spoke sternly.
      "That's a deduction. You both already know—this is ultimately a group assignment. All members must participate. But you only completed the evaluation with two."
      "..."
      "Don't try to blame your groupmates. In an actual life-and-death situation, you can't blame others."
      Shim Yongseok stated it as fact.
      "Since Group 9 didn't fulfill the basic requirements of a group project, you get a -100 point penalty."
      As soon as he said it, the students around began to stir.
      Assigning such a penalty was essentially declaring Group 9 last place.
      "At least they won't get last..."
      "-100 points, really?"
      "Damn, they must be pissed. The ones hitching a ride just dragged everyone down."
      "Wow, with Kim Dojun and Shin Se-yeon in that team, I thought they'd be automatic first place. Ruined."
      "We said we'd get first but gave up since they'd be there—well, good for us. Days like this make life worth living."
      Amidst the chatter—some sympathetic, others snickering at Group 9's predicament—Kim Dojun remained calm even after receiving the penalty.
      "Any objections?"
      Shim Yongseok's imposing question.
      He had no intention of retracting the penalty, even if Kim Dojun or Shin Se-yeon pleaded. After all, the essence of this practical evaluation was to reinforce the importance of teamwork.
      That was why he wore a stern face as he asked.
      "No objections. Because, anyway—"
      Kim Dojun answered crisply, then took off his backpack and flipped it upside down.
      Then—
      Clatterrrrrrr—!!!
      Talisman after talisman for illusion beasts began piling up at Shim Yongseok's feet.
      "?"
      The students all froze, mouths agape.
      And from Kim Dojun's bag, the illusion beast talismans kept pouring out.
      "Wha...what?"
      Even Shim Yongseok, who had maintained a cool expression, couldn't help but gape.
      "—Even with the penalty, I think we're still first place."
      Kim Dojun grinned.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
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      Practical Evaluation Score: 528 points.
      The day after Team 9 took first place despite receiving a penalty for the group assignment.
      "I'm telling you, that bastard Kim Dojun hit me!!!"
      Shim Yongseok looked at Go Seung-jun, who was making a huge fuss right in front of him.
      No matter who saw it, the way Go Seung-jun was raising his voice with bulging veins in front of the instructor looked less like a student talking to his teacher and more like a spoiled kid throwing a tantrum.
      And besides, Shim Yongseok was already not in a great mood after what happened the day before, so he felt his mood sink even lower as he replied.
      "... So what do you want me to do?"
      "... What did you say?"
      "I asked, what do you expect me to do?"
      "I mean...!"
      Go Seung-jun, as if dumbfounded for a moment, stood speechless but quickly recovered and hurriedly continued.
      "I mean, obviously students shouldn't hit other students! In the Sorcery Institute's rules, it clearly says violence between students outside of official competitions is forbidden!"
      "Were you taking the practical exam at the Sorcery Institute?"
      "... Excuse me?"
      "I said, was the evaluation held at the Sorcery Institute?"
      "Well, technically no... But it was still a student being violent with another student!"
      "Ha...."
      Shim Yongseok stared at Go Seung-jun, who was clenching his teeth and protesting.
      "So, what does that mean for me?"
      "Excuse me?"
      "Let's assume Kim Dojun did hit you. Then why did he?"
      "Wait, what's that supposed to—"
      "Are you trying to say Kim Dojun hit you even though you did nothing wrong?"
      Shim Yongseok's question.
      In response, Go Seung-jun's face twisted slightly.
      "... I did tease him a bit. But that's it! That's all I did!"
      "That was your mistake from the start."
      "What did you say...?"
      "Don't kid yourself, Go Seung-jun. This evaluation wasn't just a class; it was based on real combat. And in such an evaluation, you taunted your own teammate?"
      "No—"
      "That was your fault. Taunting a teammate when you're supposed to be working together in a team is your fault, and getting beaten for it is also your fault. The starting point of this mess is you."
      Shim Yongseok continued.
      "Go Seung-jun, did you think that just because you're a chaebol heir and you whine like a brat, I'd do something for you? Even though you were the one who started the whole thing?"
      "..."
      "And one more thing, I'm giving you a ten-point penalty."
      "What!?"
      "Do you think it's appropriate to raise your voice in front of your instructor like this? I'll say this one more time, Go Seung-jun. Don't misunderstand. This isn't your playroom at home."
      With that, Shim Yongseok dismissed Go Seung-jun.
      "Anything else to say?"
      "N-no."
      Shim Yongseok even kicked out the student who'd come along with Go Seung-jun and thought to himself.
      'Kim Dojun hit his teammate... huh.'
      Honestly, even if he did, nothing would change.
      After all, team 9 did receive a penalty, and since it was based on real-world scenarios, Shim Yongseok had no intention of intervening.
      Moreover—
      'They dealt with 500 illusion beasts as a pair, and supposedly spent nearly 30 minutes beating up another teammate in the middle of that?'
      It made no sense logically, to the point of being impossible.
      No matter how much of a genius Kim Dojun and Shin Se-yeon were, it was hard to believe they could take down that many illusion beasts in two and a half hours.
      'Well, come to think of it, clearing 500 in three hours is still ridiculous.'
      Thinking this, Shim Yongseok moved on to prepare for the next class.
      Meanwhile, Go Seung-jun, who had only ended up with penalty points after trying to get Kim Dojun in trouble, stormed out of the faculty office.
      "... Kim Dojun...!"
      He ground his teeth and muttered that name.
      ####
      After classes ended at the Sorcery Institute—
      "That's all for today."
      "Huff, huff."
      "Why are you so exhausted?"
      "Wouldn't you be tired too!!"
      Shin Se-yeon, clutching a toy hammer with only the stick left, yelled at Kim Dojun, then collapsed flat on the ground beneath a bench, as if too tired to say anything more.
      Kim Dojun, watching her, tossed away the stick in his hand and spoke.
      "That's true."
      "Haah, what is?"
      "The saying that if you don't use your head, your body suffers."
      "Hey!!"
      Shin Se-yeon shouted at Kim Dojun's words, but he just replied as if it was no big deal.
      "If you use astrology, you can foresee the future and dodge, right? In other words, if you could properly use astrology, you wouldn't have to suffer like this."
      "You think using astrology is that easy!? If it's so easy, why don't you do it!!"
      "I don't need to."
      "Why not?"
      "Because I'm not the one who has to kill my father—you are."
      She glared daggers at him with her eyes, but Kim Dojun just patted her shoulder as she gasped for air on the ground.
      "Anyway, that's it for today's training. Let's work on using astrology better tomorrow."
      With that, he left Shin Se-yeon without hesitation.
      On the move, he pulled out his phone and logged into the Sorcery-Institute site, browsing the latest posts.
      'It should be about this time.'
      He was waiting for a certain post to go up.
      'Once that post goes up, the next day the story unfolds.'
      Since that was the starting point of the second Sorcery Institute storyline, he had been checking the posts once a day.
      As usual, Kim Dojun did his daily check.
      "Huh?"
      He found a post that wasn't what he was looking for, but was still quite interesting.
      -----
      [Sorcery-Institute Incidents Board]
      ----
      Title: Anybody see a first-year beat up other first-years like mad on the street yesterday?
      Author: FlyingSquirrelKoyomeyo
      Yesterday I saw something—seemed like a big fight between some first-years on the street, does anyone know why they fought?
      ----
      62 Comments
      ㅇㅇ: I saw that too. You mean the one where the instructors rushed in to stop them? Most of the students were already knocked out unconscious before the instructors got there.
      ㄴ Romeo: Yeah I saw, didn't look like they were hitting that hard but I was shocked seeing students fly. Didn't know there was another genius in first year besides Shin Se-yeon and Kim Dojun.
      ㄴ Goriorigarri: I saw too, it was wild. I think it was divine descent, but it's the first time I saw someone do divine descent without a hand seal or sorcery formation. Definitely a genius.
      OldGuyIs7: I can explain exactly what happened, want me to spill?
      ㄴ AncientFoot: Go ahead
      ㄴ OldGuyIs7: The ones who got beaten were kids from Class D, the Ju Yu-dam gang led by the daughter of a pretty famous guild. Looks like her gang kept bullying the kid who snapped yesterday.
      ㄴ SodaPop: So the bullied one just suddenly awakened and beat them all up?
      ㄴ OldGuyIs7: As far as I know, the bullied kid was Han Soyeon, not sure if she awakened or whatever, but she definitely beat them all up.
      MyGoalIsProSorcerer: I'm in first-year Class D. Everybody in Ju Yu-dam's gang except Ju Yu-dam got wrecked by Han Soyeon and is hospitalized, so now Class D is super clean. Ju Yu-dam sits alone looking awkward lol
      ㄴ WanderingWarrior: Must've really been bad if they got that kind of payback.
      ㄴ MyGoalIsProSorcerer: They acted all high and mighty and looked down on people, so most didn't like them even if they didn't show it.
      ...
      ...
      ..
      .
      -----
      Kim Dojun paused, then scrolled back up.
      The name he saw: Han Soyeon.
      At that, he couldn't help but smile.
      'She did it...!'
      It might seem strange to smile at a post like this, but he couldn't suppress his satisfaction.
      According to this post, Han Soyeon, who had been constantly bullied, finally crushed those tormenting her. Which meant—
      'Finally, another step.'
      He had gotten one step closer to the plan he'd been weaving.
      Unable to hide his good mood, he kept reading the thread.
      "Ah."
      A voice made him look up from his phone.
      "I was looking for you, actually. Here you are."
      He realized that the main character of the post was right in front of him.
      Though Han Soyeon's usual gloomy vibe remained, her face looked somewhat brighter.
      "You did it, huh?"
      Seeing her, Kim Dojun smiled softly.
      Han Soyeon smiled back.
      "Yeah, it was easier than I thought. I did get a penalty point, but... Well, since they struck first, I won't be expelled."
      Seeing Han Soyeon smile for the first time, Kim Dojun felt oddly proud, but immediately began planning the next steps.
      After all, he couldn't stop here.
      'Now that she's done it once, the psychological hurdle should be gone.'
      For Han Soyeon to fully awaken, she needed to kill all the thugs who bullied her, so Kim Dojun quickly thought about how to persuade her and opened his mouth.
      "Were you satisfied?"
      "Sorry?"
      "You got your revenge on those guys, right?"
      "Ah, well. The main one who bullied me wasn't there, so I didn't get to take care of her. But I did get revenge on the rest."
      "Is that enough for you?"
      Kim Dojun asked.
      Even if she said yes, he'd been planning to convince her to keep getting revenge, so he looked at her seriously.
      Han Soyeon also smiled slightly as she replied.
      "Actually, I wanted to talk to you about that."
      "Yeah?"
      "See, until now, I've been hurt a lot, haven't I?"
      "Yeah."
      "So... I think it'd be a waste to stop now."
      "Oh, yeah?"
      Kim Dojun smiled, seeing Han Soyeon naturally move toward the answer he wanted without needing to guide her.
      However—
      "Right. After all you suffered, it'd be a shame to stop at one round of revenge, so just—"
      "What do you think is the best way to bully them?"
      "Huh?"
      "Think about it—I've put up with this trauma for years, and just ending it with one act of revenge feels too anticlimactic, doesn't it? I want to bully them, too."
      "...?"
      —Feeling that something was maybe a little off from what he was aiming for, Kim Dojun blinked in confusion.
      "Should I use the bat you gave me and secretly break their bones? Or should I shoot their arms and legs with a gun? ... No, that might be too obvious."
      "They bullied me in secret, so I want to torment them secretly as well. You'd understand, right? You're the only one who understands me, so I trust you'll get it."
      "So I was thinking—what if I mixed a bit of cyanide into their food, just enough for them to suffer horribly but barely survive? Wouldn't that be torment enough? Wouldn't they want to die?"
      And at Han Soyeon's next words,
      "Wha...?"
      Kim Dojun realized that something about Han Soyeon had changed.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Yes, she has learned Dojun's teachings.
      But, I don't think this is what Dojun wanted.
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      A short while later.
      "Then, see you next time."
      Watching her walk far away, waving her hand with an especially refreshed expression, as if she had just cast off some heavy burden completely, Kim Dojun thought to himself.
      '... Something's gotten strange, hasn't it?'
      At least, according to the personality of Han Soyeon that Kim Dojun had known until now—even though she did beat up the students who bullied her, that was just in the moment; he had thought she would have to continue persuading them steadily afterward.
      Wasn't that why he had been planning to slowly influence Han Soyeon, like clothes soaking in a light drizzle?
      'I didn't even push her that hard.'
      However, Han Soyeon, rather than being influenced gradually, seemed to have changed in an instant—as if a bolt of lightning had struck her on a stormy night—leaving Kim Dojun a little bewildered.
      'Well, it should be fine.'
      On the contrary, he thought this might not be so bad after all.
      Even if things had missed the mark a little, at any rate Han Soyeon clearly seemed to have no intention of forgiving those who had bullied her.
      'She doesn't look like she plans to kill them right now, though.'
      Still, judging by how much she had changed, it didn't seem like it would take long before the lives of those kids came to an end.
      'Besides, of course I'll be there to help her out.'
      Kim Dojun couldn't help but smile in satisfaction.
      Because he thought, in his own way, that he had managed to save Han Soyeon.
      'I've lessened the bullying she'll get over the next year, and even given her a refreshing chance at revenge, so saying I saved her isn't strange at all.'
      When he considered how the gang of thugs had bullied Han Soyeon for years, it was obvious she'd had a lot bottled up. With the thought, 'With this much, even Han Soyeon should be satisfied when she awakens,' Kim Dojun wrapped up his musings.
      Returning to the dormitory, he checked the Sorcery Institute's message board once again.
      "I found it."
      This time, he finally found the post he'd been looking for.
      -----
      Title: Ah f***, the world really sucks.
      Author: Seeker.
      Anyone want to join me in terrorizing the Sorcery Institute?
      ----
      8 comments.
      ㅇㅇㅇ: Do it alone.
      ㄴ ㅇㅇ : Seriously lol, don't you know you'll get caught for posting crap like this? Even if you think you're anonymous, if they want to track you, they can. lol.
      ㄴ Kigaru: Can't we get rid of guys like this? There are so many of these idiots on the board these days, I want to smack them every time I see one.
      Maximizer: Stop this BS, do you think our Sorcery Institute's security sorcery is a joke?
      ㄴ Maximizer: There are dozens of security sorceries protecting the Institute, and if you act weird near the main building, the defense sorcery will activate immediately! Unless you want to be expelled or go to jail, just delete this post~
      ㄴ ㅇㅇ: For real, just wash your feet and go to sleep, anonymous. Don't act out and get expelled for nothing.
      Dogchumonster: If what this guy says sounds like nonsense, shall we give him a 'dogchume' upvote?
      ㄴ ㅇㅇㅇ : gogo~~~~~~
      ㄴ Dogshitlife: Me too ~~~~~
      -----
      At first glance, it seemed to be just another pointless post with no distinguishing features.
      But Kim Dojun knew exactly what it was, and he smiled.
      "All right, let's get ready."
      His eyes sparkled.
      ####
      The next day.
      Right as the fifth period began, after lunch break ended.
      It was now the fourth week, and even among the students of the Sorcery Institute, at least one or two were starting to doze off at this time. Kim Dojun was waiting, feeling a little bored, for the unfolding of events.
      'If only I'd known the exact time.'
      Kim Dojun glanced out the window.
      The scenery outside looked as peaceful and ordinary as always.
      He could see several buildings belonging to the Sorcery Institute, and in the distant practice room, students were all busy with their own things.
      There wasn't the slightest sign of anything unusual.
      'But something's supposed to happen today...'
      So thought Kim Dojun, recalling the passage from the Sorcery Killing Technique.
      'During class, a student expresses puzzlement while looking at a black dot... That was it.'
      If only he'd been told the time, waiting would have been easier, but the only clue for the start of the event was that single line, making it impossible to pinpoint a time.
      "Hmmm...."
      So, Kim Dojun simply gazed at the scenery and waited.
      And then, as the fifth period ended and the sixth period was about to begin—
      "Huh?"
      A student's voice, tinged with curiosity.
      At the same time—
      BOOOOOM!!!
      Seeing the garden in front of the main school building explode, Kim Dojun realized that finally, the 'Rampaging Spirits Incident', the second big event at the Sorcery Institute, was beginning.
      ####
      Kim Younghan, who had been conducting class as usual in first-year Class C, unconsciously jumped up and rushed to the window, startled by the sudden, tremendous boom.
      "!"
      He soon saw that the garden in front of the main building had completely vanished, leaving him so stunned that he could only stare vacantly. Yet even that expression did not last long.
      From the center of the ruined garden, a black barrier began to spread, engulfing the entire main building of the Sorcery Institute.
      "Huh?"
      "W-what is this?"
      "The surroundings are going black!"
      "H-huh?"
      Students began talking in confusion, but Kim Younghan was shocked.
      Since he had some knowledge of sorcery formations, he recognized what this dark barrier was.
      'This is... a high-ranking barrier formation!?'
      He couldn't identify the exact type, but Kim Younghan instantly sensed that it was a high-level barrier.
      Not only had it instantly cut off and isolated the area like this, but even the Sorcery Institute's security sorceries hadn't reacted at all.
      At the same moment, he understood what was happening.
      'A terror attack...!?'
      Realizing this, his mind filled with confusion and questions.
      The first question: Who would terrorize the Sorcery Institute, and why?
      The next question: How was the attack itself possible?
      'There must be dozens of sorceries and sorcery formations protecting the Institute...!'
      As one of the world's two major sorcerer training institutions, the Sorcery Institute's defenses were exceptionally thorough.
      Yet the instigator of this attack had managed to penetrate all those layers of sorcery and launch this terror assault...!
      That's why Kim Younghan looked so bewildered.
      "Uh... huh?"
      "What's that!?"
      "Evil spirits!"
      "There's so many!?"
      Startled by the panicked voices of the students, he looked down—
      "Holy...!?"
      Forgetting for a moment that he was an instructor, he couldn't help but curse.
      From the shattered garden, where the black barrier had started, a countless horde of evil spirits—so many that he couldn't even begin to count—were surging toward the main building.
      [Screeeee!]
      [Gyaaah!]
      Grotesque in appearance, uttering horrific cries, the evil spirits rapidly spread out to cover the area.
      [Attention! From now, all instructors are to immediately lead students to the first floor auditorium! Repeating: all instructors, escort the students to the auditorium NOW!]
      "!"
      With the announcement blaring over the school intercom, Kim Younghan snapped back to his senses.
      "Everyone, follow me immediately!"
      He shouted.
      With that, all the students frantically rushed out of the classroom after Kim Younghan.
      However—
      "Already!?"
      As he led the students out, Kim Younghan realized he was a step too late.
      [Screeeeee!]
      By the time Kim Younghan had responded to the intercom, the evil spirits were already flooding the corridors.
      'What do I do?'
      Kim Younghan racked his brain.
      If he was alone, he could have fought his way through these evil spirits to the auditorium.
      The summoned evil spirits here, to be honest, weren't particularly strong.
      The problem was the students under his care.
      'I could fight my way through, but there's no way I could protect this many students safely...!'
      If only Kim Younghan had the materials needed for his unique sorcery, it would be another story, but he was only carrying a textbook.
      'What should I do in this situation...!'
      He grit his teeth and stared at the slowly closing ranks of evil spirits.
      "...."
      Shin Se-yeon, too, frowned as she watched the evil spirits crowding the corridor before her.
      'There's enough to fill the whole hallway.'
      Evil spirits were even smashing through the windows now, not just cramming the hallway. Shin Se-yeon quickly assessed the situation.
      'If we stay here, we'll all die...!'
      Although the evil spirits weren't strong, they certainly weren't harmless.
      'If we hold our ground here, we could probably last...!'
      The students here, after all, were not just random nobodies—they were among the best in the world.
      That meant that, even if not advanced sorcery, they should at least be able to use basic spells and hold out for a while.
      Yes, for now, at least.
      But the problem was, even if they held their ground, the chance of anyone coming to help was extremely low.
      Given the situation, it was plain to see that other floors were probably facing similar circumstances.
      '... If only the second- and third-year students of the Sorcery Institute were in this same building...!'
      She frowned, eyeing the evil spirits as they drew closer.
      At that moment—
      "Hmm..."
      Hearing a familiar voice, Shin Se-yeon turned her head. She saw Kim Dojun standing there, an unperturbed look on his face.
      And in one hand, he held a pen.
      "...?"
      He wasn't just standing there holding a pen; he was gripping it like a dagger, miming repeated stabbing motions.
      "??"
      While Shin Se-yeon was looking at Kim Dojun with a puzzled expression—
      Shwik— shwik shwik!
      Kim Dojun, having swung his elegant pen like a dagger, nodded once as if he'd figured something out.
      "Let's begin."
      With those words, he started down the corridor, directly toward the oncoming evil spirits.
      Passing the other students—and even Kim Younghan.
      "Kim Dojun!? What are you doing!?" 
      Kim Younghan was horrified.
      "Stop!"
      He tried to grab Kim Dojun as he stepped forward.
      But before he could reach out and grab him—
      Tsk—!
      —Kim Dojun's figure disappeared.
      In the very next instant—
      [Screee—!]
      The evil spirits, a moment ago crawling furiously toward the students, began to freeze up, as if suffering from lag.
      Then, circular holes appeared in the bodies of the evil spirits that had been swarming the corridor.
      Pababababababam—!!
      They exploded all at once, as flamboyantly as firecrackers.
      Kim Younghan, Shin Se-yeon, and the students all gaped in shock.
      Kim Dojun reappeared, gazing at the pen he had gripped like a dagger with satisfaction.
      "Not bad,"
      he murmured.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
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      'The effect is definite.'
      Kim Dojun smiled as he looked at the pen he was holding, Haram's pen, and the evil spirits that crumbled in an instant.
      'At first, I wondered how I was supposed to get through this.'
      Having played Sorcery Killing Technique, he knew that the types of enemies that appeared in the Rampaging Spirit Incident were not possessed entities, which were susceptible to physical attacks, but purely spiritual entities that could only be harmed by spiritual power.
      Because he could not yet properly use sorcery, he had seriously worried for some time about how to deal with evil spirits that could not be affected by physical attacks, and in the end, he found one solution.
      'So, Haram's pen really was the answer.'
      As seen in the log window, Haram's pen originally had the effect of being able to discover the answers to ten questions per month, within the scope of honors student Haram's knowledge.
      However, what Kim Dojun focused on was not the pen's ability, but rather the fact that this pen could be equipped as a weapon in the game.
      'I remembered that it increased sorcery attack power by 1. Thank goodness.'
      It was because he remembered this gag gimmick set by the developers.
      "Impressive."
      As expected, Haram's pen held by Kim Dojun was proving to be a truly splendid weapon.
      Pa-pa-pa-pa-pat—!
      He was eliminating every single evil spirit that had invaded the school, not missing a single one.
      Meanwhile,
      Kim Younghan, who was watching the path Kim Dojun was carving out, thought—
      '... Huh.'
      He looked at him with a mixed expression of admiration and shock.
      The reason was the almost invisible speed Kim Dojun was displaying.
      'I did suspect it would be something, but is that Thunder God Sorcery(雷神術)...!?'
      Thunder God Sorcery(雷神術).
      Simply put, it was a sorcery that drastically accelerated physical abilities.
      But in reality, among sorcerers, those who could properly use Thunder God Sorcery were few and far between.
      Sorcerers skilled enough to use Thunder God Sorcery usually also had their own unique sorceries and preferred to use those over Thunder God Sorcery.
      But more fundamentally, the reason was that Thunder God Sorcery was incredibly difficult to use.
      'To begin with, Thunder God Sorcery requires inscribing twelve sorcery formations on one's own body as a medium, and all those sorcery formations must be operated simultaneously to employ this high-level spell...!'
      Obviously, if a human body exceeds its inherent speed limits, it breaks down.
      When Thunder God Sorcery is used, the augmented body cannot withstand the acceleration and is destroyed, so twelve sorcery formations are drawn to protect it.
      The first needed is a sorcery formation for physical reinforcement to keep the accelerated body from collapsing.
      Next, a thought-acceleration sorcery formation is needed to enable proper control of the over-accelerated body.
      Beyond that, several other formations for protection and control must all be drawn and managed simultaneously.
      In short, it's a technique with an almost hellish level of difficulty.
      But as Kim Younghan continued to watch Kim Dojun in combat, he soon realized his initial assumption was wrong.
      'Thunder God Sorcery...that's not it?'
      What Kim Dojun was displaying now resembled Thunder God Sorcery.
      However, what Kim Dojun was using was fundamentally different.
      Currently, Kim Dojun showed not even a hint of the energy typical of Thunder God Sorcery. Nor was there the inevitable scattering or instability of spiritual power that comes with it.
      Coming to the conclusion that what Kim Dojun was wielding wasn't Thunder God Sorcery, he thought:
      'Rather, he's using a sorcery that's clearly above Thunder God Sorcery, or perhaps... a unique sorcery?'
      With that thought,
      'Is this... a sorcery genius?'
      Genuinely awed, he watched Kim Dojun massacre the evil spirits.
      And Kim Dojun's display was not only impressing Kim Younghan.
      "Crazy—"
      "That has to be Thunder God Sorcery, right...?"
      "Isn't it amazing that anyone our age can actually use it?"
      "I did suspect something since he already showed it during entrance... now it makes sense why he always spaces out and naps in class..."
      "At this rate, he really doesn't need to bother with classes."
      The students following behind him were also in awe, though they hadn't reached Kim Younghan's deduction.
      And among those students, Shin Se-yeon, who was watching Kim Dojun, thought:
      '... I didn't realize he was this good....'
      She wore a genuinely shocked expression.
      'Of course, I knew he was a genius....'
      She had witnessed with her own eyes Kim Dojun taking down the boss of the spirit zone with a single blow, so she knew he was strong.
      Watching him, she had thought it was impressive, but she also felt a kind of competitive spirit.
      She'd believed, with more effort, she too could reach his level.
      But now—
      '... Is that possible?'
      She was forced to realize, to a staggering degree, the gap between herself and Kim Dojun.
      ... Of course, the guesses of Kim Younghan, the students, and Shin Se-yeon were all wrong.
      Because Kim Dojun was simply using his pure physical abilities alone.
      Yet, nobody had realized this.
      "W-We're here!"
      "Everyone, run!"
      Thus, thanks to Kim Dojun's feats, class 1-C was able to reach the auditorium.
      "Instructor Kim Younghan! Are the students okay!?"
      "Instructor Shim Yongseok! The students are safe!"
      Soon, class 1-C was able to reunite with other students and instructors who had evacuated to the auditorium before them.
      "What's the current situation?"
      "As you can see. The defensive sorcery formations on the Sorcery Institute building are working, so the evil spirits can't phase through the walls, and we're holding them back... but as you see, there are just too many."
      "Who on earth would do such a thing...?"
      Shaking his head at Kim Younghan's question, instructor Shim Yongseok replied with a trouble-burdened expression.
      "That's not the biggest issue right now. The problem is, of all the instructors, the ones here either need objects to use their unique sorceries or are specialized for fighting single entities. We're barely holding out."
      He looked around the auditorium.
      Some instructors were casting sorcery to block the evil spirits trying to break in through the windows. Others were drawing sorcery formations to try to delay the spirits' advance.
      Surrounding them, the students were assisting the instructors.
      While Kim Younghan was taking in the situation, time passed.
      "... But, you managed to get all the students down here even though you hadn't prepared a sorcery formation."
      Shim Yongseok asked.
      He knew Kim Younghan's unique sorcery was related to sorcery formations.
      Kim Younghan bowed his head, slightly embarrassed, and replied.
      "I had help from Kim Dojun."
      "Kim Dojun?"
      "Yes."
      Kim Younghan looked around for Kim Dojun, who should have been among the students of Class 1-C.
      "?"
      He soon showed a look of confusion.
      Kim Dojun, who should have been among the students, was nowhere to be seen.
      But then—
      "Oh, ohh!"
      "Is that guy insane!?"
      Kim Younghan turned towards the noise, toward the windows of the auditorium.
      "Hey, hey! Don't go out! You're gonna die!"
      Soon, Kim Younghan and Shim Yongseok spotted Kim Dojun trying to go outside through the auditorium window.
      ####
      'I can't waste any more time like this.'
      Answering the shouts of students and instructors trying to stop him, Kim Dojun slipped outside the building, now swarming with evil spirits.
      'The vicious spirit appears when the number of evil spirits in the school drops below half.'
      Kim Dojun's true target was the boss of the "Rampaging Spirit Incident" — the vicious spirit.
      He had come outside to deal with the evil spirits as fast as possible and trigger its appearance.
      "Huup—!"
      He began to slaughter the evil spirits clinging to the auditorium exterior.
      A spirit, madly scratching at the window and making eerie noises, suddenly had a hole appear in its head.
      Another, reaching for a student through a breached protective array, had a hole appear in its body.
      Still others, pushing their bodies in desperate attempts to enter the auditorium, all sprouted small holes—
      Paaaah—!
      And exploded.
      Once again, evil spirits vanished in an instant like a spectacular firework.
      How long did Kim Dojun circle the auditorium, cleaning up evil spirits this way?
      Bang!
      [Screeeeeeeeeeeeech──────!!!]
      The deafening noise made Kim Dojun grimace.
      'Finally.'
      He smiled at the sight of a colossal hand beginning to form at the center of the shattered courtyard. In contrast, however,
      "...!"
      Shim Yongseok, looking out the auditorium window, could only widen his eyes in shock.
      For amongst the evil spirits, the identity of that enormous hand was—
      "The vicious spirit...!"
      —an upper-level evil spirit, created as thousands of lesser evil spirits merged chaotically together.
      [Screeeeeeeech—!]
      Shim Yongseok looked with a hopeless expression at the monstrous body taking shape with eerie wails.
      The vicious spirit, composed of thousands of ninth-level evil spirits, was classified as a first-level spirit.
      With only the unprepared instructors here, there was no way to subdue a first-level vicious spirit without taking casualties.
      Despairing as the creature slowly completed its form, Shim Yongseok then noticed—
      "...?"
      —Kim Dojun, calmly walking toward the developing monster.
      Steadily, without a shred of fear, Kim Dojun approached.
      Shim Yongseok had seen Kim Dojun's skill moments earlier.
      Skill that defied his age.
      However, even with his abilities, facing a vicious spirit was suicidal. So he tried to stop him—
      Then, at that instant,
      "...!"
      Shim Yongseok saw.
      Kim Dojun's figure disappeared before his very eyes.
      Simultaneously—
      [Scre—]
      The vicious spirit, still forming, froze.
      Its gaping mouth, which had only moments before been constantly shrieking, fell silent.
      The gigantic arms, which had been smashing in wild arcs, hung frozen in mid-air.
      As if time itself had stopped, the vicious spirit was utterly motionless.
      In the next moment, Shim Yongseok saw it.
      Something had appeared on the arm of the enormous vicious spirit.
      Upon close inspection—though barely visible at a glance—he soon confirmed what he was seeing.
      "A...hole?"
      A hole.
      A small hole suddenly appeared on the spirit's gigantic arm, which had otherwise looked undamaged.
      At that instant—
      "...!!!"
      Everyone watching—Shim Yongseok, all students, and instructors—witnessed it.
      The stopped vicious spirit's body began to be riddled with myriad holes.
      And as fissures spread through the forming body, which had been assembling the creature's massive form, and it began to collapse—
      Clack.
      "If it's transforming—"
      Kim Dojun reappeared, saying,
      "—just kill it before it finishes."
      With his mischievous voice—
      Kugugugugugugugug—Kagagagak!!!!
      —the massive body of the vicious spirit being created began to shatter, breaking to pieces.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Easy for you to say....
      【(⩌_⩌ )】
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      Kkyu? (1)
      The second arc of the Sorcery Institute, the 'Rampaging Spirits Incident', had come to an end.
      The barrier formation that had been set up near the main building for first-years completely vanished after the vicious spirit was handled by Kim Dojun.
      As soon as the barrier formation dissipated, sorcerers from the association, who had deployed urgently due to the sudden terror attack, along with instructors who were dispelling the barrier from outside, began rescuing the students and launched an investigation into the details of the attack.
      Additionally, buildings damaged by evil spirits were being restored. Miraculously, there had been no fatalities—only injuries—so the first-year students of the Sorcery Institute were given a five-day temporary holiday.
      About two days had passed since the Rampaging Spirits Incident ended.
      -----
      Title: "Is it true that Kim Dojun killed the vicious spirit? Is this for real?"
      **Author:** wangbambbanggaja.
      Honestly, sounds like a lie lol
      ----
      882 comments.
      ㅇㅇㅇㅇㅇ: To be honest, it does seem like a lie. Kim Dojun did look seriously strong since the entrance ceremony, but saying he killed the class-1 vicious spirit alone seems exaggerated lol.
      ㄴwangbambbanggaja: lol Seriously, how could a first-year student, who hasn't even taken real combat classes, kill a class-1 vicious spirit?
      Koyomeyo: lololol If I hadn't seen it myself, I'd think it was a lie too, but since I witnessed it, there's no way I can call it a lie.
      ㄴwangbambbanggaja: Are you a first-year?
      ㄴKoyomeyo: Yeah, even now my heart pounds when I think about it. Kim Dojun disappeared and then reappeared with the vicious spirit utterly smashed, and he showed up in such a cool way, wow lol. As a guy, I nearly fell for him.
      ㄴwangbambbanggaja: Are you saying this is actually true...?
      Imalmanhaego: Is Kim Dojun a god? Is Kim Dojun a god? Kim Dojun is—
      ㄴLeukoku: This, right lol. If you saw the vicious spirit getting annihilated, this is all you can say. When that vicious spirit fell, all the first-years just stared dumbfounded at Kim Dojun. Legendary.
      ㄴIWantToBeASorceryGenius: Fact. Even the instructors looked stunned.
      ㄴCameraman: I thought I was going to die back then, I was literally shaking. If I'd known I'd survive, I would have filmed first. If I had, everyone would shut up, lol.
      ㄴJohnburMetawonVictory: To be honest, I thought about it a lot, and now I really regret not filming it, lol.
      ㄴCameraman: For real lol, if only I'd filmed it~
      SorceryFormationIsTheBest: I shall now commence worship of Kim Dojun. (worship emoji)
      ㄴOzoneLayer: (worship emoji)
      ㄴGujeonoryun: (worship emoji)
      ㄴPersonWithInsight: (worship emoji)
      ㄴKyamoru: (worship emoji)
      -----
      —Kim Dojun had become popular.
      Tap.
      Every time he scrolled down his smartphone, comments streamed down.
      Some doubted his defeat of the vicious spirit, but the rest were all pure praise.
      Seeing the comments, Kim Dojun gave a small chuckle, turned off his smartphone, and thought to himself.
      'If that vicious spirit had been left alone, it'd have been tough to take down.'
      The vicious spirit, created from the aggregation of many evil spirits, was classified as class-1. For someone like Kim Dojun, who couldn't use sorcery, it should have been impossible to handle it.
      Even though he had used Haram's pen as a weapon, the spiritual power attack it provided was only "+1".
      "Most class-1 possessed entities have anti-sorcery spiritual power, which cancels weaker sorceries."
      If the evil spirits had succeeded in transforming, Kim Dojun wouldn't have been able to catch the vicious spirit.
      Yeah, if it had succeeded in transforming.
      "But before it transformed, it wasn't strictly a vicious spirit yet—just a gathering of thousands of evil spirits."
      Even in the Sorcery Killing Technique, if you attacked the vicious spirit during transformation, it would bypass its defense, so Kim Dojun had recalled that.
      However, what was more important for him than having taken down the vicious spirit was—
      "This."
      It was the spirit bottle he was now holding in his hands.
      ----
      Ghost Liquor Bottle (鬼酒甁)
      Grade: ??
      Number of uses: 1
      Effect: You can seal a defeated spirit in the jug and brew it into 'liquor'.
      If you drink all of the liquor brewed from the spirit, you gain spiritual power according to the spirit's grade.
      Currently brewing the "vicious spirit" into 'liquor'.
      Time remaining: 31 days 21 hours 11 minutes 35 seconds.
      ----
      Checking the log displayed by the spirit bottle, Kim Dojun smiled in satisfaction.
      'This is going to be sweet.'
      He was sure that liquor brewed from an vicious spirit would drastically increase his pitiful spiritual power.
      'Although, it's a bit of a flaw that it takes so long.'
      But honestly, waiting a month for that much spiritual power was entirely worth it, so he decided to wait happily.
      'Is it almost time?'
      Recalling the appointment he had scheduled for today, he stood up from his seat.
      ####
      "A headache..."
      Head Instructor Kang Cheol-shin, who supervised all the instructors at the Sorcery Institute, was now clutching his throbbing head.
      Because of the terror incident at the Sorcery Institute a few days ago.
      The sudden attack had ignored the sorcery formations spread throughout the Institute, and had struck both the main building, where first-year classes were held, and the garden.
      Because of that, students and instructors had been put in danger.
      '... It's a miracle that not a single person died.'
      Even so, from the Institute's perspective, this was an immense problem.
      The Sorcery Institute's once sky-high prestige was beginning to waver because of this attack.
      "Haaa."
      Letting out a deep sigh, Kang Cheol-shin thought,
      'Where is the Director at a time like this...?'
      Technically, he was the one overseeing the Sorcery Institute, but the true owner and administrator was Director Yang Tae-hwi nicknamed Wanli.
      With the Institute's honor at stake, the Director should be at the forefront, not just the Head Instructor. Yet, although the Director surely knew the news, he hadn't shown himself.
      It was enough to drive anyone mad.
      "Hoo..."
      Another heavy sigh from Kang Cheol-shin.
      Still, even as he sighed, a plan to organize the current situation was neatly forming in his head.
      His method to regain the Sorcery Institute's faltering reputation was—
      "Make a hero."
      That is, to create a hero at the Sorcery Institute.
      "No, he actually performed heroically."
      Kang Cheol-shin recalled the stories about Kim Dojun he'd heard from instructors who had been inside the disaster zone.
      "Not only did he use Thunder God Sorcery, he dealt with the vicious spirit alone."
      He'd heard it wasn't the completed form, but that didn't change what Kim Dojun had accomplished.
      "If he hadn't stopped the vicious spirit, the damage would have been far worse."
      Thus, Kang Cheol-shin intended to commend Kim Dojun, making him the hero of this incident.
      That would serve as a new issue to help restore the Institute's shaken reputation.
      "But that's only a temporary fix."
      After all, the fact remained that the Sorcery Institute had been attacked.
      "I must catch the terrorist."
      —Kang Cheol-shin, eyes filled with steely determination, made his resolve.
      To be honest, he still had no clue who or what lay behind the attack, nor their motive, but he would accomplish his goal no matter what.
      For the sake of the Institute's pride.
      Having sorted out his thoughts, Kang Cheol-shin soon began making a phone call somewhere.
      ####
      As usual, Kim Dojun went out to the walking path and met with Dan, their meeting delayed by a day due to the Rampaging Spirits Incident.
      "... I heard you accomplished something big."
      Dan spoke up as soon as he saw him.
      "Eh, it wasn't a big deal."
      Kim Dojun replied lightly, making Dan's expression turn strange.
      "... That wasn't a big deal? I heard you took down the vicious spirit by yourself."
      "I took it down before it could transform."
      "...."
      Dan found himself thinking—Wasn't it actually even more impressive to defeat it before it transformed? He quickly shrugged and said to Kim Dojun,
      "I've got something for you."
      "For me?"
      He handed over a black ticket as he spoke.
      "Oh."
      As soon as he saw it, Kim Dojun recognized the ticket as one for the Pantheon, taking it with a satisfied look.
      "It's a ticket to the Pantheon... I was going to explain, but you seem to know already."
      "It's my first time seeing it in person."
      He answered Dan's question while looking over the ticket.
      '... In person, it just looks like a piece of paper.'
      The ticket Dan had handed over was a black slip with a red dot in the center.
      However, Kim Dojun had already seen illustrations of this ticket many times in the Sorcery Killing Technique.
      "Do you know how to use it?"
      As Kim Dojun examined it, Dan asked.
      "You just tear the center, right?"
      "Correct. Once you tear the center, the sorcery imbued in the ticket activates and you'll be sent to the Pantheon. The Pantheon is created and managed by Goseon's sorcery."
      Dan continued,
      "Just in case you don't know, when you go, make sure you wear a mask. Preferably one that has a perception-inhibiting sorcery formation on it."
      "And as you probably already know, since you know about the Pantheon, it's a lawless place. Goseon permits combat there, but it's best not to be filmed or caught on camera."
      If you do, it'll be a huge hassle, Dan implied. Listening to Dan's advice, Kim Dojun nodded and tucked the ticket into his pocket.
      Then, as if it was time, he went behind a tree off the walking path.
      Thunk—!
      Retrieving a crisp-sounding aluminum baseball bat, he said,
      "Bring it out. You've gone a few days without a beating, so I need to re-instill proper manners."
      He ordered Dan to summon Tam.
      Dan was about to say something, but—
      "... I think it's best if you just see it for yourself this time."
      Dan replied, and began summoning Tam.
      After a short while, as Kim Dojun raised his bat to strike Tam, who emerged from Dan's shadow—
      "?"
      He couldn't help but wear a puzzled expression.
      "... What's this?"
      "It's Tam."
      "... This?"
      Because, on Dan's shadow where Tam should have been, there was a cat with peculiarly fluffy fur.
      "... What happened?"
      "I, uh, think it evolved in response to its environment."
      "What does that mean?"
      Dan, after pondering for a moment, explained that Tam has the characteristic of evolving in response to survival instincts and its environment.
      Listening to the explanation, Kim Dojun replied,
      "So, basically, it didn't want to get beaten, so it took the one form people least want to hit—a cat? Is that it?"
      "... That seems about right."
      With a dumbfounded look,
      "Kkyu?"
      Tam tilted its head with a "kkyu?" sound and a cute expression, leaving Kim Dojun staring at it, unable to do anything but watch.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Damn, the shikigami got traumatized.
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      Kkyu? (2)
      [Kkyu?]
      "What the hell...?"
      Kim Dojun stared at the fluffy cat... No, at Tam, right in front of his eyes.
      Tam tilted its head slightly as it met his gaze, looking straight at him.
      But what was even more absurd—
      "Your voice changed too?"
      "... Honestly, I'm flustered myself."
      That very Tam, whose voice had been so bizarre, now spoke in a very cute, tiny animal-like voice.
      "Huh...."
      Tam looked up at him with very bright, shiny eyes and glossy fur. Kim Dojun soon moved his hand to pet Tam's fur.
      Fluffy, fluffy.
      Extremely fluffy.
      'Was there anything like this in the Sorcery Killing Technique?'
      Kim Dojun, stroking Tam as if it was truly fascinating, soon shook his head.
      'I don't think I've ever seen this before.'
      He had seen countless forms and evolutionary stages of Tam in the Sorcery Killing Technique, and Tam always transformed into some kind of monster or bizarre alien.
      'It's really something.'
      He found it novel to see Tam transformed into a form he had never witnessed even while playing.
      Although he could call it a cat, in truth, Tam's appearance seemed more focused on being cuter than an actual cat.
      Kim Dojun slowly removed his hand from Tam, who was eagerly rubbing its body against his palm.
      '... But logically, wouldn't it be normal to try to become stronger and resist after being beaten this badly?' He considered this and posed the question to Dan.
      "Since Tam is by nature a created spirit creature, its temperament should be violent and aggressive, so it would have made sense for it to change as you said...."
      "But this is what happened?"
      "If I try to stretch a reason for it... I think Tam instinctively chose another option instead of fighting, realizing there's absolutely no way to defeat you."
      "Did I hit too hard?"
      "... It did seem a bit excessive."
      At Dan's words, Kim Dojun looked at Tam.
      Tam was still making that pure expression, as if to say, 'I don't know anything.'
      "So, after it evolved, how is it? Is it still tormenting you?"
      Even as Tam continued to act like this, he asked Dan, still finding the situation absurd.
      Regardless of Tam's transformation, if it was still tormenting Dan mentally, Kim Dojun figured he would have to deal with it.
      But Dan shook his head.
      "No, ever since it ended up like this, it hardly bothers me at all."
      "Doesn't even talk?"
      "Right, not a single word. Apparently, Tam gains intelligence as it evolves, so I thought it'd be more troublesome after evolving, but it doesn't speak at all."
      "Combat abilities?"
      "... Honestly, I'm not sure, but Tam's combat ability doesn't seem tied to its form in the first place, so I assume it's the same."
      Kim Dojun, hearing that, put away his baseball bat with a satisfied expression.
      If Tam wasn't tormenting Dan anymore, he had no further reason to beat Tam up.
      He once again bent down and gently patted Tam's head, feeling a sense of satisfaction.
      'Truly, in this world, the ultimate remedy is a good beating.'
      As he looked at Tam, who reaffirmed his theory that being rough was best for a disobedient creature, a question suddenly came to mind.
      "By the way, why an animal? Couldn't it have been a human, for instance?"
      "... Maybe it thought even as a human, it could still get hit."
      "True, unless you're a kid, that's likely."
      "So why ask all of a sudden?"
      "Well, if it gained intelligence, wouldn't it be better to at least be able to communicate, rather than not talking at all?"
      At Kim Dojun's words, Dan showed a strange expression.
      "... After suffering so much mental trauma before, I'd actually prefer things to stay like this for a while. Not that it's something I can control."
      Dan glanced at Tam, then turned back to Kim Dojun and said,
      "So, are we done meeting like this for now?"
      "Well, since there's no need to beat Tam anymore, we don't have to meet often... Maybe we should prepare after midterms?"
      "? Where are you going?"
      Dan asked at those words.
      Kim Dojun grinned, pulled out the ticket he had tucked away, and waved it.
      "To the Pantheon, obviously."
      He announced.
      "? ... Wait, am I supposed to go too?"
      Dan's next question followed.
      Truthfully, he hadn't originally planned to take Dan with him. However—
      'I've come up with a very good plan.'
      "I told you, didn't I? That I'd help you become your clan's successor. It's for that preparation, so keep your schedule clear for that time."
      Since a great opportunity had come to mind while planning to make money, Kim Dojun decided to bring Dan along this time.
      "... Understood."
      Dan, after a brief moment of thought, finally nodded to Kim Dojun's request.
      With that, Kim Dojun waved and left the walkway.
      And neither of them noticed—
      [....]
      —that Tam's eyes were strangely gleaming.
      ####
      Right after finishing up with Dan, Kim Dojun headed straight for where Han Soyeon was.
      "Ah, you're here."
      When he entered the café in downtown— the agreed-upon meeting spot— Han Soyeon greeted him with a delighted expression.
      Looking at her, Kim Dojun sat down across from her.
      "All right, then—"
      And then—
      "I wanted to hear your wise opinion on how I might be able to torment Ju Yu-dam as painfully as possible."
      Han Soyeon spoke with a smile.
      "...."
      In fact, from Kim Dojun's point of view, it would have been far better if Han Soyeon got to the main topic(?) quickly instead of focusing on tormenting them.
      'Still, after suffering that much, of course she'd want revenge.'
      He understood Han Soyeon's feelings.
      To be honest, even if it were Kim Dojun, after being bullied by the same person for years, he wouldn't have just let them off either.
      'If it were me, I'd probably go up Namsan Tower and slam them down from there...'
      With that thought, he began to seriously consider Han Soyeon's question and soon spoke.
      "That Ju Yu-dam fellow, was she the ringleader who used to bully you?"
      "Yes, unfortunately, she wasn't present at the time, so I haven't had a chance to lay a hand on her once."
      Han Soyeon spoke as if genuinely disappointed.
      She definitely still seemed timid as before, but what she was saying sounded more thuggish than any delinquent story he'd ever heard—a brief moment of incongruity.
      "Hmhm...."
      Unintentionally clearing his throat, Kim Dojun resumed the conversation.
      "Then why not start by landing a punch or two?"
      "... You mean just hit her?"
      "Haven't you said you never hit her before?"
      Since Kim Dojun had never bullied anyone before, he offered the most straightforward solution that came to mind.
      After all, the simplest and most actionable revenge his mind could come up with was violence.
      But Han Soyeon shook her head at his proposal.
      "That's a bit...."
      Seeing her obviously uncomfortable with the idea, Kim Dojun made a peculiar face.
      'Did she send all her tormentors to the hospital, and only afterwards started feeling bad about hitting people or something?'
      He thought that, but upon hearing her next words, Kim Dojun realized he had misunderstood.
      "I just think that's too light."
      "...?"
      "Don't you think so? He bullied me for over 900 days, so I can't just hit her lightly. If I hit her hard, she'd end up in the hospital, wouldn't she?"
      "... I suppose?"
      "If she's hospitalized, I won't be able to torment her during her stay."
      "... What if you went to the hospital to get her there?"
      "The instructors would notice. Once the instructors start paying attention to me, it becomes harder to bully her."
      "...."
      "So I can't hit Ju Yu-dam. If I did, she'd just get a break while she's hospitalized. I want her to feel the same pain, day by day. Every day was so painful for me."
      Han Soyeon spoke, face unfazed—smiling, even.
      At that,
      "... Det...?"
      Kim Dojun, unable to help himself, let out that sound in his confusion.
      But Han Soyeon paid him no mind and continued,
      "So here's what I thought: Why not start with physical pain? They say the more severe the psychological pain, the less sensitive people become to physical pain."
      "But that's too wasteful, right? I'd like Ju Yu-dam to feel every kind of pain. Even more than I did. If you bully someone, you should pay for it, after all."
      "So I—"
      Han Soyeon went on, her expression almost gleeful.
      Watching her, Kim Dojun thought silently,
      '... There really is a reason malignant spirits choose their hosts.'
      At least, the Han Soyeon before him now seemed so unhinged that even he had to silently exclaim, 'Whoa...'
      '... I'll have to be careful when dealing with those fated to be bosses.'
      Since he would eventually have to go through every future boss character to escape this place, Kim Dojun resolved himself once again.
      "Thank you. That was truly helpful. Having someone understand really is a wonderful thing...!"
      "...."
      After a conversation that, for about 30 minutes, included none of Kim Dojun's own opinions, Han Soyeon made her farewell, scheduling another meeting for next time.
      '... Candidates for malignant spirit hosts really are dangerous.'
      Kim Dojun thought once again in earnest as he left the café after hearing Han Soyeon's story.
      And rather than returning to his single dorm, he headed for the walkway.
      Because he still had one more appointment left.
      'I need to meet Shin Se-yeon.'
      He recalled his promise with her and headed over.
      After about ten minutes of walking to the designated spot, he saw her standing there.
      From a glance, Shin Se-yeon looked extremely displeased.
      "You're late!"
      She complained the moment Kim Dojun appeared, her expression full of irritation.
      Looking at Shin Se-yeon, Kim Dojun was suddenly reminded of Han Soyeon.
      Their appearance and personality were nothing alike, but they had one point in common.
      That was, both would one day become bosses after being possessed by malignant spirits.
      'There's a reason malignant spirits attach to people and make them bosses.'
      Kim Dojun gazed quietly at Shin Se-yeon.
      "... Why are you looking at me like that?"
      Noticing his unusual behavior, Shin Se-yeon momentarily became a bit serious in response.
      "Just as I thought."
      "?"
      She gave him a questioning look as Kim Dojun nodded in apparent understanding.
      And then—
      "Certainly, it takes a delinquent to match another one."
      Which was immediately met with a sudden right hook.
      "... Picking a fight with me at our first meeting in ages?"
      She responded with a genuinely furious expression.
      And so, that day too, Kim Dojun concluded all his appointments with training alongside Shin Se-yeon before returning to his dorm room.
      "Well, I've done everything I had planned for today...."
      He muttered without meaning to.
      "Now, should I start preparing for the Pantheon?"
      He began getting ready to head for the Pantheon.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Damn it, Tam bending the knee like that will just reinforce Dojun's retarded nonsense.
      But it seems Tam has other plans...
      【(⩌‸⩌ )】
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      Whisper
      Kim Dojun recalled the two items he needed to enter Pantheon.
      'The first is the ticket to Pantheon that Goseon made... I've already acquired this, so there's no problem.'
      As he fiddled with the black ticket tucked inside his clothes, he continued his thoughts.
      'What's left now is the mask.'
      The mask.
      It was one of those almost essential items to prepare in order to enter Pantheon.
      'For criminals whose names are already known, it's probably easier and even helpful to walk around bare-faced. But for me, there's no merit to doing that in a city of criminals.'
      Just as Dan had told him, it was best for anyone who wasn't a criminal to hide their identity as much as possible. Kim Dojun suddenly recalled a setting he'd seen in Sorcery Killing Technique.
      'I think originally, it wasn't always a city of criminals.'
      Apparently, Pantheon was originally a neutral city that didn't belong to any country.
      But as efforts were made to create a truly neutral city, free from the intervention of any nation, it naturally became a hiding place for heinous criminals looking to evade capture.
      Pantheon didn't expel even these kinds of criminals, as long as they abided by the basic rules within Pantheon. Eventually, he'd learned in the game's information that this was how it became a city of criminals.
      'Well, that's not what's important right now. It's getting a mask. A mask with a cognition interference sorcery cast on it.'
      He thought of the routes through which he could acquire a mask right away.
      'There's no place openly selling masks with cognition interference drawn on them. The first thing that comes to mind is the black market—'
      He shook his head soon after.
      'But going overseas just to get a mask at an exorbitant price with an unethical premium added isn't really appealing.'
      Kim Dojun excluded the black market from his options and continued to ponder where he could get a mask.
      "Ah."
      He let out a small exclamation.
      'That place exists.'
      Recalling the settings from Sorcery Killing Technique, he waited for the next day to come.
      So, on the weekend—
      "Let's go."
      He went out, intent on getting himself a mask.
      ####
      The destination Kim Dojun headed to was Donghae, Gangwon Province, about two hours from the Sorcery Institute.
      Swoooosh—!
      The East Sea's waves, cutting through the water refreshingly just by looking.
      He took in the scenery of the countryside that unfolded wide before him, with the sea as the backdrop.
      He then averted his gaze immediately to an abandoned factory complex next to it.
      It wasn't a mere skeleton of a building like the rest stops he had seen before; in fact, the somewhat maintained structure made it feel all the more eerie.
      Kim Dojun focused his eyes on a particularly large and blue-painted factory in the complex and started walking towards it.
      Step.
      Standing before the abandoned factory, Kim Dojun entered without hesitation.
      Crash!
      The moment he stepped inside the factory, a wall appeared before him.
      No—to be precise—
      Thud! Rumble! Thud!
      The wall began to form.
      A wall that appeared out of thin air quickly blocked his way and was turning into a complex maze.
      But as he observed this, a smirk played at the corner of his lips.
      'That's the answer.'
      The reason Kim Dojun had made the trip to Donghae today was precisely for this factory—or, to be more accurate, to find the 'Illusory Maze' said to have been created by a legendary sorcerer.
      Creak—! Creak, creak, creak!
      Even as he was thinking, walls materialized from the air, locking and twisting and rotating, dizzying his vision.
      After a bit more time passed—
      Thud!
      With a massive sound, the maze completed itself.
      "..."
      Kim Dojun glanced backward.
      All he could see was a wall, not the entrance he'd come through.
      'Exactly as it was in Sorcery Killing Technique.'
      Midway through the game's story, once the player got hints about the 'Legendary Sorcerer' through the library or the internet, they could come here. It was a maze with such a terrible difficulty level that it was clearly designed to torment the player.
      'There are no monsters to gain experience from, and it's so hard that all it gives you is a ton of stress.'
      On top of that, the developers had thrown puzzle elements throughout the maze to double the suffering of players already struggling.
      Of course, Kim Dojun had managed to clear this maze after several grueling hours in Sorcery Killing Technique.
      'I'm no genius. I don't have the maze's pattern memorized.'
      In fact, back when he played, he pretty much rage-clicked everywhere due to frustration, and somehow managed to clear it with an "Oh, I did it?" kind of feeling—truthfully, he had no confidence in solving the maze now.
      He was never particularly talented at using his head.
      Which meant Kim Dojun might have to go through hell here all over again, but he wasn't especially worried about it.
      "Hup...!"
      Because he'd never planned on properly solving the maze in the first place.
      Smash!
      Immediately, Kim Dojun swung his fist and shattered a section of the maze wall trapping him.
      Crack!
      The maze crumbled like tofu.
      However—
      "Oh...?"
      The broken pieces squirmed as if alive and quickly repaired themselves.
      Watching this, Kim Dojun only smiled.
      "This is even better..."
      At first, he'd been afraid that breaking the maze would prevent him from earning the reward, but if it regenerated like this, the situation was different.
      'The reward should be on the fifth floor....'
      After glancing up at the ceiling, he let out a big sigh.
      "Phew..."
      He bent down, gathering strength in his legs.
      Crack—!
      Kim Dojun's feet left cracks in the defenseless ground.
      "Hup!"
      CRAAASH!
      Kim Dojun's body shot up, smashing through the maze's ceiling in an instant.
      And—
      Unlike the over five hours spent in Sorcery Killing Technique—
      "Arrived."
      He reached the top of the Illusory Maze just three minutes after getting trapped inside.
      Whooom—!
      As the hole he'd made in the floor swiftly repaired itself, a grand old door came into view.
      Knowing that was the exit of the Illusory Maze, Kim Dojun strode forward and opened the door.
      Creak—!
      He strode into the roughly opened door and immediately saw a box in the room.
      A treasure chest that seemed as though it had come straight out of a fantasy story.
      After confirming it, Kim Dojun immediately opened the chest.
      Inside, he found a small vial.
      Ding!
      ----
      Special Antidote.
      Grade: Advanced
      Effect: When ingested while afflicted by a status ailment, it immediately cures the abnormality and grants immunity to it for exactly one day afterward.
      ----
      A log window appeared as soon as he lifted the vial.
      As he confirmed it, he thought,
      'When I first cleared the Illusory Maze after more than five hours and got this, I cursed out loud, wondering if this was seriously the only reward.'
      But now, Kim Dojun tucked the antidote away with a satisfied expression.
      For him, the meager reward from the Illusory Maze was only a bonus.
      The real reason Kim Dojun had come here was not this antidote, but something else.
      'It should be around here somewhere.'
      Scanning the grand room, Kim Dojun soon spotted a mask hanging on one wall.
      A mask shaped like a scorpion's face.
      Staring at it, Kim Dojun murmured,
      "Found it."
      ####
      In the game, he couldn't obtain anything beyond the antidote in this room.
      Even so, the reason he'd sought out the Illusory Maze was because of a passage regarding the mask that appeared when the player investigated the room as a player.
      'I don't remember it in detail...'
      Of course, it was just a passing description, so he didn't remember it precisely, but the explanation still lingered in his head:
      'A mask covered with all sorts of sorcery formations; if it can be properly used and possessed, it has incredible value.'
      Despite the enticing description, the reason he hadn't—or rather, couldn't—take the mask back then was because of the passage that immediately followed when he clicked the mask.
      'A menacing power can be felt. Best not to mess with it... or something like that.'
      In short, since the developers had set it as such, Kim Dojun was unable to touch the mask in the game.
      But this was not the game—this was reality.
      Without hesitation, Kim Dojun walked over to the spot where the mask was hanging and grabbed it.
      Just as he'd hoped, unlike in the game, no log window popped up to stop him, and the mask came right into his hand.
      Ding!
      A log window appeared before his eyes as soon as he picked up the mask.
      ----
      Eccentric Immortal's Scorpion Mask.
      Grade: Advanced
      Special Effect: When worn, 'Eccentric Immortal's Tail' will grow using the wearer's spiritual power.
      Effect: When worn, the mask's cognition interference sorcery formation prevents others from recognizing you. Additionally, with a distortion sorcery formation and memory assistance sorcery formation, it forces you to speak in a particular manner.
      ----
      "Amazing."
      Looking at the log, Kim Dojun displayed a deeply satisfied smile.
      The scorpion mask was powerful enough for the phrase 'menacing power can be felt' to come up; he remained beaming as he put the mask on.
      The next moment—
      "Hup?!"
      Kim Dojun suddenly felt something getting sucked out of him—SHWAAAAK!—and involuntarily gasped.
      The stinging pain all over his body made him fear something was wrong for a brief moment.
      "... Was that my spiritual power being drained?"
      Soon he realized, along with a deep emptiness throughout his body, that every bit of his already scant spiritual power had been drained. Turning to look behind him—
      "Oh..."
      Kim Dojun saw a huge scorpion tail extending from his waist.
      A tail made of black carapace, looking exceedingly sturdy.
      "... Kinda cool, actually?"
      He could see faint, dark spiritual power flowing between the joints, as if to show that it was moved by spiritual power, not a real tail. Without even realizing it, he murmured to himself.
      Kim Dojun tried, as a test, to move the tail, but soon gave up.
      'It doesn't move at all.'
      The tail of the Eccentric Immortal didn't move a bit.
      He attempted to move it once again, but gave up neatly.
      'Well, what matters is the mask's function, not the tail.'
      Since the tail wasn't what he needed in the first place, he thought no more of it, soon taking off the mask and tucking it inside his jacket.
      "Time to head back."
      Having obtained the mask to use at Pantheon, Kim Dojun left the factory zone with a smile and returned to the Sorcery Institute.
      And so the weekend ended.
      After the first day of week six ended, inside the Sorcery Institute building—
      Kim Dojun said,
      "I used this well."
      "... What's this?"
      To Han Soyeon,
      "It's the item you gave me last time. The bottle of water with cyanide."
      He handed the cyanide water bottle to Han Soyeon.
      "... Eh?"
      ... The cyanide water bottle, with only half left in it.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
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      Why Are You Coming Out From There? (1)
      "Don't tell me, did you poison the drinking water...?"
      Han Soyeon lightly shook her head at my instinctive question, which slipped out as the thought flashed through my mind: Han Soyeon poisoned the drinking water!
      "Of course not. I don't have a good opinion of those who stood by while I was bullied, but even so, I wouldn't go that far."
      At her words, Kim Dojun relaxed a little, nodding as if to say, 'Well, of course.'
      "But, you know, even if I had put something in the water, the amount would have been too little to have much effect."
      "..."
      Hearing that, Kim Dojun froze mid-motion.
      'Then, if it had been effective...?'
      "So I just used an appropriate amount."
      Kim Dojun cautiously asked, "... Don't tell me, did you give all this water to Ju Yu-dam's gang?"
      "Nope. Not all of it."
      "Not all of it...?"
      "Yes. If I made them drink all this water, they'd die right away and I wouldn't get to have any fun tormenting them. Why would I let them off so easy?"
      Han Soyeon grinned broadly as she said this.
      "... So then?"
      When Kim Dojun found his mouth opening without his consent, Han Soyeon answered.
      "I spread it on bread and gave it to them."
      "... Bread?"
      "Yep. If I bullied them openly, the instructors would just notice. So I thought, maybe I'd pretend to apologize while at it. I spread it like jam on their bread."
      It was sooo hard to get that fine balance—painful but not life-threatening, you know? I practiced a lot! Han Soyeon added as an afterthought.
      "...."
      She told the story with the same tone someone might use to say, it's so hard to measure the right water for ramen, and Kim Dojun found himself once again staring blankly at her.
      "... So, did those guys eat the bread you gave them?"
      "Of course."
      "... Without any suspicion?"
      "I showed them a little demonstration of what would happen if they didn't eat it."
      Crunch!
      "...."
      Hearing a sudden sound behind her as she spun around with a smile, Kim Dojun fell silent, then finally spoke.
      "... By any chance, have you been hearing any strange voices in your ear lately?"
      "What do you mean?"
      "For example, 'give yourself up to revenge' or something like that."
      Listening to Han Soyeon's deeds, he couldn't help but wonder if she'd already been possessed by an evil spirit, so he asked.
      "Nope? Nothing like that."
      At her answer, Kim Dojun's face turned a bit more serious.
      'So, evil spirits really don't attach to just anyone.'
      He realized again, a new lesson learned.
      'If she's like this without even having an evil spirit...'
      He thought, maybe the evil spirit meant for Han Soyeon would just sigh and give up if it saw her as she is now.
      "... So, is your revenge going well?"
      "What do you mean~ It's just started."
      "... Is that so?"
      "Yeah, I've only come up with ideas so far. Especially for Ju Yu-dam... That bitch needs a lot more work."
      Han Soyeon's eyes gleamed slyly.
      "Come to think of it, you said last time you'd started on Ju Yu-dam."
      "Yes, I'm a bit worried, actually. She already seems to be having a hard time lately."
      "... You're worried about someone you're bullying?"
      "Well, it's only been a few days. I don't want her to break down too soon~"
      "...."
      What on earth was he supposed to say to that? Kim Dojun debated for a moment, then just nodded.
      "Good luck with that."
      If she were bullying some innocent bystander, it would obviously be a problem, but her target was Ju Yu-dam's gang.
      They had tormented Han Soyeon horribly for years.
      And since Kim Dojun knew about it from the game, he had no intention of stopping her.
      Payback was only fair.
      Besides, the faster Han Soyeon handled those jerks, the faster Kim Dojun could make his own escape.
      As if pleased by his answer, Han Soyeon beamed.
      "Having someone who understands is really nice."
      With that, she added,
      "Well then, I'll come find you again after I've made them suffer some more."
      She took light steps, genuinely in a good mood, and soon disappeared.
      "... An understanding person?"
      Kim Dojun tilted his head at Han Soyeon's words, then shrugged and started walking toward the path where Shin Se-yeon was waiting.
      ####
      After finishing his usual training with Shin Se-yeon,
      "Haah, haah...."
      Kim Dojun spoke to Shin Se-yeon, who was sprawled out as if she might die.
      "... You're going to skip training for a week?"
      "Midterms are next week. I need to start getting ready."
      "So even a genius who traded away her morals needs to study, huh."
      "... Are you teasing me on purpose?"
      "Didn't you call yourself a genius before?"
      "I still have to review! Every time I train with you, I collapse and can't even find time to study afterward!"
      "Weak."
      "Ha! And you? You think you don't need to prepare at all?"
      Apparently rested, Shin Se-yeon sat up and retorted.
      Kim Dojun watched her and thought,
      'Midterms, huh... Definitely an important event.'
      Though he wasn't interested in studying, he was well aware the midterm was coming up next week.
      'I don't care about the score, but if I bomb this test, I probably won't be able to get a single room in the dorm next semester.'
      But there was a catch.
      'The Sorcery Institute's midterm is 100% written.'
      Finals would include some practicals, and from the second semester onward, classes would focus more on practical sorcery. But for first years, the midterm was always written-only.
      In other words, given he was bad at academics, his grades were pretty much guaranteed to tank.
      Of course, he'd been diligently(?) learning sorcery from the Sorcerer King's book lately, but that alone wasn't enough to aim for first place.
      Still, Kim Dojun wasn't that worried about the upcoming midterm.
      No, actually—
      "Of course. Even if the test were tomorrow, I wouldn't get a single question wrong."
      He was so confident it came out naturally.
      'Because I have a way.'
      Shin Se-yeon frowned as if in disbelief at Kim Dojun's confidence and spoke up.
      "... Do you even know how hard the exam is?"
      "Of course."
      He nodded, recalling settings he'd seen when playing Sorcery Killing Technique.
      'The Sorcery Institute's midterm is so difficult that even active sorcerers would struggle to solve it.'
      To put it bluntly, the test was just insanely hard.
      Watching Kim Dojun reply with such certainty, Shin Se-yeon let out a dry chuckle, then spoke.
      "If you're that confident, want to make a bet?"
      "A bet?"
      "Yes, a bet! If you get every problem right on the midterm, I'll do anything you want!"
      She proposed it, certain it would never happen.
      "Deal."
      Kim Dojun nodded without hesitation.
      Shin Se-yeon smiled and continued.
      "But! If you get even one problem wrong, you have to tell me your real reason!"
      "My reason?"
      "Yeah, don't just say 'none of your business' like before—tell me your real motive for helping me!"
      Though she'd followed Kim Dojun's training, Shin Se-yeon was always curious.
      What exactly motivated him to help her?
      That's why she set such a condition.
      Kim Dojun quickly agreed.
      "Sure."
      With his acceptance, Shin Se-yeon grinned as if she'd caught him.
      No matter how much of a prodigy Kim Dojun was, not a single student had ever gotten a perfect score on the Sorcery Institute's midterm before.
      "Don't forget that promise."
      With that, their training for the day ended completely.
      ####
      For first-years, the sixth week at the Sorcery Institute passed more quietly than week one or two.
      Quite naturally, the reason was the upcoming midterms in week seven.
      The instructors began giving free time to prepare for midterms starting Wednesday, and the classrooms, which had grown noisy with faction rivalry, now held a quiet and tense atmosphere—even during break times.
      But even in that tense classroom, Kim Dojun stayed much the same as always.
      On Thursday after class, as he was heading back to the dorm and browsing Sorcery-Institute on his smartphone, Kim Dojun stumbled upon a particularly interesting post.
      -----
      [Sorcery-Institute Incident Board]
      ----
      Title: Does anyone know why Ju Yu-dam's been so dead quiet lately?
      Author: TheSeasonoftheFoxWillCome
      Same as the title. She was always running her mouth and messing with everyone, but lately, she's been all quiet like a mouse. Anyone know what's up?
      ----
      6 comments.
      ㅇㅇ : lol judging by this question, you must be from Class D, but yeah I'm curious too. Those guys always used to act up but recently they've just shut up. If you look closely, they all seem down too.
      ㄴ ㅇㅇㅇ : fr, did they get beat up or something? They're so quiet lol
      ㄴ ㅇㅇ : Now that you mention it, I think it started after they got thrashed by some girl. Ju Yu-dam didn't look the same the next day either.
      ㄴ ㅇㅇㅇ : Some aren't even coming to class anymore. I heard they're not even in the hospital—they're just not showing up.
      ...
      ...
      ..
      .
      ----
      "...."
      Rather than interesting, the post was just visual proof that Han Soyeon's revenge was progressing step by step.
      Kim Dojun found himself impressed again by Han Soyeon as he thought,
      'How exactly is she tormenting them?'
      Though he'd heard some details from Han Soyeon herself, he'd never actually seen it for himself, which made him curious all over again.
      '... Come to think of it, there's probably no benefit in knowing more.'
      As he recalled a few things Han Soyeon had said, Kim Dojun found himself making a strange face.
      If what she told him was all true, then even her destined evil spirit of revenge, kuniz, would probably show up and say, 'What the hell is this?'
      '... The cyanide bread was shocking enough.'
      Honestly, when he first heard the idea, he almost smacked his forehead. Was it even possible to torment someone worse than that?
      'Truly... Some people are just born to be the perfect vessel for an evil spirit.'
      As he was mulling that over on his way to the dorm,
      Over by the walking path near the Sorcery Institute's double rooms for first-years...
      "Kyaaaaaaa!!! Gasp!"
      A shriek echoed through the area.
      "Did you know this, everyone?"
      In between the screams—
      "If someone gets shot with a handgun—"
      Han Soyeon, with a handgun in hand,
      "—they don't die as easily as you think, apparently?"
      was facing Ju Yu-dam's gang.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
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      Ju Yu-dam was arrogant.
      It was partly because she was the eldest daughter of the Yugeon Clan, one of the top ten clans in Korea.
      But what truly allowed her to be arrogant was that she had a certain talent for sorcery.
      In fact, she was good enough to have entered the Sorcery Institute with a fairly high rank.
      So then, why had someone like Ju Yu-dam bullied Han Soyeon for years, ever since middle school?
      Was it because her first meeting with Han Soyeon hadn't gone well?
      Or perhaps, had something bad happened while spending time with Han Soyeon?
      Or was there something related to Han Soyeon that displeased her?
      No.
      It was none of those things.
      The one and only reason Ju Yu-dam had bullied Han Soyeon since middle school until now—
      No, perhaps it could be said there wasn't even a reason.
      It was simply because she found it fun.
      Yes,
      It was fun.
      Of course, if one insisted on naming an additional reason for why she singled out Han Soyeon—
      'Because Han Soyeon is an orphan.'
      Even if she went a bit too far while bullying, she figured she could get away with it.
      Ju Yu-dam found real enjoyment in tormenting powerless weaklings who couldn't fight back.
      That was why Ju Yu-dam bullied Han Soyeon.
      Purely for fun.
      To satisfy her own base desires.
      She bullied her for no justifiable reason.
      After all, she was certain that Han Soyeon would never rebel against her.
      Yes, she had been so sure.
      "Kkyaaah!"
      Ju Yu-dam screamed from the terrible pain in her arm—
      Tsk.
      "Shh."
      "Heeek...!"
      —and then, feeling the cold muzzle of a handgun press against one side of her head, she let out a small, fearful whimper without even realizing it.
      Drip—
      At the same time, a drop of blood fell onto her head.
      With trembling eyes, Ju Yu-dam looked around her.
      What she saw was a blood-soaked path.
      Several students seemed to have been shot in the arms or legs and were crawling on the ground, groaning and bleeding.
      "-"
      Ju Yu-dam sensed something was off.
      And the reason was—
      'I... can't hear anything?'
      Her friends, shot by the gun just in front of her eyes, were screaming like mad.
      Some were shouting something through tears.
      Some looked like they were yelling with their mouths wide open.
      However—
      "-"
      Despite all this, no sound reached Ju Yu-dam's ears.
      All she could feel was the coldness of the gun barrel and the lukewarm sensation of blood droplets falling from Han Soyeon's hair onto her.
      "Isn't this fascinating?"
      In this bizarre situation, Han Soyeon spoke with a smile.
      Ju Yu-dam continued to look at her with trembling, fearful eyes.
      Han Soyeon, still calm, said,
      "The truth is, even if you scream, no one will hear you. Right now, the one who has descended into my body through divine descent is blocking all the sounds for me. Look, watch."
      She aimed the handgun at Ju Yu-dam's leg and pulled the trigger without hesitation.
      "KkuaaAAAHHH!!!"
      Ju Yu-dam screamed at the searing pain in her leg.
      It was horrifying.
      But Han Soyeon spoke with a smiling face as before.
      "See? Isn't it amazing? I just fired a gun, but you can't even hear that massive sound, right?"
      She playfully waggled the gun.
      "Save me!!! Is anyone there!? Please, save me!!"
      Despite the excruciating pain in her arm and leg, Ju Yu-dam instinctively screamed for help.
      But Han Soyeon crouched in front of her with a relaxed expression and said,
      "Screaming like that won't bring anyone. Don't you think someone would've come running the very first time I fired if they were going to?"
      "U...uu..."
      "And, it seems like you keep forgetting my warning; if you keep trying to call for outside help like that..."
      "Kk—!"
      She grabbed Ju Yu-dam by the hair.
      "I really could kill you, you know? I already showed you, didn't I? None of you can escape from me."
      Then she whispered into Ju Yu-dam's ear.
      "If your family or whoever secretly tries to report this and an instructor catches on, then all of you will die at my hands."
      "S-save me..."
      That pitiful plea slipped from Ju Yu-dam's lips before she knew it.
      But Han Soyeon only let out a chilly chuckle and replied,
      "When I told you this before, did you ever stop bullying me?"
      "..."
      Ju Yu-dam fell silent at that.
      She had never once stopped tormenting Han Soyeon.
      In fact, every time she was told to stop, she became even more sadistic.
      The more Han Soyeon squirmed and resisted, the more base pleasure she felt.
      SQUELCH—!
      Han Soyeon pressed the gun barrel into the bullet hole in Ju Yu-dam's thigh.
      "Kkhaaaah!"
      A scream burst out along with spurting red blood.
      Watching Ju Yu-dam thrash in pain, Han Soyeon grinned wickedly,
      Then squeezed the trigger once more.
      "KkAAAAAAH!"
      As Ju Yu-dam screamed in agony, Han Soyeon continued speaking.
      "But honestly, at this point, I actually understand you, Ju Yu-dam."
      "Kkhrrrk—!"
      "I mean, why would you want to stop something this fun, right?"
      "P-please, stop..."
      Ju Yu-dam pleaded.
      But instead of answering, Han Soyeon simply pressed the gun against the same spot she'd just shot.
      "KkAAAAHHH!"
      It was only then that Ju Yu-dam realized.
      The Han Soyeon standing before her would never stop this torment.
      Her eyes trembled with greater terror.
      Han Soyeon looked into them and pulled the trigger again.
      Tsk!
      "Oh, I finally ran out of bullets."
      She looked at the gun with genuine regret. Seeing this, Ju Yu-dam, through her tears, felt relieved.
      She thought today's torment was finally over.
      But—
      Scrape.
      "Eh...?"
      Ju Yu-dam saw it.
      Han Soyeon, who had just been right in front of her, was now walking toward her from a distance—carrying a baseball bat.
      There was only one thing that could mean for Ju Yu-dam:
      The torment wasn't over yet.
      Suddenly, Ju Yu-dam muttered,
      "I... I don't want to die..."
      Words that slipped out in terror before she could stop them.
      But Han Soyeon, hearing those words, nodded as if she understood completely.
      "You're right, that would be a problem."
      She smiled, waved her hand lightly.
      WHUMM!
      The thing behind Han Soyeon throbbed deeply for a moment.
      "...!? Wh-what?"
      Ju Yu-dam's wounds began to heal.
      That wasn't all.
      The injuries on the friends who had bled onto the walkway were also rapidly regenerating, as if they had never been shot at all.
      So cleanly, it was as though the gunshots had never happened.
      "H-how...?"
      Ju Yu-dam murmured in disbelief.
      She had never seen a healing sorcery with such ridiculous performance before.
      "It would be troublesome to leave evidence, so I learned this recently. Apparently, the ones I can call down by divine descent are far more omnipotent than I expected."
      Han Soyeon explained.
      "And besides, it would be inconvenient if you all died. If you did, I couldn't torment you anymore, and more than that, in this Sorcery Institute, I've finally found someone who understands me—I don't want to be separated from that person."
      "Heek...!"
      Ju Yu-dam's eyes began to fill with terror again.
      "So don't worry."
      Han Soyeon walked up to her once more.
      "As long as I don't want it, you will never die."
      And she swung the baseball bat she'd brought.
      CRACK!
      ####
      The next day.
      Friday lunch, last day of the 6th week at the Sorcery Institute.
      "Hello."
      Kim Dojun, who was eating a quick meal with some bread from the school store on the front garden steps, looked up to see Han Soyeon greeting him and nodded simply.
      Han Soyeon handed something to him.
      "I made good use of what you gave me~"
      "...?"
      Kim Dojun found that he got back the handgun he'd lent her a few days before.
      "D-did you use up all...?"
      The handgun was completely empty of bullets.
      Kim Dojun made a strange expression, just as, in Class 1-D,
      "...."
      Ju Yu-dam sat alone.
      While most gathered in groups to chat or left for the school café or cafeteria, she remained alone at her seat.
      Doing nothing.
      More precisely, it would be more accurate to say she couldn't do anything.
      Several of her friends weren't coming to school, and others were avoiding her.
      Of course, the reason was Han Soyeon.
      Thus, Ju Yu-dam sat at her desk, feeling powerless—and wronged.
      Yes, wronged.
      Of course, given her record, she had absolutely no reason to feel wronged.
      She had done terrible things to Han Soyeon for years.
      Yet, she still felt this was unfair.
      No, she couldn't even understand the situation herself.
      Why was she going through all this?
      Why did she have to continue this fearful school life—all because of one orphan?
      The unfairness felt overwhelming.
      "...."
      Ju Yu-dam looked up and looked around.
      All she saw were students chatting in groups.
      Some of them glanced back at her, the girl sitting there like a dead mouse, and whispered among themselves.
      Some even wore strange grins.
      "...."
      To her, all of this was Han Soyeon's fault.
      A girl who should have been nothing more than a plaything had suddenly changed, and because of that, everything had gone wrong—Ju Yu-dam truly believed that.
      And in that twisted, almost ludicrously contradictory mindset—
      [Do you need salvation?]
      "...!?"
      A voice entered her mind.
      A chilling voice, unmistakably someone else's.
      Ju Yu-dam looked frantically around.
      All she saw were students laughing and chatting, some glancing at her with mocking smiles.
      Then, as she wore a strange expression—
      Tap—
      "...?"
      Ju Yu-dam felt a tap on her shoulder; she turned her head.
      And saw a woman smirking down at her.
      "Oh, excuse me?"
      Pretending innocence as if it was unintentional, she spoke—Ju Yu-dam recognized her well.
      She was the daughter of another prestigious family, just like herself.
      "My mistake?"
      Ju Yu-dam just stared vacantly at the open sneer, even a fool could tell it was direct provocation.
      But even as the girl said "Sorry?" and turned away, Ju Yu-dam couldn't say a word.
      Her power, her clique, had all but dissolved thanks to Han Soyeon.
      "...."
      In short, she no longer had the strength to protect herself in this situation.
      [Do you need salvation?]
      That haunting voice spoke again in her powerlessness.
      [The situation will only become more painful.]
      [They're all looking at you with mocking eyes. Yes, right now.]
      [But what about when time passes?]
      The voice continued.
      [Without your clique, you'll become a target for bullying, as if karma is coming for you. You'll be bullied by the very students you lorded over—the same way you did to them.]
      So sweet.
      [Don't want that to happen, do you? I can help you. All you have to do is say you want salvation.]
      [Then I'll save you. From those who want to bully you, from Han Soyeon who drove you to this pit—]
      The voice—
      [-I, Gatura of Salvation.]
      —spoke.
      And as lunchtime ended.
      "I should start preparing for midterms soon."
      Kim Dojun was about to execute his carefully prepared midterm study plan, when—
      [The evil spirit from the Sorcery Killing Technique, Gatura of Salvation, descends!]
      "...?"
      A log window appeared before his eyes.
      KWAANG!!!!
      The main first-year building of the Sorcery Institute exploded.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      To be fair, a lot of characters on this novel is unlikable...
      It seems the boss that was supposed to go to Han Soyeon now went to Yu Ju-dam...
      The MC's plan failed successfully, I guess?
      【(⩌‸⩌ )】
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      Why Are You Coming Out from There? (3)
      Crash!!
      With a log window popping up before Kim Dojun's eyes, the windows of the Sorcery Institute building began to shatter mercilessly.
      "Uwaaaaah!"
      "S-Save me!!!"
      The students who just moments ago had tried to enter the building now screamed in terror at the unexpected turn of events, scattering in all directions in a desperate bid for safety.
      However—
      "W-What the hell!"
      "A b-barrier!"
      It didn't take long for the fleeing students to realize, just like during the last Rampaging Spirits Incident, that a massive barrier was erected near the freshman building.
      At the same time—
      Oooooong—!
      The barrier's surface filled with a crimson hue, completely severing the interior from the outside world, trapping them within.
      Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!
      As soon as the barrier was completed, chilling sounds echoed from inside the freshman building.
      The students, not knowing what was happening, could only panic and struggle frantically to get out of the barrier.
      "...."
      Amid all this, only Kim Dojun wore a face full of questions.
      'Why is it coming out here now?'
      The Gatura of Salvation.
      Kim Dojun knew that name.
      In fact, it would have been odd if he didn't know it.
      The Gatura of Salvation was one of the malignant spirits Kim Dojun had to defeat to see the ending of the Sorcery Killing Technique.
      'This guy isn't supposed to show up here, though?'
      The reason he was so baffled by this appearance was precisely the timing.
      The Gatura of Salvation makes his appearance in the third year. At that time, he shows up as the third boss of the Sorcery Killing Technique.
      'And the person it possesses isn't even a student at the Sorcery Institute.'
      Thinking up to that point, Kim Dojun wondered if he had misread the log window, but quickly shook his head.
      Right now, the crimson barrier around the freshman building wasn't the work of Kuniz of Revenge, the first boss of the Sorcery Killing Technique, but indeed that of the Gatura of Salvation.
      As he pondered, Kim Dojun suddenly thought—
      'As sudden as this is, maybe it's actually good?'
      He looked at the log that still hadn't disappeared.
      'I don't know why the Gatura of Salvation showed up, but what matters here is that an malignant spirit awakened without me even having to interfere.'
      He soon grinned.
      'There's nothing bad about this.'
      His goal was a swift escape anyway, and up until now he had taken steps to ensure the malignant spirits awakened quickly for that reason.
      But for an malignant spirit—even one he hadn't prodded—to suddenly appear ahead of schedule, it only meant less work for him!
      'Besides, while I'm not perfectly prepared, I have at least the minimum ready to deal with the malignant spirit.'
      Kim Dojun looked at the necklace hanging around his neck, emitting a subtle glow.
      At the same time, a log window appeared in front of him.
      ----
      Nameless Sorcerer's Necklace.
      Grade: Superior.
      Effect: Nullifies all mental attacks within a barrier deployed by an malignant spirit.
      ----
      "It really does the job."
      The Nameless Sorcerer's Necklace, which he had acquired after robbing a group in Hongcheon, was proving its worth.
      Unlike the students who began to collapse, clutching their heads and screaming in agony under the Gatura of Salvation's barrier-induced hallucinations, Kim Dojun remained unaffected, protected by the necklace's power.
      Tucking the necklace inside his shirt, Kim Dojun started striding toward the building, where the explosions and chaos still raged.
      ####
      Kwoooom!!
      "Shit...!!"
      Cursed Shin Se-yeon as the wall beside her exploded outward.
      What she saw next was something resembling a human, but with an appearance that could never be called human.
      'What the hell is that...!'
      Shin Se-yeon stared at the figure grinning at her with a slit-like smile that looked as if its face would tear open.
      Red skin, with mouths drawn in arcs as if laughing surrounding its arms and legs.
      'Why would something like that suddenly show up at school!'
      She recalled what had happened just 30 minutes before.
      It had just become lunchtime.
      As usual, Shin Se-yeon had headed straight for the snack bar and then gone alone to the rooftop to eat her lunch, spending time preparing for midterms.
      Then, a sudden outburst of overwhelming spiritual power. A crimson barrier instantly appeared, and sorcery started invading her mind. Instinctively sensing something was wrong, she cast a defensive sorcery ritual and quickly descended into the school.
      That's when she saw it.
      That thing.
      'What the hell is it?'
      A flood of knowledge filled Shin Se-yeon's head.
      First, she remembered everything she knew about possessed entities.
      Next, information regarding spirit entities lined up in her thoughts.
      But among all the possessed entities and spirit entities she knew, none fit the existence in front of her.
      It didn't share meaningful features with anything she recognized.
      'Then what the hell...!'
      Shin Se-yeon faltered for a moment.
      She was a genius.
      She prided herself on knowing virtually every possessed entity and spirit entity in the world.
      But now, she was unable to identify the being before her.
      It stood alone, raising a barrier of ridiculous proportions.
      As if that wasn't enough, it radiated impossibly powerful spiritual power in all directions.
      "...!"
      Suddenly, realization struck Shin Se-yeon and her eyes widened.
      She finally understood.
      Shin Se-yeon...
      She did know what that thing was.
      It wasn't ignorance—it was denial.
      If it truly was what she feared—
      "...malignant spirit (死靈)?"
      —her chances of survival were close to zero.
      As Shin Se-yeon muttered the words, the being's grinning mouth tore even wider, its teeth resembling a shark's, flashing into view.
      At the same time, Shin Se-yeon noticed—it had stopped attacking her.
      And then—
      "!"
      Its hand was forming a hand seal.
      "Drop (落)."
      A grotesque but low voice echoed.
      And at that moment, an impossible scene unfolded before Shin Se-yeon's eyes.
      '... Big Sister...?'
      Her older sister—killed years ago by the tricks of Shin Cheon-gyun—appeared before her.
      At that moment, before she realized it, Shin Se-yeon reached out.
      Crack!
      "Gahk!?"
      When she came to her senses, Shin Se-yeon realized she was being choked.
      "Urk!"
      A horrifying pain seized her throat.
      Instinctively, Shin Se-yeon clawed at the arm choking her while her genius mind pieced together the word it had spoken with what she saw and deduced its identity.
      'Gatura... of Salvation...!!'
      Gatura of Salvation.
      The most terrible malignant spirit, who appeared about 50 years ago and caused thousands of casualties and killed dozens of sorcerers.
      Despair filled Shin Se-yeon's eyes.
      If what she faced truly was the Gatura of Salvation, then there was not even a sliver of hope.
      [Judging by your eyes, it looks like you've figured out who I am. Well, it makes sense—you're able to keep your senses in this land of paradise, after all.]
      Gatura's voice.
      Even in utter despair, Shin Se-yeon struggled desperately to escape; Gatura only tightened his grip.
      [Since you know who I am, there's no point in running. Just accept your salvation.]
      "Grrrk—!"
      But even as Gatura spoke, Shin Se-yeon moved her hands somehow.
      Gatura's mouth twisted in a pitying smile.
      [I really can't understand why you humans go so far to stay alive.]
      "Keuk—!"
      [Even if you survive, all that awaits you is pain. The world is full of suffering, and so long as you live, you'll continue to taste it. You're in pain right now, aren't you?]
      Sheer, twisted logic.
      [So let me save you, with a painless death.]
      Gatura sneered, but all Shin Se-yeon could do was frantically struggle to escape his grip.
      Because she had reasons she simply could not die here.
      'I have to have my revenge...!'
      She had to take revenge.
      Against her father, who used her mother and older sister like lab rats under the guise of research and then abandoned them.
      'Please! Please!'
      Her hands were a wreck—bones broken, nails torn—but Shin Se-yeon still desperately tried to pull herself from Gatura's grasp.
      But his grip only tightened.
      And before long, her vision began to black out.
      Her strength faded rapidly.
      Her hands, which had been moving wildly, began to go limp,
      Her legs, which had been kicking at Gatura, slowed.
      With that, Shin Se-yeon's thoughts started to sink into darkness.
      'I... don't want to die...!'
      As her body was cut off from oxygen, she clutched frantically at her slipping consciousness—
      'I. Don't. Want to—'
      But even that slid further into the depths.
      [Another soul, saved—]
      As Gatura's voice grew faint in her mind—
      "—Bullshit, like that's gonna happen."
      A familiar voice echoed for Shin Se-yeon.
      Simultaneously—
      KWA-AAAANG—!!
      With a thunderous noise like a bomb exploding, Shin Se-yeon's eyes shot open.
      She could see it.
      A slightly familiar back, standing before her.
      And Gatura of Salvation—who had been choking her—now pathetically embedded in a wall.
      "-!"
      She looked up, turning her gaze skyward.
      There, she confirmed it.
      The person who had appeared to rescue her—
      "Kim... Dojun?"
      It was Kim Dojun.
      He rushed to the now dazed Shin Se-yeon.
      "Are you alright!?"
      He reached out, grabbing her by both shoulders, and asked urgently.
      "...? Uh...uh?"
      "I said, are you alright?!"
      Kim Dojun looked her over frantically as if extremely alarmed. Se-yeon couldn't help but look bewildered.
      But then she realized—he was actually worried about her, and the realization caught her off guard.
      Kim Dojun had never shown her this side of himself before.
      "I-I'm okay..."
      As a result, something fluttered strangely in her heart as she answered.
      Hearing her reply, Kim Dojun truly breathed a sigh of relief, placing his hand on his chest.
      "Thank goodness. I was worried."
      "Y-You were worried?"
      "Yes, really. If anything happened to you, I—."
      Kim Dojun let out a deep sigh, as if he couldn't even bear the thought.
      "? ...??"
      Of course, this was because Kim Dojun knew that if Shin Se-yeon died here, the main boss would remain unresolved.
      'She can't die until she kills her father...!'
      That was the true reason for his concern.
      But knowing nothing of his thoughts, Shin Se-yeon flushed at his sudden change of attitude.
      "Really, I'm so relieved."
      And his next words made something stir within Shin Se-yeon.
      'Huh...? Huuhh...??'
      Creating a strange misunderstanding in her heart.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Yeah, Dojun failed successfully with this one. It's not even the spirit that he was targeting.
      【(⩌_⩌ )】
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      Salvation (Death) (1)
      "It's a relief you don't have any major injuries."
      Kim Dojun, who spoke these words even to Shin Se-yeon, who was staring blankly at him, let out a big sigh of genuine relief.
      'If anything bad had happened to Shin Se-yeon or if she'd been seriously injured, things would get incredibly complicated.'
      Kim Dojun thought this as he looked at Shin Se-yeon.
      'If I'd been even a little late, that would have truly been the worst.'
      Because in the not-too-distant future, Shin Se-yeon was supposed to kill her father and become the Greedy One, the second boss of the Sorcery Killing Technique.
      'A disruption to the plan is something that absolutely cannot happen.'
      The fact that Gatura of Salvation appeared like this was definitely not bad for Kim Dojun, but if Shin Se-yeon were to die, all of it would be for nothing.
      If she were to die, Kim Dojun would lose his landmark for escape, and that was no different than being lost.
      Given those circumstances, Kim Dojun felt relieved that she was still alive and well.
      "For now, this place is dangerous, so get out of here."
      As he spoke, he helped her up, ready to push her from behind to evacuate her from the scene.
      "What about you?" 
      When Shin Se-yeon asked, Kim Dojun replied as if not to worry about him.
      "Don't worry about me, just get out first. It'll be safer outside."
      BANG!
      Just as he finished speaking, Gatura of Salvation, who'd been crashed into the wall, rose at the worst possible timing.
      "Hurry!"
      With that, Kim Dojun urged Shin Se-yeon again, putting the intention in his tone that he didn't want her dying a pointless death like an ocean sunfish.
      "... Alright...!"
      Only then did Shin Se-yeon finally nod firmly in understanding.
      "I'll break through this barrier somehow and call for backup...!"
      With that answer, she dashed down the stairs of the Sorcery Institute.
      Watching Shin Se-yeon go, Kim Dojun thought to himself.
      'She won't be able to break through the barrier anyway.'
      Should I just tell her to hide quietly? That thought crossed his mind for a moment.
      [It's amusing... There are so many people who can stay sane and move about in the Paradise Realm (極樂界) I established.]
      At a voice coming from elsewhere, Kim Dojun turned his gaze.
      There stood Gatura of Salvation, smiling as if she found the whole thing entertaining.
      "Paradise, my ass. I guess in your eyes, this looks like paradise?"
      [Are you trying to judge paradise from the perspective of a mortal? How foolish.]
      Gatura of Salvation snickered as she spoke.
      As she laughed, the mouths attached to her arms and legs simultaneously curled into smirks, which Kim Dojun found—
      "Tsk."
      —a little disgusting, so he openly frowned but didn't take his eyes off Gatura, watching closely.
      '... I really can't tell.'
      He still couldn't figure out who this possessed entity was.
      'I can tell she has blue hair and is a woman.'
      But beyond that, it was vague.
      'Once someone is possessed by a malignant spirit, their appearance changes completely except for a few features.'
      Recalling the setting of the Sorcery Killing Technique, Kim Dojun decided early on to give up identifying the possessed entity.
      'I'll find out after this is all over anyway.'
      Ending his thoughts, he readied himself, but Gatura of Salvation, still chuckling, said—
      [Anyway, since you sent me flying, I should pay you back.... But I'm a very generous person. So—]
      At the same time as she spoke:
      [On the contrary, I'll save you.]
      She appeared right in front of Kim Dojun's eyes.
      His eyes widened in that instant.
      A bigger smile formed on Gatura's lips, and her blood-red arm swung down to crush Kim Dojun's head.
      At the moment Gatura's hand was about to touch Kim Dojun's head—
      [!]
      Gatura realized—
      That even though Kim Dojun had been right in front of her just a moment ago, he was no longer there.
      Question marks quickly filled her mind.
      As her gaze swept around—
      Gatura saw it.
      The Kim Dojun she tried to save was suddenly beside her, throwing a punch.
      KWAANG!
      With a thunderous boom, Gatura's body was sent flying and smashed into a wall.
      She tried to get up immediately.
      But Kim Dojun—
      "It's not over yet!"
      —appeared right in front of her again and kicked her in the face.
      CRASH!
      Gatura's body was flung outside.
      [Kahak!]
      Gatura spat up blood.
      For a fleeting moment, she seemed unable to process what had just happened, her expression dazed.
      CRACK!
      Feeling excruciating pain from her ankle, she looked down instinctively.
      "Did you think it was over?"
      Seeing Kim Dojun right in front of her, her eyes widened. Kim Dojun smiled back at her.
      "Hup!"
      And then, grabbing Gatura's ankle, he powerfully swung and threw her toward the warehouse.
      BAM! CRASHCRASHCRASHCRAAAASH!!!
      Like a meteor slamming into the earth, Gatura's body smashed through the warehouse.
      [Kyaaaaagh!]
      Unimaginable pain made Gatura scream in spite of herself, and she hurried to form a hand seal.
      "No, you're not."
      [!?]
      This time, Kim Dojun grabbed Gatura's wrist before she could form the hand seal, slammed her to the ground, and drove his fist down.
      BOOOOM—!!!
      With the ground exploding, the warehouse was utterly smashed to pieces.
      But even then, Kim Dojun didn't stop. As if it still wasn't enough, he kept raining blows on Gatura slammed into the ground.
      When the dust grew so thick you could barely see—
      "I said, it's not over yet!"
      [Kraah!]
      Again, Kim Dojun grabbed Gatura's arm and slammed her into the ground.
      KWAANG!
      A huge dent formed in the ground as if a massive car had crashed down.
      At the same time, Gatura, overwhelmed by agony, finally managed to raise her hand and form a hand seal.
      And at the moment Kim Dojun raised his fist again—
      "Drop (樂)!"
      Gatura of Salvation's sorcery was activated.
      Freeze!
      At the same time, Kim Dojun's body became immobilized—as if caught by Gatura's sorcery.
      Seeing Kim Dojun frozen, Gatura was certain her sorcery had succeeded, and went to finish him with a punch.
      But at the last moment—
      He smirked.
      At the sight of Kim Dojun's sneering face, chills ran down Gatura's spine.
      "Did you really think you caught me?"
      [!]
      With those words, she was slammed into the ground again.
      KWAANG!
      Another explosion resounded.
      Yet, even as she felt pain, Gatura of Salvation looked at Kim Dojun with bewilderment.
      'How is my sorcery not working on him?'
      So far, there had never been a single person immune to her sorcery.
      Even the most powerful sorcerers of the age, who came to subjugate her during her previous descent, did not escape her sorcery.
      But the man before her nullified Gatura's sorcery—
      As if it never worked from the very start.
      Instinctively, Gatura tried to form another hand seal to use a different sorcery, but—
      CRACK!
      [Ghhh!]
      Kim Dojun viciously attacked, giving Gatura of Salvation no time to retaliate.
      After some time had passed—
      KWAANG!
      "Huff—! Huff—!"
      Kim Dojun, having flung Gatura into the gym next to the warehouse, exhaled heavily as he looked at the collapsing practice building and the persistent barrier that still stubbornly held.
      'As expected, there's a limit to killing a malignant spirit with just physical strength.'
      From the moment the fight started, Kim Dojun hadn't spared Gatura for even a second, beating her relentlessly.
      It was to the point you could say he had completely redeveloped the area around the building.
      On the outer walls, there were long marks where he'd ground Gatura's face repeatedly.
      The garden had multiple craters made by Gatura's body.
      And the sports field, where he now stood, had become something unrecognizable. Kim Dojun had thrown every kind of attack he could at Gatura.
      The warehouse was even beyond a ruin—it was now just the 'place' the warehouse used to be.
      But despite mercilessly beating her—
      "Drop (樂)!"
      "It's useless."
      —Gatura of Salvation was still alive.
      Trying to catch his breath and conserve stamina after moving non-stop for dozens of minutes, Kim Dojun watched as Gatura, still with a hand seal formed, walked out.
      Of course, Gatura's body was far from normal.
      She was covered in wounds impossible to hide, and one of her arms was already gone elsewhere.
      Yet the point was—despite being battered to the point of destruction, Gatura of Salvation was still moving.
      'It's not unexpected.'
      For someone like Kim Dojun, who had played the Sorcery Killing Technique, he had half expected this situation from the moment he decided to fight Gatura of Salvation.
      'Malignant spirits take reduced damage from all but a certain level of sorcery attacks.'
      In other words, Kim Dojun was fighting with his attack power reduced.
      Even so, he hadn't expected Gatura to withstand it this well.
      'I even dragged her face across an asphalt highway five times in a row, and she's still standing.'
      Kim Dojun looked at the five huge trenches he'd made in the Sorcery Institute, from rooftop to first floor, with Gatura's face, thinking—
      [... I admit it. You're fundamentally different from any sorcerer I've ever met.]
      At that sudden voice, he glanced at Gatura instinctively.
      She wore an extremely serious expression.
      [So, I'll face you at full strength, as well.]
      With those words—
      RIIIIIP—!
      She opened the mouths attached to her limbs.
      From the open mouths, hands and various objects were produced.
      Sensing instinctive weirdness at this, Kim Dojun stopped his break and immediately rushed at Gatura.
      THUD!!!
      But just before he could reach her, he hit a massive barrier that had just formed.
      At the same time, the objects in Gatura's hands merged and attracted each other, forming a bizarre eyeball-shaped structure in the air.
      That eyeball-shaped construct—
      [Divine Construct]
      —opened its eye at Gatura's mutter.
      Like a reptile's, the eyeball grotesquely rolled about, staring at Kim Dojun from Gatura's palm.
      As Kim Dojun punched through the barrier and closed in on Gatura—
      [Unified Death Creation (一切唯死造)]
      Gatura of Salvation opened her mouth and uttered an incantation.
      "!"
      Before Kim Dojun's eyes, the world began to change.
      SWAAA—!
      The world, previously tinged red, began to be painted over in black.
      The earth.
      The sky.
      Even the buildings and ruined debris around them—
      Everything was being colored black.
      In the instant darkness filled the space—
      Creeeaak—
      A giant eye appeared.
      Just like the construct from Gatura's hand, a reptilian, vertically slit pupil stared at Kim Dojun.
      SHAAA!
      In the darkness, dozens, hundreds of eyes all opened at once.
      [Let me show you the meaning of salvation—]
      With Gatura's voice—
      CREEK—!
      All the eyes in the black world simultaneously fixed their gaze on Kim Dojun.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      Salvation (Death) (2)
      'This wasn't part of the plan.'
      Divine Construct.
      That's a concept from the Sorcery Killing Technique. It's something that any sorcerer can create upon surpassing their innate sorcery and reaching a certain level of mastery. Such 'Divine Construct' exponentially boosts a sorcerer's abilities.
      And, if one can train and master this Divine Construct well enough, the technique that is considered the pinnacle for any sorcerer in the Sorcery Killing Technique, known as 'Divine Construct Release', can be used.
      However, even though Kim Dojun was well aware of this setting, he hadn't foreseen this situation at all.
      'When I captured Gatura of Salvation in Sorcery Killing Technique, he never used a Divine Construct, did he? Don't tell me I'm remembering wrong?'
      Kim Dojun thought that but soon shook his head.
      'No, I'm certain. Gatura of Salvation never used a Divine Construct, nor did he use Divine Construct Release.'
      It was the same for the vengeful spirit and the greedy one, who appear as bosses in Sorcery Killing Technique.
      Malignant spirits only began using Divine Constructs from the fifth boss onward; the preceding bosses only relied heavily on their individual special abilities, not the artifact itself.
      'Then why is this happening?'
      Kim Dojun pondered.
      "Ah."
      Before he realized it, a gasp slipped out of him.
      He wasn't completely sure, but there was a guess coming to mind.
      'Level design.'
      Fundamentally, games have something called 'level design' for the players.
      It's an intentional placement of monsters by the developers to help the player adapt easily—like constructing a set of stairs to help players progress step by step.
      Obviously, if a player who just started the game were told to defeat the Demon King right away, it would be impossible, so they let you start by hunting monsters like slimes instead.
      Of course, even beyond that style, level design exists in many forms.
      Sometimes, the enemies are set as overwhelmingly powerful according to the lore, and then the protagonist is given absurd abilities to balance the level design.
      Or, otherwise—
      'No matter how strong the boss is, there's also the method of weakening it to match the player's level.'
      Upon realizing that much, Kim Dojun frowned unconsciously and clicked his tongue.
      'I should have thought of this.'
      This was obviously a world inside a game, but it was unquestionably reality.
      In short, there was absolutely no level design in place for the player's convenience here—none made by developers.
      'In other words...'
      The malignant spirits in this world could be stronger than the ones Kim Dojun fought while playing Sorcery Killing Technique.
      'Still, it doesn't change the abilities of the bosses I saw in Sorcery Killing Technique.'
      In fact, although Kim Dojun couldn't use sorcery himself, the reason he was able to overpower Gatura of Salvation was not only because of his overwhelming physical specs, but primarily because he had information.
      'Gatura of Salvation uses illusions.'
      The sorcery that Gatura of Salvation employs are three in total: 'Paradise' (極樂), 'Hell' (奈落), and 'Pleasure' (樂).
      'Pleasure' (樂) is a type of sorcery that initiates at the same time a hand seal is formed and casts an illusion on the opponent.
      'Paradise' (極樂) takes a little more time, requiring both hand seals and sorcery formation, casting an illusion on the target along with three random debuffs.
      And the 'Hell' (奈落) that Gatura of Salvation would use as his ultimate move in the Sorcery Killing Technique game traps the victim inside an illusion for a fixed time upon being caught, without any means of breaking free, and inflicts continuous damage until they escape the illusion.
      Because Kim Dojun knew all of those sorceries, he could overpower Gatura.
      While 'Pleasure' (樂) does have a fast casting time, as long as he had the spiritual tool in his hand, no matter what kind of sorcery was used, Kim Dojun couldn't be affected.
      For 'Paradise' and 'Hell', Kim Dojun could also possibly get caught in the spell.
      'But if you beat them up before the sorcery is triggered, that's all it takes.'
      In the game Sorcery Killing Technique, a sorcery formation would appear under Gatura's feet when using 'Paradise' or 'Hell', so you could realize it, but—since the player's attack couldn't disrupt the sorcery, you were forced to be hit by it.
      But now, by relentlessly thrashing Gatura of Salvation, Kim Dojun could seal away the sorcery itself.
      In short, as long as Gatura of Salvation acted within the scope of what he knew, Kim Dojun could easily overpower him.
      "...."
      He glanced around.
      Countless eyeballs were still staring at him.
      Except for the places where the eyeballs were, every other area was painted pitch-black, creating a grotesque space.
      Amidst it all—
      [So, just how long will it take before you wish for salvation?]
      "!"
      Kim Dojun looked at Gatura of Salvation, who appeared a certain distance away behind him.
      His appearance was unchanged.
      One arm had already flown off somewhere, and his entire body was covered in minor wounds.
      Bang!
      Kim Dojun immediately charged at Gatura of Salvation.
      He didn't know what effect Gatura's Divine Construct Release would have, but he knew how to escape from the Divine Construct Release of a sorcerer or malignant spirit.
      'As soon as concentration of the sorcerer who activated Divine Construct Release is broken, the effect is lifted.'
      With that in mind, Kim Dojun charged with the intent of taking down Gatura before he could do anything.
      But at that moment, Gatura had already formed a hand seal.
      [Crush to death.]
      He murmured.
      CRAAACK!
      Kim Dojun's body was crushed like a tin can.
      ####
      Kim Dojun's body was mangled, and an immense amount of blood spewed out—
      Thud.
      —his body crashed to the ground.
      A strong stench of blood wafted from his contorted body.
      But in the next moment.
      Gatura of Salvation looked away from Kim Dojun's corpse and gazed forward.
      There, he could see Kim Dojun—who had unmistakably died a moment ago.
      Kim Dojun stared at his own dead self with a bewildered expression.
      Gatura of Salvation smiled.
      "Unified Death Creation" (一切唯死造)
      The ability of Gatura's Divine Construct, and at the same time, his ultimate move. The sorcery created a world where he could do anything.
      Within this world, he becomes god.
      An omnipotent god.
      No matter how omnipotent this god was, however, even here, he could not truly kill anyone.
      Although Gatura could create a world completely identical to reality, it was still an illusion.
      Even if everything could be felt and seen, this place was an illusion.
      Death here was nearly identical to real death, but not quite the real thing.
      But, on the contrary, Gatura of Salvation liked this Divine Construct of his even more.
      Even if he couldn't kill his opponent—
      'The pain remains all the same.'
      Smiling deeply, Gatura of Salvation looked at Kim Dojun.
      He watched Kim Dojun fumble over his own body in utter confusion.
      At the same time, the slight grimace showed that he unmistakably remembered the pain of his previous death, and that made Gatura smile.
      'How many times will it take?'
      Gatura of Salvation had seen countless sorcerers and broken countless more through this Divine Construct.
      No matter how much they denied salvation, it was always only temporary.
      Those sorcerers who experienced death dozens or even hundreds of times here would eventually kneel before Gatura, begging for salvation.
      The only escape from suffering.
      That was why, once again, Gatura of Salvation raised his hand and formed a hand seal.
      Wondering how long it would take before Kim Dojun, just like previous sorcerers, would kneel, weep, and beg for salvation before him.
      [Strangle to Death.]
      He began weaving the hand seal.
      Crrrrk!
      As soon as Gatura of Salvation finished the hand seal, Kim Dojun's neck was strangled, his throat crushed, and he died.
      [Death by Falling.]
      Crash!
      Kim Dojun's body fell from the sky, staining the pitch darkness—so black not even shadows remained—with a blood-red flower as he died.
      [Death by Thunder.]
      A bolt of lightning struck down from above, killing him.
      [Death by Freezing.]
      His body began to freeze slowly from his feet upwards, meeting a slow death.
      [Death by Burning.]
      He died burning.
      He died.
      He died.
      He died.
      He died.
      He died.
      He died.
      Strangled, body crushed, burned, frozen. Shot, bled out, struck by lightning, electrocuted, drowned, exploded, heart paralyzed, diseased, aged.
      He died.
      Continuously.
      Ceaselessly.
      Gatura of Salvation kept killing Kim Dojun.
      Eagerly anticipating when his mind would finally break.
      Expecting when he would eventually kneel before him.
      Longing to hear Kim Dojun desperately plead for salvation.
      He killed. And killed. And killed. And killed.
      Like that.
      When the number of deaths surpassed ten,
      When the death count exceeded a hundred,
      When the number of deaths reached hundreds—
      The smile on Gatura of Salvation's lips slowly started to fade.
      What replaced it was a new thought.
      'How long... is he going to endure?'
      Such a question.
      Up until now, most sorcerers would break after dozens of deaths.
      The ones with the greatest tenacity would last around a hundred.
      The S-rank sorcerer he faced during his previous descent lasted about 180 deaths before begging for salvation.
      But Kim Dojun, in front of him now?
      '... He's already easily surpassed hundreds. But—'
      Even now, every time Gatura of Salvation finished a hand seal, Kim Dojun kept dying.
      Even at this very moment, over and over.
      But despite dying continuously—
      "...."
      '-He's still... unscathed?'
      Kim Dojun was exactly the same.
      He did not ask Gatura for salvation.
      He just stood there, accepting the endless deaths Gatura inflicted.
      Gatura's expression stiffened.
      With it, the deaths grew even more savage.
      Burned alive then frozen to death.
      Struck by lightning while aged.
      Strangled and impaled by a spear.
      All his body pulverized, then killed by falling.
      The violence was undeniably worse than before.
      Every kind of death Gatura could imagine was enacted through Kim Dojun.
      But even that did not last long.
      '...'
      Even when Gatura's imagination reached its limits, Kim Dojun still stared back at him without the slightest change.
      'Grit—!'
      From that point, Gatura unconsciously clenched his teeth and only further increased the brutality of Kim Dojun's deaths.
      The speed at which he formed hand seals accelerated.
      The death sentences spilling from his mouth kept up with the tempo.
      Gatura of Salvation focused solely on killing Kim Dojun in front of him.
      Once he had recreated so many deaths that he could no longer even keep count—
      Gatura could see it.
      Kim Dojun, still standing in place, looking back at him.
      And then.
      [Wha...t?]
      The instant Gatura of Salvation, unable to believe his eyes, opened his mouth—
      Kim Dojun—
      "So, are you done now?"
      —twisted his lips into a smirk and spoke.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      It was established in the beginning that Dojun is a genius of hard work.
      What I get from that is that he can take a bit of beating. 
      Especially since he worked extremely hard to get to Rank 1 with his F-rank skill.
      Also, this is the first time Dojun suffers a beating, albeit an illussion, it should still hurt.
      Him being unfazed by death shows how resilient he is...
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
    

  
    Chapter 37: Salvation (Death) (3)

    
      Salvation (Death) (3)
      At Kim Dojun's words, the eyes of Gatura of Salvation widened beyond belief.
      The emotions filling those eyes were shock and confusion.
      At the same time—
      'Is this... really a human?'
      A thought like that flickered through Gatura's mind.
      The Kim Dojun standing before him now had already faced countless deaths.
      Ten times?
      No.
      A hundred?
      Not even that.
      Hundreds—no, perhaps even thousands of deaths, Kim Dojun had met them all.
      Yet, despite that, the Kim Dojun currently standing in front of him still looked unfazed.
      He did not scream like the other sorcerers.
      He did not cry out for salvation like the other sorcerers.
      Kim Dojun simply gazed at the solemn-faced Gatura.
      "So, is it really all over now?"
      With infinitely upright eyes, that was all he said.
      [!]
      At that, Gatura instinctively thought,
      'Dangerous.'
      That is dangerous.
      Gatura of Salvation looked at Kim Dojun.
      He was undoubtedly human.
      Look here—human.
      Look there—still human.
      The spattering blood and the thick scent of it each time he died told Gatura he was unmistakably human.
      Yet, even with such clear proof that Kim Dojun was human, Gatura could not simply classify him as one.
      Among the thousands—even tens of thousands—of humans he'd encountered, not a single one had ever shown such composure in the face of death.
      And then—
      BANG!
      [!]
      In the split second when he unconsciously flinched, Kim Dojun had rushed straight at him before he realized it; desperately, Gatura tried to focus and form a hand seal.
      Thwack-!
      But even faster, Kim Dojun reached Gatura, seized the hand about to form a seal, and—
      "Got you."
      Immediately hurled his fist towards Gatura's mouth.
      Paack!
      [Kkehak!?]
      With his fist landing, Gatura of Salvation was sent flying.
      But—
      With Kim Dojun still gripping his arm, Gatura could not fly off, instead suspended in midair.
      Kim Dojun balled his remaining fist and—
      Started frenziedly hurling it at Gatura's face, which hung in midair.
      Wham! Wham! Wham! Wham! Wham!
      Gatura of Salvation took Kim Dojun's merciless blows again and again.
      'If I can only manage a hand seal...!'
      Desperately, he tried again to open the mouth attached to his arm and form a seal, but—
      "Not a chance!"
      [Kkeak!!]
      As soon as Gatura thrust his hand from inside his mouth, Kim Dojun slammed his body into the ground, disrupting his focus.
      At last—
      Crack—!
      A fissure began to spread in the world of Gatura of Salvation.
      Realizing this, Kim Dojun swung his fists even faster.
      Pak!
      With one hit, thin cracks like threads began to form in the hundreds of eyeballs within this dark world.
      Crunch!
      With the next, the whole world began to split.
      Craackkk!
      With a final punch packed with all his strength, Gatura's entire world was completely shattered.
      But even as the world was perfectly destroyed, Kim Dojun did not stop.
      No, if anything, he gripped Gatura's hand even tighter.
      "Huuurp...!"
      And pulled his fist back.
      Kim Dojun's arm drew back like a ballista.
      Barely retaining his senses, Gatura instinctively sensed the danger and twisted his body in the air to strike back and escape.
      But Kim Dojun, fully prepared, unleashed his fist at the speed of lightning at Gatura as he swung his leg at him.
      KWA-AAANG!!!
      With an ear-splitting sound like a bomb going off, Gatura of Salvation's head was utterly crushed.
      Thud-!
      A black-violet liquid gushed out with a sound like a watermelon splitting open.
      Gatura's body, still in Kim Dojun's grasp, collapsed to the ground like a puppet with cut strings.
      "Hoo...."
      Thump.
      As Kim Dojun let go, the body of Gatura of Salvation fell to the ground and began to disperse as dust.
      Crack-!
      Simultaneously, cracks began to appear in the red barrier.
      Lifting his gaze to the splintering barrier, Kim Dojun looked up.
      After some time—
      Crackkk-!!!
      He watched as the barrier shattered like breaking glass.
      "Damn it...."
      Kim Dojun let out a deep sigh and a soft curse as he collapsed to the ground, watching as Gatura of Salvation slowly vanished, and thought to himself:
      'I really thought I was screwed.'
      To be honest, when Kim Dojun was caught by Gatura of Salvation's Divine Construct Release, 'Unified Death Creation', just before—
      And when Gatura of Salvation first activated its power on him, he truly felt he was finished.
      Just experiencing it once was enough for him to grasp Gatura's ability.
      'You never actually die, but that makes it all the more agonizing—a sorcery so painful.'
      In reality, Kim Dojun experienced a staggering number of deaths there, and equally felt the pain.
      Yet, despite the countless deaths and pain, the reason Kim Dojun could appear so composed was—
      'If not for this, I would have been finished.'
      All thanks to the necklace Kim Dojun possessed.
      Kim Dojun drew out the 'Nameless Sorcerer's Necklace' from his clothes.
      Unlike when he was inside the barrier before, the necklace no longer glowed.
      'The reason I sought out this necklace was primarily to counteract Pleasure(樂), the technique Gatura uses, and also to defend against the mental attacks of other maglignant spirits.'
      Thinking it was a relief, Kim Dojun exhaled deeply.
      'But I never expected it would be useful even within Gatura of Salvation's Divine Construct Release.'
      To put it simply, this Nameless Sorcerer's Necklace did not completely nullify all the pain.
      He definitely felt the pain in the midst of those countless deaths.
      However—
      'It certainly offset the pain to some degree.'
      Because the artifact's effect granted immunity against mental attacks, the necklace worked even within the trump card move, 'Unified Death Creation', wielded by Gatura of Salvation.
      Thanks to it, Kim Dojun managed to keep his sanity through the thousands of deaths.
      'Honestly, burning or freezing to death was still horrific, even with the necklace's effect.'
      Whatever the case, the point was that he endured the pain and seized victory in the end.
      And one more important thing—
      'Finally, a proper step forward.'
      Defeating Gatura of Salvation marked the first real step toward escape, so despite his exhaustion, Kim Dojun smiled brightly.
      ####
      As Kim Dojun basked in his satisfaction—
      [Monster, monster bastard...!]
      Gatura of Salvation was still alive, near the walkway at the Sorcery Institute.
      Of course, his condition was obviously abysmal.
      His body was covered with grievous wounds, and most of all, his size was noticeably reduced.
      Whereas before he had been massive enough to make Kim Dojun look up at him,
      Now, he was barely the size of a small dog.
      'If I hadn't chosen to escape at that moment, I would have died for sure...!'
      Gatura of Salvation recalled just a moment ago.
      The image of Kim Dojun swinging his fist at him.
      Before that fist could land, Gatura had managed to shift his form into the right arm that was about to be blown away and survived.
      On top of that, the moment the main body's skull was crushed, it used up all its remaining power to die completely—vanishing like dust—and turned that scene into a "paradise (極樂)" to show Kim Dojun.
      He just barely managed to escape the scene that way.
      But as a result, Gatura of Salvation had lost nearly all his spiritual power.
      Left like this, his body would dissipate, and he would revert to a maglignant spirit, having to spend another hundred years or more to regain strength for another descent.
      'To have finally descended, only to disappear so soon...!'
      Loathing the loss of his body, he had escaped to such an extent.
      'Just a little more energy and I can save the sorcerers. Save just a few, and I can create one more opportunity...!'
      With such intentions, he thought he'd gather his strength once more.
      'This time, I will absolutely save him.'
      To save Kim Dojun, whom he had failed to save.
      Yes, that was the plan—
      Crunch.
      [?]
      —Gatura of Salvation's scheme,
      Craackkk!
      Failed to succeed.
      [Kkyaaaaagh!]
      Suddenly wracked by unspeakable pain constricting his body, he let out a scream before he even realized it.
      It happened so suddenly.
      Despite the agony, Gatura forced his eyes open to see who had attacked him.
      And he saw it right away.
      A single girl standing in front of him.
      The girl gazed at Gatura with a nearly expressionless face before slowly opening her mouth.
      "So it's you? The one who tried to kill my understanding one?"
      [You... you are...!]
      Gatura knew the girl.
      It would be strange if he didn't.
      From the start, when he tried to coax Ju Yu-dam, the word most frequently used was the girl's name before his eyes—Han Soyeon.
      Crunch—!
      [Keeuugh!]
      "No use denying it. I couldn't enter the barrier, but—"
      As she spoke, the force squeezing him tightened even more.
      "I saw it all already."
      [Y-you wretch...!]
      Gatura gritted his teeth and twisted his body.
      "You will pay dearly for trying to kill my understanding one. With your life."
      But Han Soyeon seemed utterly indifferent to Gatura's feeble resistance as she spoke.
      Facing her, Gatura soon realized escape was impossible and gave up twisting his body.
      [Huh,]
      [Hahaha!]
      He began to laugh.
      As if Han Soyeon grabbing him was foolish.
      Gatura laughed for a long while, abandoning his earlier desperation, and said:
      [Fine, I admit it. I can't escape from here. Luring this possessed entity, I gauged your strength well enough.]
      "..."
      [But just because I can't run, do you think you can kill me? No! No way!]
      Gatura of Salvation stared straight into Han Soyeon's eyes, grinning in ridicule.
      [I am a maglignant spirit! A maglignant spirit who has lived for centuries—Gatura of Salvation! You think you can kill me? No way! You cannot kill me! I will simply disappear from this era!]
      [The next generation will come and I shall descend again! All you've done is temporarily defer this 'Salvation!']
      Gatura mocked Han Soyeon to his heart's content.
      Yet Han Soyeon remained expressionless.
      And then, next moment.
      Pfft.
      A faint smile appeared on Han Soyeon's lips.
      [...?]
      As Gatura looked at her in confusion,
      "Don't worry; as long as you have a body, none of that matters."
      Still smiling, she spoke.
      With that—
      Saaa—!
      Behind Han Soyeon, something began to materialize out of nothing.
      Like something uncloaking, something several times larger than Han Soyeon slowly revealed itself.
      At this, Gatura of Salvation—
      [Ah?]
      Unconsciously let out a sound.
      And the moment the thing behind Han Soyeon was fully revealed—
      [Wh-what, wh-what is that, how, what...?]
      Terror filled Gatura's face.
      [Wh-what is this! What are you! How can you— What in the world are you! Why are you here, now!!!]
      But Han Soyeon merely smiled quietly, ignoring Gatura's terrified screams.
      Snap.
      She moved a finger once.
      [Kiaaaaaagh!!]
      Craackkk!
      The thing behind Han Soyeon began devouring Gatura of Salvation.
      And as Gatura, screaming horribly, was completely devoured and utterly annihilated—
      Ssshhh—
      The being that had revealed itself behind Han Soyeon slowly faded away.
      "If only you hadn't touched my understanding one, things wouldn't have had to end this way..."
      Han Soyeon muttered toward where Gatura of Salvation was completely consumed, then simply left the place as if nothing had happened.
      In that place, no one was left behind.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Soyeon is creepy as well...
      Noone is normal...
      At least, one boss is defeated...
      Also, apparently Dojun endured with the help of the necklace...
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
    

  
    Chapter 38: What’s Wrong With You? (1)

    
      What’s Wrong With You? (1)
      Three days after the sudden incident of the descent of Gatura of Salvation had ended.
      'Seriously, things have been hectic.'
      Kim Dojun let out a belated sigh in a private single room located inside the Sorcery Institute, reflecting on all that had happened in the past three days.
      As soon as he had dealt with Gatura of Salvation, the instructors and sorcerers from the Sorcery Association rushed in and immediately began organizing the situation.
      Reporters, who had somehow sneaked in right after, were dragged out by the association's sorcerers, continuously clicking camera shutters as they went.
      Most students who had been inside the barrier erected by Gatura of Salvation were summoned for questioning by the Sorcery Association's dispatched sorcerers.
      'Not that it was really much of an interrogation.'
      Frankly, no matter how carefully the Sorcery Association questioned them, there was no way the students could explain what happened inside.
      After all, most of them had immediately collapsed under the sudden spiritual assault of the malignant spirit as soon as the barrier was raised.
      'In fact, I'm probably the only one who actually knows what happened inside that barrier.'
      Of course, among the first-years, there could have been students like Shin Se-yeon who didn't panic in the sudden descent and managed to keep their sanity using sorcery right away, but it seemed unlikely.
      'The only thing they asked me was how many times I blocked Gatura's attacks.'
      Seemingly having heard only Shin Se-yeon's account, the interrogation officer, unable to get any useful testimony from the others, simply made perfunctory and pointless inquiries to Kim Dojun.
      So the questioning ended with Kim Dojun replying, "I blocked Gatura's attacks a few times, just enough for Shin Se-yeon to escape, and then I fled too."
      In other words, aside from a tiny part of what he'd really done, Kim Dojun told the outside world very little of the truth.
      'But even that made me a celebrity.'
      Kim Dojun recalled the recent posts on the Sorcery Institute's online boards, blatantly worshipping him.
      Of course, there was a reason he hadn't bothered to share everything.
      First, it was obvious that the hassle would outweigh any benefit if he revealed the whole truth.
      Second, doing so would almost certainly mean that certain organizations would come to harass him.
      'The cult of salvation would definitely make a move.'
      The Salvation Society.
      As its name suggests, this group is a bunch of insane, psychopathic cultists who worship Gatura of Salvation as a god. In the game too, they constantly harassed the player.
      And it wasn't just mild harassment—it was relentless.
      The reason the Salvation Society acted like that was because the rumor that Gatura of Salvation had been defeated spread.
      The cult would babble about how the player had killed their god, and launch continuous attacks before the player even had a chance to properly respond.
      Not wanting to attract that kind of trouble, Kim Dojun stuck to the story of having merely blocked a few of Gatura's attacks before running away.
      It was nearly guaranteed the Society would react instantly to Gatura's death.
      'Still, I ended up involved with Gatura, so they'll come after me somehow... But a delayed response is better, since I'll have to deal with them eventually anyway.'
      Thanks to this affair, now Kim Dojun had a reason to preemptively strike the Salvation Society.
      Creak—
      Lost in thought, a sound at the door interrupted him.
      He turned his head in response, and there—
      "... Are you okay?"
      Shin Se-yeon had quietly stepped in, initiating conversation.
      "Yeah,"
      Kim Dojun simply nodded in reply.
      In reality, except for the time he'd been trapped in the illusion and killed repeatedly, Kim Dojun had hardly taken any hits from Gatura, so he was physically fine.
      '... But they said I absolutely had to stay hospitalized until today.'
      Just having blocked a few of Gatura's attacks was enough to earn him a forced hospital stay.
      'They said I could be discharged if nothing came up today... So probably today or tomorrow.'
      With that thought, a brief silence passed.
      "...."
      "...."
      An awkward atmosphere hung between them. Kim Dojun glanced at Shin Se-yeon with a curious expression.
      'She's been like this for days now.'
      To be precise, Shin Se-yeon's behavior had gotten a little strange since the Gatura incident ended.
      In the past, even if he was silent, she'd grumble about all sorts of things. Now, she was extremely quiet.
      Not that being quiet in itself was strange—he'd once saved her from being killed, after all.
      But what struck Kim Dojun as odd was—
      Glance. Fidget!
      Her peculiar eye movements.
      She'd sneak a look at his face and quickly turn away as if she hadn't; she'd twirl her hair with her finger and speak in an unusually gentle voice; sometimes she'd giggle almost absentmindedly, only to clam up when he met her eyes.
      It was to the point that he half-wondered if she was possessed by an evil spirit.
      Even—
      "Hey,"
      "?"
      "Why have you been giggling like that? Did you come up with a good way to kill your old man or something?"
      Even when Kim Dojun tried a remark that would normally get a rise out of her—
      "... Didn't I tell you not to call me that? And this is, uh, a bit different."
      She answered softly, in a much gentler tone than before, not even raising her voice.
      'She's really changed a lot.'
      She hadn't just changed, she'd changed instantly and dramatically. Kim Dojun looked at her, feeling a bit uneasy.
      "Ahem...."
      Whether she noticed his thoughts or not, Shin Se-yeon suddenly cleared her throat and finally spoke.
      "So, that thing you asked me about yesterday—I looked into it."
      "What I asked yesterday...? Oh, you mean who was possessed?"
      As Kim Dojun recalled yesterday's topic, she nodded and answered.
      "Yeah, apparently it was Ju Yu-dam. Do you know her?"
      "Ju Yu-dam...?"
      Of course he knew.
      She was the girl who used to bully Han Soyeon, but lately had been bullied by Han Soyeon instead.
      "... She was the possessed one?"
      "That's what I heard."
      Kim Dojun quickly scrolled through everything he knew about the setting in his head, then made a strange face.
      '... So it's not the original possessed host of Gatura, as I knew from the game.'
      He'd suspected this, given that Gatura of Salvation had appeared so early, during the first year, but it was still strange.
      'Why would she possess Ju Yu-dam?'
      Thinking about it, he couldn't be sure, but he had a guess.
      'The setting was that Gatura of Salvation possesses someone who is truly in need of salvation.'
      If Ju Yu-dam, bullied by Han Soyeon, wanted salvation more desperately than the third-story character, then maybe that made sense.
      '... Either Han Soyeon is surprisingly formidable, or Ju Yu-dam's mental fortitude is laughably weak...'
      Sighing at his own guess, Kim Dojun shrugged as if to say 'whatever'.
      In the end, what mattered was that he'd taken down Gatura early, so it all worked out in his favor.
      '... Well, now I'll just have to control things from here ons.'
      Kim Dojun wasn't sure how long he'd been lost in thought when—
      "I'll get going."
      "... Hm? Oh, is it that late already?"
      Realizing it had been over half an hour since Shin Se-yeon came by to visit, Kim Dojun nodded.
      As he watched her get up carefully and head for the door, something occurred to him and he asked,
      "Ah. You're not hurt anywhere, are you?"
      "... Hm? Me?"
      "Who else is here if not you?"
      He meant to check if she'd be able to resume training starting Monday. Shin Se-yeon stared at him blankly for a moment then replied,
      "No."
      She smiled faintly as she spoke.
      "... Really? That's good."
      To his response, she lowered her head a little, smiling just barely to herself, as if quietly delighted.
      "See you tomorrow...!"
      She left the hospital room with that one phrase.
      Watching her go, Kim Dojun could only think—
      "... What's up with her?"
      And just shrugged his shoulders.
      ####
      The next day.
      Thanks to the incident, the first-year schedule was pushed back a full week, giving Kim Dojun plenty of free time. He was finally discharged from the hospital and returned to the dorms.
      'Should I actually study sorcery properly?'
      Looking at his old game notes, memories of various malignant spirits came to mind, making him ponder.
      'The reason Gatura was so difficult was because I couldn't use sorcery.'
      In this world of the Sorcery Killing Technique, all malignant spirits—including Gatura—take significantly reduced damage unless attacked with sorcery.
      'In the end, to deal with malignant spirits quickly and efficiently, I need high-level sorcery that does damage without any reduction...'
      But here was the problem: Kim Dojun's intelligence...!
      'Well, I do intend to learn, but...'
      He glanced at the stack of Sorcerer King's books he had piled in the corner.
      The Sorcerer King's book—won as a stroke of luck.
      Thanks to reading it, he'd managed to sense spiritual power.
      But unfortunately, that was it. No matter how diligently he read afterward, his sorcery skills hadn't improved at all.
      ... Not that this was surprising.
      What good were tips and answers when his intelligence still barely topped the lowest percentile?
      On top of that, he absolutely hated sitting still for anything besides sleeping, so even when he forced himself to sit down and study a few times, he'd never succeeded.
      In short, it was no surprise his sorcery skills hadn't advanced beyond being able to sense spiritual power.
      'No matter how I look at it, I just don't have the brains to go beyond basic sorcery.'
      Kim Dojun pondered seriously, then glanced again at the Sorcerer King's books stacked to the side.
      'Maybe my academic performance wasn't bad because I was dumb, but because I just never tried at all?'
      Suddenly—
      'Right, at least I've always had some perseverance, haven't I? Now that I know I need sorcery, maybe if I really knuckle down I'll actually get somewhere? Didn't I learn spiritual power super quickly?'
      With a glimmer of hope, he picked up the book.
      "... Nope, this is just nonsense."
      Exactly thirty seconds later, Kim Dojun realized once again he had no hope but to be a blockhead, tossed the book aside, and continued worrying.
      No matter how he looked at it, it was just impossible for him to reach advanced sorcery through studying.
      'Even if I could, it'd take another ten years.'
      Since he was planning to escape this world within a few years, it would be completely impractical, so he continued pondering.
      Soon—
      "Oh!"
      An ingenious idea sprang to mind.
      And so, that day—
      "You, become my companion."
      "...?"
      Out for training, Shin Se-yeon found herself met with this sudden proposition from Kim Dojun.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Dojun's words will create a misunderstanding...
      Also, Dojun's intelligence is apparently on the low end.
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      What’s Wrong With You? (2)
      Kim Dojun's brilliant idea was actually quite simple.
      'If I can't use sorcery anyway, then I just need to find someone who can.'
      Of course, the best method would have been for Kim Dojun himself to become able to use sorcery, but realistically he judged that impossible. Therefore, he decided to look for a companion who could use sorcery in his stead.
      'Whether in reality or in games, it's always faster to gang up with companions than to fight alone.'
      Besides, there were currently plenty of talented friends around Kim Dojun who could become his companions...!
      "... Become your companion?"
      "Yeah."
      At Kim Dojun's answer, Shin Se-yeon, looking somewhat confused, spoke with an expression that said she didn't understand.
      "... Weren't we already companions?"
      "?"
      "?"
      "?"
      "... Why are you suddenly making a face like, 'what nonsense is she spouting?!'?"
      Shin Se-yeon shouted out loud.
      As he watched her, Kim Dojun hesitated in thought.
      "No, well, to be precise, our relationship right now is...."
      '... Isn't it something akin to "raising a boss monster"?'
      After all, the reason Kim Dojun was "raising"
      Shin Se-yeon was to eventually make her a boss and deal with her, so he thought of it that way.
      "Well, go on...?"
      Looking at Shin Se-yeon, who seemed subtly expectant, Kim Dojun responded,
      "It's nothing important."
      That's how he answered.
      "...."
      At such a reply, Shin Se-yeon frowned with a weird expression.
      But even at her scowl, Kim Dojun's face remained unchanged.
      "Anyway, that relationship is over now, so from now on, you're my companion."
      "...."
      He declared with conviction.
      'Well, there is one slight issue, though.'
      Indeed, her talent was undeniable, and it was certain that, if nurtured, she'd become an excellent companion. But the unfortunate part was that she herself was the boss.
      Once she reached a certain point, she would stop being a companion and become a boss.
      But that was fine.
      'There are ways around that too.'
      With a sly grin, Kim Dojun began that day's training.
      About one hour later.
      After their training ended and as he was heading back to the dorm, Kim Dojun made a request of her.
      "... You want me to teach you sorcery after training?"
      He asked her to teach him sorcery.
      "... So, you want me to teach you sorcery?"
      'Even if I ultimately can't use sorcery, I should at least be able to utilize a spiritual tool.... Besides, rather than giving up immediately, there's no harm in trying some private lessons.'
      At her repeated questions, Kim Dojun, thinking just that, nodded in response. Watching him, Shin Se-yeon felt a sudden doubt.
      His words sounded strangely random.
      'Of course, I did take first place, but why Kim Dojun??'
      Given everything he had shown so far, Kim Dojun's sorcery ability was definitely above Shin Se-yeon's.
      Sure, she got the highest overall score only because she had balanced marks early on at the Sorcery Institute, but in the final exam, she wasn't even a match for Kim Dojun.
      So, Shin Se-yeon cocked her head, clearly not understanding.
      '... Could it be?'
      Soon, an idea occurred to her.
      She had been mulling it over by herself for several days—no, to be precise, ever since the Salvation Gatura incident.
      The possibility that Kim Dojun might like her...!
      Of course, some might laugh at that thought, but Shin Se-yeon considered the theory quite plausible.
      The expression Kim Dojun had shown back then, and above all, even though he was exceptionally powerful, he had faced the maglignant spirit that even S-rank sorcerers feared—just to save her!
      That too, just to save her...!
      Of course, the reason Kim Dojun had acted that way at that time was because he would be in a very troublesome situation if she died, but.
      Unaware of that fact, Shin Se-yeon had, in fact, already confirmed her hunch by posting anonymously on a community site...!
      'All the anonymous comments said that kind of behavior only makes sense if he has feelings, and besides, he dodged the question when I asked about our relationship earlier...!'
      With her own reasoning, Shin Se-yeon interpreted the meaning behind Kim Dojun's words.
      'This means... he wants to spend more time with me...?'
      Shin Se-yeon thought she knew Kim Dojun.
      ... No, she didn't actually know him well, but with the help of her anonymous friends on the community site, she managed to grasp at least the outline of his personality.
      '... According to the comments, Kim Dojun is the type who's embarrassed about this sort of thing...!'
      Recalling comments that he's the type who says the wrong thing and regrets it out of embarrassment, Shin Se-yeon looked at Kim Dojun as if she'd just had a revelation.
      Regrettably, not a single one of her thoughts was correct.
      Kim Dojun really was just wondering if he might be able to learn sorcery—maybe through some tutoring.
      But Shin Se-yeon had no way of knowing that.
      '... Is it true, then? Does Kim Dojun really, actually... like me?'
      'But I can't.... I must focus solely on getting stronger to avenge my father! Besides, this guy has a terrible attitude...!'
      'B-but then again... he's not only rude. Thinking back to when he saved me, he actually....'
      Lost in her own false expectations, she kept thinking.
      Soon.
      "Hmph, well, I have to focus on studying for midterms this week, but after the midterms are over, fine."
      She decided to accept Kim Dojun's request, pretending not to care...!
      Kim Dojun, watching Shin Se-yeon ponder for a long moment for who knows what reason, tilted his head in confusion.
      "Well, anyway, that works out."
      He just shrugged, answered like that, and ended the day's training.
      ####
      After training, Kim Dojun returned to his dorm and was browsing the Sorcery Institute community site, when he realized something.
      ----
      Title: I don't wanna take the exam, deSHAAAAAA!!!!
      Author: SaveMe
      Watashi, I don't wanna take the exam desu...
      If I take this exam, I'm definitely going to end up in an 8-person dorm room this time, desu.
      Honestly, the Salvation Gatura thing wrecked the first-year building anyway—shouldn't this exam just be skipped, desu?
      Can't we just call it a draw, desu...
      Save me, desu.
      DeSHAAAAAA!!!
      ----
      17 comments.
      ㅇㅇ : Look at this guy's act, disgusting... But regardless, not wanting to take the midterm is the truth, lol. I really hate it...
      ㄴ ㅇㅇㅇㅇ : Same here... Just really hate it. I'd rather have finals—you can just get through that with your body, so finals are better.
      ㄴ SaveMe : I'd prefer finals too, desu... Why do sorcerers have to take exams, dashyat? We just need to be good at exorcising possessed entities and spirits, right, desu... I don't wanna take exams...
      ㄴ ㅇㅇ : LOL That persona breakdown at the end was funny.
      Churros500x : Ha, when that guy Gatura showed up, he really should have just finished destroying the whole building instead of leaving halfway.
      ㄴ ㅇㅇ : For real
      ㄴ ㅇㅇㅇㅇ : You're talking nonsense, if the building had collapsed you'd all be dead.
      ㄴ Churros500x : Ah.
      ㄴ ㅇㅇ : Ah.
      ㄴ ㅇㅇㅇㅇ : Ah, what nonsense, lOLLLLLLLL
      ㄴ ㅇㅇㅇㅇㅇ : That's quite a joke, lol. Why even come to the Sorcery Institute, then, lol.
      ImASquid : Ah damn, I'm so jealous of the first-years, is it true you get an extra week before midterms? Back in my day we took them rushing like crazy, but these kids will be fully ready.
      ㄴ ㅇㅇ : Old man grumbling, yawn.
      ㄴ ImASquid : ??
      ㄴ ㅇㅇ : It's not just me who's getting a break—all the first-years get a week off, so what's it matter, damn. Please write clearly if you don't want to get trashed.
      ㄴ ㅇㅇ : LOL I'm actually getting kinda mad just reading this, wanna die?
      ㄴ ㅇㅇㅇㅇ : Temper issues, damn.
      .........
      ......
      ...
      .
      -----
      That the midterms were approaching.
      'Hmmm...'
      To be honest, the midterms weren't important for his escape plan, but even so, Kim Dojun was paying close attention to them.
      'If I bomb the midterm, I'll have to move into an 8-person room instead of a single.'
      If he could live off campus, he wouldn't care about the exams—but the Sorcery Institute mandated dorm life.
      Even with money, you couldn't live outside.
      So, he needed to maintain a decent ranking in the midterms—even if not first—but studying alone wouldn't be enough.
      Kim Dojun was terrible at studying, and what's worse, he absolutely hated trying.
      "...."
      Still, he remained calm despite these circumstances.
      He already had a plan in his head for getting through this obstacle called 'midterms'.
      Actually, it wasn't just for the midterms—he had a plan to deal with several annoying things coming up.
      'Time to get ready.'
      With that, Kim Dojun pondered for a moment.
      "Hey, are you there?"
      Before long, he spoke into the empty middle of his dorm.
      Silence filled the dorm after Kim Dojun finished speaking.
      "I know you're watching, so come out."
      Kim Dojun was unfazed and called out once more.
      And then—
      Saaaah—!
      A yellow shape shimmered before his eyes.
      [... How did you know?]
      Yagrat of Ambition appeared.
      "That's not something you need to know."
      In response to the maglignant spirit's question, Kim Dojun replied flatly.
      Of course, Kim Dojun had his reasons for being certain the Yagrat of Ambition was nearby.
      'Yagrat of Ambition always tries every means possible to possess the first entity it's marked—that's one of its established traits.'
      Staring at the Yagrat of Ambition who stood before him as he'd expected, Kim Dojun spoke.
      "Let's make a contract."
      That's what he said.
      [... All of a sudden like this?]
      Yagrat of Ambition looked at Kim Dojun with a strange expression.
      After a few conversations, the Yagrat of Ambition had clearly realized Kim Dojun disliked 'maglignant spirits'.
      Was that all?
      Judging from having watched Kim Dojun closely, the boy didn't seem to need him at all—in other words, there was no chance for possession.
      Yet, the reason Yagrat of Ambition couldn't leave Kim Dojun's side was partly due to his rule of never changing his chosen possessed entity.
      And also, there was always that 'what if?' hope for an opportunity.
      Kim Dojun was strong.
      Yet he was still human, and humans could be swayed by the smallest of events. The spirit knew that, so he waited.
      As a result—though it felt a bit ambiguous to call it that—the Yagrat of Ambition was finally summoned. He couldn't understand how Kim Dojun had noticed his presence nearby.
      Well, that's a good thing, sure.
      'But something feels off.'
      Yagrat of Ambition looked at Kim Dojun with an expression that suggested something didn't quite add up.
      "You're not going to do it?"
      Prompted by Kim Dojun,
      [... Let's hear the terms.]
      He had no choice but to reply.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      It took 40 chapters for Dojun to ask for help in learning sorcery...
      Of course, there's a misunderstanding included.
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
    

  
    Chapter 40: What's Wrong With You? (3)

    
      What's Wrong With You? (3)
      Interrogation room in the basement of the main building of the Korean Sorcery Association, Gangnam District, Korea.
      There, a man and a young girl sat facing each other.
      The man seated in front of the girl was Jin Taeshik, the Vice President of the Korean Sorcery Association and a A-rank Sorcerer, famous for specializing in insect-based sorcery, 'Insect Sorcery'.
      The girl sitting across from him was Han Soyeon.
      "...."
      "...."
      The two of them sat across from each other in silence for a while.
      Neither Jin Taeshik nor Han Soyeon rushed to speak, letting the silence linger—until, eventually, someone broke it.
      "You've changed quite a lot."
      It was Jin Taeshik.
      He spoke to Han Soyeon with a somewhat intrigued expression, to which she replied,
      "I'm the same as always."
      "That's not how it looks to me."
      "Maybe you just weren't seeing me properly? I've always been like this."
      Han Soyeon answered with a slightly blank face.
      Looking at her, Jin Taeshik became certain that some kind of change had taken place in Han Soyeon.
      It had been about ten years since he recognized her talent.
      From the girl he would meet every few months to mold into the Association's hunting dog, to the person before him now, there was a clear difference.
      'No, it's more than just a difference. She's changed a lot.'
      Jin Taeshik recalled the Han Soyeon from the past.
      She used to look so nervous, always lowering her head because she didn't know where to focus her gaze.
      And now?
      Her eyes met his directly; there was no longer a trace of anxiety or timidity.
      The anxiety and timidity that used to dwell there had been replaced with an emotionless expression.
      He was curious as to what could have happened at the Sorcery Institute to cause such a transformation in her, but Jin Taeshik wasn't especially bothered by her change.
      In fact, he welcomed it.
      'It's not a bad thing if that timid personality of hers improves.'
      If her personality had refused to change, Jin Taeshik would have had to employ his own "methods" to transform her into a hunting dog, so he thought this turn of events was better.
      The Sorcery Association—or rather, Jin Taeshik himself—needed her "Divine Descent" talent to carry out their plans, hunting dog or not.
      'Still, I should check why Han Soyeon changed.'
      Thinking this, he got to the main point.
      The reason the Vice President of the Hunter Association had come all the way down to this interrogation room was not just to check on his hunting dog, but also because Han Soyeon was subtly involved in the recent "Incident of the Gatura of Salvation."
      "I assume you know why you're here?"
      "Isn't it because of Ju Yu-dam, who gave his body to Gatura of Salvation?"
      "Correct. According to some student accounts, before Ju Yu-dam gave herself up to Gatura of Salvation, she was consistently bullied by you. Officially, you've been called here for questioning about that—"
      Jin Taeshik paused before continuing.
      "—But the real reason the Association called you is to give you a warning."
      "... A warning?"
      "That's right. Do you know anything about the Salvation Society?"
      Seeing Han Soyeon's completely blank expression, Jin Taeshik began to explain about the Salvation Society.
      "In any case, since they're a group of psychopaths who believe in Gatura of Salvation, if you have any connection to the 'Descent of Gatura of Salvation', or even if you're only slightly related to its death, you could be in serious danger either way."
      "... Is that so?"
      "That's right. So, when this is over and you return to the Sorcery Institute, stay inside as much as possible. The Sorcery Institute, apart from some recent catastrophic incidents, is the most secure place there is."
      Jin Taeshik's words.
      Han Soyeon seemed to ponder a moment, then responded.
      "If there's even a slight connection with Gatura of Salvation, they're likely to target everyone?"
      She asked.
      "That's right, so you too should be very careful."
      To Jin Taeshik's added explanation,
      "... I suppose I have no choice then."
      Han Soyeon changed her expression from a blank face and, for the first time, showed a faint smile.
      Along with that, something flickered behind her back.
      "...?"
      Jin Taeshik instinctively tried to focus on the flickering presence behind Han Soyeon.
      "By the way."
      But the next moment, Han Soyeon spoke again, diverting his attention.
      "Could you tell me a bit more about the Salvation Society?"
      "... Why the sudden interest?"
      To Jin Taeshik's follow-up question, Han Soyeon replied,
      "I think those guys might touch something important to me."
      She said this, giving a clear smile as she looked at Jin Taeshik.
      "So, you have to tell me. About the Salvation Society."
      ####
      [....]
      To be honest, even though he'd said he'd listen to the terms, Yagrat of Ambition was having a hard time understanding the situation.
      Yagrat of Ambition had been observing Kim Dojun's actions up until now.
      He'd watched as Kim Dojun smashed up the criminals' building for the first time.
      He'd seen him defeat evil spirits, too.
      Most recently, Yagrat had been watching as Kim Dojun faced Gatura of Salvation.
      'I was actually planning to make my offer at that point.'
      In fact, when Kim Dojun was repeatedly killed, trapped by Gatura of Salvation's reverse sorcery, Yagrat had intended to make him an offer.
      He'd planned to say he would help Kim Dojun defeat Gatura if Kim Dojun would become his possessed entity.
      At that point, Yagrat had thought that, the moment Gatura unleashed his reverse sorcery, Kim Dojun had no chance to win.
      But contrary to Yagrat's expectations, Kim Dojun defeated Gatura of Salvation.
      With his own power, he overcame Gatura of Salvation.
      With nothing more than an ordinary body, he managed to overcome an entity like himself—a maglignant spirit.
      [....]
      Having watched it all unfold, Yagrat honestly couldn't understand why Kim Dojun wanted to make a contract with him.
      Basically, to form a contract, he'd have to fill in his partner's weaknesses—but, from what he could see, Kim Dojun didn't seem to need his power at all.
      So, while feeling that something was off, Yagrat spoke.
      [... No matter how much I desire your body, you shouldn't expect me to agree to an unreasonable contract.]
      Wondering if Kim Dojun was about to propose something ridiculous, Yagrat said this.
      "Don't worry. Do you think I called you here just to negotiate some nonsense?"
      Kim Dojun flatly denied Yagrat's concern.
      [Then what is it?]
      "As a contract term, I'll put my body up, as you wish."
      He said this to Yagrat.
      [... Are you serious?]
      "I told you, I'm not joking."
      [... So what are your conditions, in return for your body?]
      Yagrat asked.
      Without hesitation, Kim Dojun spread his fingers and said,
      "Five times."
      [...?]
      "Grant me five requests."
      [Are you going to ask me to die, or to be destroyed—]
      "I'll add this to the contract: among the five requests, I will never ask for your life, your destruction, or for you to willfully damage your soul. No complaints then, right?"
      [... If that's all, I have no reason to refuse.]
      "In exchange, unless it's a matter of your life, you must unconditionally grant my requests."
      [....]
      At Kim Dojun's words, Yagrat of Ambition simply watched him.
      No matter how much he thought about it, he couldn't figure out why Kim Dojun would propose such a contract.
      But regardless of what Yagrat thought, Kim Dojun pressed on.
      "All right. Then let's do it right away."
      [... What?]
      "You know, a maglignant spirit contract. Aren't we going to do it?"
      The maglignant spirit contract.
      It was a contract made when maglignant spirits and possessed entities could not reach an immediate agreement—if either party broke it, they would unconditionally face complete annihilation. Once entered into, it could never be undone.
      [... How do you know about the maglignant spirit contract?]
      Yagrat looked at Kim Dojun in shock.
      Of course, the reason Kim Dojun knew about the maglignant spirit contract was because it appeared in the game.
      In the main story of Sorcery Killing Technique, Yagrat of Ambition had a maglignant spirit contract.
      But explaining that would have been cumbersome—and impossible.
      Besides, there's no way Yagrat would believe such an explanation anyway.
      "There's no need for you to know. Let's just make the contract."
      Kim Dojun replied.
      [....]
      "If you don't want to, then forget it."
      Staring at the audacious Kim Dojun,
      [Fine, let's do it.]
      Yagrat soon agreed to the contract Kim Dojun proposed.
      Yagrat knew how absolute this contract was, and that once it was made, it could never be reversed.
      Fwoosh—!
      At that moment, letters began to form in front of Kim Dojun.
      Recognizing that this was the maglignant spirit contract, Kim Dojun watched as the contract wrote itself, making a few minor adjustments to the terms with Yagrat.
      [Now all you have to do is say, "I contract."]
      "I contract."
      Without hesitation, Kim Dojun entered into the agreement.
      At that instant, something left both Kim Dojun's and Yagrat's bodies and entered the contract.
      ― Bzztzzzt!
      With an electric crackle, the contract and papers disappeared.
      Yagrat of Ambition smiled.
      He still didn't know why Kim Dojun had made a contract with him, but the point was that the contract had been formed.
      This meant that, after granting Kim Dojun's five requests, Kim Dojun's body would become his.
      So, smiling, he was about to speak—
      [The contract is complete, Kim Dojun. I'll grant you five requests, and you'll give me your body...but, why are you making that face?]
      —and then, upon seeing Kim Dojun's expression, Yagrat unconsciously dropped his smile.
      At that moment, Kim Dojun was wearing the kind of evil grin anyone would recognize as sinister.
      "No, it's nothing."
      But when Yagrat asked about his expression, Kim Dojun quickly changed his face and responded lightly.
      [....]
      "Why are you looking at me like that? Seriously, it's nothing."
      Of course, contrary to his words, Kim Dojun had a reason.
      'With the maglignant spirit contract, it's true that I have to surrender my body after he fulfills five requests.'
      But Kim Dojun had no intention of taking that risk.
      In fact, he was already grinning with excitement over the prospect of using Yagrat of Ambition with not a single downside.
      He knew a way to avoid the risk in this contract, which Yagrat was convinced to be absolute.
      With that in mind, he looked at the maglignant spirit with a meaningful expression.
      [....]
      Watching Yagrat flinch,
      'I'm going to squeeze you for all you're worth.'
      With that thought,
      "For starters, memorize all the midterm answer sheets for me and help me with my exams."
      He made his first request.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Contracting with a malignant spirit just to make them memorize the exams...
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
    

  
    Chapter 41: For Midterms... (1)

    
      For Midterms... (1)
      Guatemala 'was' a country located in Central America.
      Yes, up until just 30 years ago, that is.
      Thirty years ago, it still maintained the form of a nation, but thanks to the 'Phantasm Memory' incident that occurred at that time, it became a place where people could no longer live.
      Now, all that remains there is barren land and ruined buildings, and remnants of maglignant spirits—like lingering radioactivity from the incident—that even S-class sorcerers find chilling.
      Beyond this, the only things that could be found there were the innumerable possessed entities and spiritual entitiess, so people no longer called it Guatemala. Instead, it was referred to by a new name: the Magic Abyss (魔境).
      At the very center of that Magic Abyss.
      In the basement of a huge high-rise building located right where S-class sorcerers are said to have no way of escaping unscathed from the sky-swimming spectral whale possessed entities, several in number—
      At the center, amid countless spiritual entitiess and higher-ranked possessed entities making a ruckus with eerie howls as they roamed, was a massive lump of flesh.
      And inside it, a girl who until now had kept her eyes closed—
      "..."
      —opened her eyes.
      Ssssss—
      A glimmer of life began to return to her amethyst-like eyes, and before long, the girl lying on that mysterious hunk of flesh raised her body.
      Thunk—
      The girl set her bare foot down, entirely naked.
      Her body looked incredibly frail.
      And yet, even so, the possessed entities and spiritual entitiess that had been roaming about moments ago seemed to sense fear, freezing in their tracks and holding their breath without making a sound.
      The spectral whales circling the high-rise building were no longer in the air, but descended to the un-swimmable earth, neutralizing themselves.
      All of this happened merely because the girl opened her eyes and placed her feet on the ground.
      She clearly appeared fragile, but was not perceived as such at all as she gazed upon those holding their breath endlessly.
      "Hmm—"
      For the first time, she let out a voice as melodious as jade beads rolling.
      Tremble tremble tremble—
      Just from that tranquil, languid-sounding voice, all beings nearby shook as if confronted by a very thing they feared most.
      "Gatura of Salvation has perished... How untimely."
      As her calm, yet questioning voice continued, a violet spiritual power began to envelop her naked body.
      Immediately afterward—
      "So that means... it's begun, hasn't it?"
      With the generation of a set of slightly fancy clothing that perfectly fit her figure and her expressionless muttering ceasing—
      "Then, I suppose it's about time..."
      —she, the very one who turned Guatemala into the Magic Abyss (魔境),
      "Let's see—"
      Mongsang smiled, scattering violet spiritual power.
      "shall I go meet them?"
      ####
      Two days after signing the contract with Yagrat of Ambition, Kim Dojun was meeting Han Soyeon at a café in Sorcery Institute's city center.
      'If I recruit Han Soyeon as a companion, it'll definitely help.'
      The reason was to immediately invite her to join as a companion.
      Although Han Soyeon's power was never properly showcased in the game, according to her background she had tremendous talent. Kim Dojun's plan was to develop her and use her as a companion.
      'Of course, two guys beating someone is better than one, and three's more efficient than two.'
      That was his plan...
      "It's really, really a shame."
      "... Is that so?"
      "Yes, it's so frustrating he died a peaceful death before I could really torment her."
      "Getting possessed isn't exactly a peaceful death, is it?"
      "No, it is a peaceful death."
      "... Why?"
      "I planned to gradually torment her, tear her limbs apart, break her mind, and leave her a half-wreck for life."
      "Wha...?"
      Looking at Han Soyeon, who had been bemoaning the death of Ju Yu-dam with a scowl for nearly ten minutes straight, Kim Dojun began to wonder if he was doing something he shouldn't.
      "... I see."
      "Yes, but thankfully, there are still others left, so I can torment them a bit more."
      Han Soyeon smiled as if genuinely delighted.
      '... Indeed, no matter how I think of it, becoming a boss after being tempted by a maglignant spirit through Sorcery Killing Technique definitely isn't for someone normal.'
      Watching her, Kim Dojun was once again convinced that the personalities of those who became bosses that way were anything but normal, and he began to question whether raising her as a companion was the correct choice.
      '... Maybe I should hold off on recruiting her for a bit. After all, if I want to use her as a companion till the end, I have to get 'that' before Han Soyeon awakens.'
      He made his decision for now. Then, as he talked with her, he shifted the topic to a thought that struck him.
      "Come to think of it, you're not wearing your glasses today?"
      "Ah."
      At Kim Dojun's words, Han Soyeon smiled brightly and replied.
      "You noticed right away?"
      "I guess?"
      Recalling the normally large, round glasses she always wore around her eyes, he commented, and she answered without erasing her smile.
      "They were uncomfortable, so I took them off."
      "Really?"
      "They kept getting splattered, and cleaning them was a chore."
      "Splattered with what?"
      "With blood."
      "... Huh?"
      "Oh, did you know? Blood is surprisingly hard to wipe off glasses once it splatters on the lenses."
      It was a fact he neither knew nor wanted to know, but Kim Dojun just nodded.
      "So, since I can enhance my eyesight with my manifestation anyway, I decided to just quit wearing glasses."
      "... That's, uh, a handy ability. To enhance vision."
      "Right? Plus, if I push it further, I can lower my opponent's vision too. Though... that takes a bit of brute force."
      "Uh... I see?"
      "Yes, indeed,"
      "... Uh, I know I asked before, but lately, you haven't been, you know—hearing any voices?"
      "Voices?"
      "Yeah, you know, like—'Don't you want to kill them all? I can help you,' that sort of thing."
      Worried Han Soyeon might already be under the influence of a maglignant spirit, Kim Dojun asked.
      "I don't hear anything like that, but I do sometimes think, 'wouldn't it be fun to torment them more like this?'"
      "...."
      At that, Kim Dojun fell silent, staring at her with an expression of being at a loss for words.
      '... Is Han Soyeon... maybe not someone possessed by a maglignant spirit, but just a maglignant spirit herself?'
      He began to seriously wonder.
      ####
      Another two days passed, and it was Sunday.
      With midterms suddenly just a day away, Kim Dojun—
      "Hoo..."
      —was studying sorcery.
      ... No, to be precise, he 'had been' studying sorcery.
      'I came up with this brilliant new plan to make companions, but I still figured I should study sorcery, so I tried....'
      Kim Dojun, lying in bed, stared at the stack of sorcery books tossed in the corner of his room.
      Of course, he hadn't thrown them all there from the start.
      But exactly one hour after he began studying, the Sorcerer King's books ended up like that.
      Because Kim Dojun couldn't understand a single thing in the books.
      '... Now all that's left is to try Shin Se-yeon's class, I guess.'
      With that thought, Kim Dojun suddenly remembered something and pulled out his ghost liquor bottle to check the date, mumbling to himself.
      "About two weeks left?"
      In reality, since he couldn't properly use sorcery at the moment, he had no use for spiritual power, but he needed to use his spiritual tool. And to use a spiritual tool, spiritual power was essential.
      "Not long now."
      Kim Dojun hoped the ghost liquor would mature quickly.
      He was sure that the spiritual power from the vengeful evil spirit sealed in this wine bottle would help replenish his own parched, drought-like spiritual power enough for him to use the spiritual tool, even if not properly.
      Holding his ghost liquor bottle, Kim Dojun stared at the Sorcerer King's books crammed in the corner and reflected on his own intelligence. Who knows how long that lasted.
      "... Should I just go to bed?"
      After checking the late hour, Kim Dojun went to sleep.
      The next day—
      When he arrived in the classroom, Kim Dojun saw students displaying a range of emotions.
      "Ah, do we seriously have to take this midterm? We've had so much to do already, can't they skip it, jeez..."
      "Seriously."
      Among them were a group mumbling in annoyance.
      "We're screwed... Maybe I should just give up."
      "Why do the first day's all theory classes, damn, I suck at theory..."
      "Ah, if I fail, I'll get demoted to an 8-person room..."
      There was a group already despairing over the midterms.
      "Eight-person rooms aren't as bad as you'd think. I've been there, and it's not terrible."
      "Agreed. To be honest, since I'm in an 8-person room, there's nowhere else to fall."
      "If everyone screws up here, maybe I can make it to a 4-person room?"
      Some students saw this as an opportunity, others were laid back since they had nowhere lower to fall.
      Each student traded their own stories.
      Kim Dojun noticed Shin Se-yeon quietly studying at her desk as if possessed, staring through her textbook with a hint of madness.
      Time passed.
      "Alright, clear everything off your desks."
      The instructor entered the class the moment the bell rang with unnerving precision and immediately gave the command, and all the students groaned in unison, clearing away their things.
      "As you know, the first subject is 'Sorcery Theory'."
      Exam papers landed on each desk.
      As soon as the papers appeared, more murmurs arose among the students.
      But if there was one thing they all had in common, it was the sighs of disappointment and regret.
      "The test is sixty minutes."
      No matter how despondent the students sounded, the instructor paid no mind.
      "Begin."
      And with that, the test began.
      And as it truly started—
      Kim Dojun, like the others, looked down at his test paper.
      'I have no idea.'
      That was his honest reaction.
      There were a few parts he understood, but the test was designed so he could never pass it with just the basics he knew.
      Still, Kim Dojun was not flustered.
      Naturally.
      'Ready?'
      After all, he was fully prepared to ace the midterm without even looking at the test paper.
      [I have certainly memorized everything.]
      Hearing the voice of Yagrat of Ambition, Kim Dojun smiled—
      "All right then, let's begin."
      —and picked up his pen.
      The Ghost Test King.
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      For Midterms... (2)
      'I really have no idea what any of this means.'
      He knew the midterm exam was supposed to be difficult, but honestly, he hadn't expected it to be this hard.
      'I honestly thought I'd be able to solve at least a couple of questions.'
      Kim Dojun stopped trying as he looked at the problems that made his head spin just by reading them.
      Anyway, even if he didn't try to solve the questions himself, his answer sheet was filled with answers thanks to the "help" of Yagrath.
      Though the answers he had written with his own pen, he couldn't understand them at all.
      Kim Dojun glanced around.
      In the silence, the students were all screaming silent screams with their expressions.
      He thought they must know much more than he did, yet when he confirmed that even they wore ashen faces, he recalled the setting from the game.
      'Was the difficulty of the exam like this... because there're no more written tests after the first semester midterm?'
      Remembering that all the major tests after this were practicals, Kim Dojun nodded.
      'There seemed to be some other reason too...'
      He tried to recall another reason, but soon shrugged his shoulders.
      'Well, it's not important.'
      What mattered to him was that after this exam, there would be no more written tests, so Kim Dojun gave a slight laugh, then rested his head on his desk and closed his eyes for a nap.
      "..."
      The instructor, Kim Younghan, who was overseeing the exam, stared blankly at Kim Dojun, who had buried his head and was napping only eight minutes into the midterm.
      'He's already finished?'
      Kim Younghan stared blankly at him for a while, then checked the clock.
      "..."
      No matter how many times he looked, only eight minutes had passed.
      But Kim Dojun lay slumped across the desk as if he had nothing more to do with the test sheet, leaving Kim Younghan just staring at him in disbelief.
      '... Is this even possible?'
      Had it been another student who acted like this so soon after the exam started, Kim Younghan wouldn't even have bothered with a sigh.
      It was simply impossible to solve this exam in eight minutes, so that would mean the student just gave up.
      But if the one burying his head was none other than Kim Dojun, it was a different story.
      Of course, Kim Dojun was simply writing down the answers as told by Yagrath of Ambition and, unable to read the Sorcerer King's book, just gave up and lay down.
      Since Kim Younghan had no way of knowing that, he looked at Kim Dojun with genuine admiration.
      Time passed like that.
      "Time's up."
      Whoosh-!
      As the test ended, all the students' answer sheets disappeared at once, signaling the start of the midterm that would last about five days.
      Time flew by, and when the fifth day since the start of the exams arrived—
      ― Whoosh!
      With a blue flame, the last test paper of the midterm vanished, marking the end of the Sorcery Institute's midterm.
      "It's over... It's really over...."
      "I thought I was going to die...."
      "I'm really glad the midterm is finished... I'd rather take practicals any day than do this again...."
      All moaning their deaths, the students with their heads slumped on their desks had dark circles under their eyes.
      "Well done, everyone, on getting through the exam. Go back to the dorms and rest."
      With those words and upon seeing the students in such a state, the exam proctor left the classroom, but not a single student, including Kim Dojun, got up.
      The reason was simple: the scores would be posted soon.
      For some reason unknown, at the Sorcery Institute, you could check your midterm grade just an hour or two after finishing, so everyone waited to see their ranking.
      "Oh, right, by the way, this time the scores will be posted in a week, so you should all go."
      "... Ah."
      At the instructor's words after he came back in a few minutes, the students let out low sighs and looked at him with questioning eyes.
      "It's because, due to the recent Divine Descent of Gatura of Salvation, some sorcery formations haven't been restored yet."
      Receiving their gazes, he gave this explanation and then added, "So go and rest," before leaving the classroom.
      "Ugh, I waited for nothing."
      "Yeah."
      "I just wanted to get the pain over with quickly if I failed anyway."
      The sighs of regret at the instructor's announcement were short-lived.
      "Well, I'm still in an 8-person room anyway~"
      "There's at least some charm to 8-person rooms."
      "Please, let me get a 4-person room... Please, just let me get a 4-person room...!!"
      Students began filing out one by one after the instructor.
      And then—
      'Was it changed because of Gatura of Salvation?'
      Wiping away his earlier suspicious look, Kim Dojun nodded in understanding and looked ahead.
      Shin Se-yeon, walking out with a zombie-like stagger as if she'd burned up all her spirit.
      'I was going to ask her to train with me starting today...'
      Watching her shamble off like a true zombie, Kim Dojun decided to give up on getting training from Shin Se-yeon today.
      Right now, she looked like she might collapse at the slightest touch.
      'Well, I have plans anyway.'
      So, after watching Shin Se-yeon leave, Kim Dojun got up as soon as she was gone and headed for the trail outside.
      Before long, he met Dan on the trail.
      "Been a while."
      "Yeah."
      "Did you bring the mask?"
      "I did."
      The reason Kim Dojun was meeting Dan today—
      It was to finally visit Pantheon, which he'd been putting off.
      'I was supposed to go the Saturday after the midterms originally.'
      But Gatura of Salvation incident pushed back the schedule roughly a week, and it didn't seem worth waiting until Saturday, so he arranged to go with Dan right away.
      'I need to save money, but at this point there are also some things I need.'
      So Kim Dojun mentally started making a checklist of things to do at Pantheon.
      While deep in thought, Dan spoke up.
      "Before we go to Pantheon, there's something I want to discuss."
      "What is it?"
      "It's about Tam (貪)."
      "Tam?"
      Kim Dojun repeated and thought for a moment, then let out an "Ah."
      'That's right, it did evolve weirdly.'
      Recalling how Tam had evolved strangely after being beaten up(?) last time, Kim Dojun asked:
      "What's up? Is Tam being noisy again?"
      "That's not it."
      "Then what? Did it evolve weirdly again?"
      Kim Dojun followed up.
      Dan hesitated, seeming unsure how to explain.
      "... It'd probably be better for you to see for yourself."
      Then he reached into his shadow and pulled out Tam.
      When Kim Dojun saw Tam walk out of the shadow, he couldn't help but look confused.
      "... What is this?"
      What came out of the shadow was something that took a human form.
      "... It's Tam."
      "This is?"
      Kim Dojun stared at Tam in disbelief.
      Tam, standing before him, looked human.
      Well, not so much that you couldn't recognize it was Tam—
      Tam's skin was black, and although the appearance now was close to a human's, there were definitely differences.
      'First, the ears are cat ears. There's even a tail attached.'
      It reminded him of a character from an otaku game he'd played before, so Kim Dojun couldn't help but look at Tam with a strange expression.
      He'd talked about it once before, but he'd never seen Tam look like this.
      In the game, Tam always appeared as a monster.
      As Dan's partner spirit, destined to become a boss character, Tam had always looked hideous from the player's perspective—a frighteningly evil appearance.
      But Tam now was very different from what he remembered from the game.
      [Hello! Master!]
      The moment Tam looked at Kim Dojun, it spread its hands wide and greeted him.
      "...??"
      Kim Dojun's strange expression turned to complete bafflement.
      [Hello! Master!]
      Not seeming to notice Kim Dojun's confusion, Tam raised its hand above its head and repeated itself.
      "...??"
      Kim Dojun silently stared.
      "...."
      He looked at Dan.
      "...?"
      Switching between Dan's confused face and Tam, who still had its hand raised in greeting, Kim Dojun suddenly said:
      "Ah."
      He wore an expression of sudden understanding, then clicked his tongue toward Dan.
      "... So that's how it is...."
      He muttered quietly.
      "...? Did you figure something out?"
      As Dan asked, puzzled by Kim Dojun's seemingly knowing look,
      Kim Dojun stared at Dan for a long time.
      "So this is your thing, huh."
      He scrunched his brows as if seeing something he shouldn't.
      "?"
      Dan didn't get what he meant at first.
      "!?"
      Then, understanding hit, and Dan frowned too.
      "What are you talking about! I'm not into that at all!"
      "Sure."
      "I'm really not—I swear!"
      "I bet you aren't."
      "I said I'm really not!!"
      Dan protested, sounding truly aggrieved.
      But in Kim Dojun's mind, Dan was already branded as "tricky to deal with."
      'As expected, even if the game didn't show it, the ones fit to be maglignant spirits all have their own twisted sides.'
      So with that thought, Kim Dojun just stared back.
      "Ughhh!"
      Dan seemed to scream just to prove his innocence, but in Kim Dojun's mind everything was settled.
      'He said himself before that Tam evolves in response to its environment.'
      Frankly, the first time Tam turned into a weird cat-fox(?) thing was probably Kim Dojun's fault.
      In the game, Tam looked like a grotesque hybrid by the time the player met Dan.
      So Tam's cat-fox form was probably due to him.
      'But this is different.'
      Kim Dojun looked at Tam.
      Tam looked about elementary-schooler height.
      Had Kim Dojun ever met Tam in this cat-fox form?
      No, he hadn't.
      In other words, Tam's changing into this was 100% due to Dan's influence.
      "...."
      Watching Tam standing there with an innocent smile and its hand raised, Kim Dojun couldn't help but feel sorry for it.
      "You poor thing...."
      [Me, poor?]
      "Yes...."
      Honestly, while this was way better than Tam's in-game appearance, seeing Tam transformed like this because of Dan's bizarre desire made Kim Dojun pat Tam's head without realizing it.
      [Me, poor!]
      "What part of this is supposed to be pitiful?!"
      Dan's frustrated cry rang out.
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      Raising Hell (1)
      "What on earth is so pitiful about it?!"
      When Dan asked back with an incredulous expression, Kim Dojun simply shook his head in response, to which Dan shouted.
      "No, do you really think it suits you to say that after you beat Tam with a baseball bat in the first place?!"
      "Sure, I did beat it with a bat, but I didn't turn it into this."
      "Exactly! I'm telling you, it's not me who made Tam end up like this! It changed on its own! All by itself!"
      "Who was it again that said Tam evolves to fit its environment?"
      "..."
      At Kim Dojun's words, Dan reflexively closed his mouth.
      But as Kim Dojun looked at Dan, whose face was contorted in deep frustration and injustice, he magnanimously decided not to press Dan any further about his preferences and said,
      "So, what's the problem with how it's changed?"
      "..."
      Dan cursed at him with his eyes.
      But Kim Dojun just shrugged his shoulders casually.
      Dan, seeing this, let out a sigh deep enough to collapse the ground, gave up, and spoke.
      "Ever since it changed like this, it doesn't really listen to me anymore."
      "... Doesn't listen?"
      "Yeah, I mean, if an enemy shows up in front of us, Tam will deal with it right away—but only then."
      "... So you're saying it ignores every other command?"
      "Yeah. The way Tam evolved is really weird—I can't make it act artificially."
      "Are you sure it's not just because you can't control it?"
      Dan hesitated at Kim Dojun's question, then replied,
      "That might be part of it. I was more or less forced to receive Tam from my family in the first place, so there are some difficulties handling it. But—still, I don't think that's the whole reason."
      "So there's another reason?"
      "I still have no idea what it could be...."
      With an extremely complicated look, Dan stared at Tam, who was being stroked by Kim Dojun.
      "Anyway, that's the situation, so in an emergency, I probably won't be much help."
      After hearing Dan's words, Kim Dojun nodded as if he understood and started reflecting.
      'Well, I wasn't planning on making him fight anyway. I'll get repaid fully later for helping now.'
      Then, he pulled a scorpion mask out from his clothing.
      "All right, let's get going."
      When Kim Dojun said this, Dan, understanding what he meant, pulled out his own mask as well.
      Soon after, Kim Dojun, holding the black ticket Dan had given him last time, tore it without hesitation.
      Shrrrrrip—!
      The black paper scraps started to wrap around Kim Dojun's body.
      And after his vision went dark, by the time Kim Dojun's sight returned— 
      "Oh."
      Kim Dojun had arrived at Pantheon.
      ####
      The City of Criminals, Pantheon.
      When Kim Dojun regained his senses for the first time, the landscape he saw was, as expected, rather mysterious.
      'Just like in the illustrations—a blend of modern and old-fashioned vibes.'
      Certainly, some of the buildings had a style strikingly similar to modern architecture.
      But some other buildings looked as if someone had tried to recreate a traditional village. This led Kim Dojun to the impression, 'How odd.'
      Step, step.
      He soon turned his gaze to an old man who appeared before him.
      Dressed in beggar-like clothing and holding a wooden cane in his left hand, the old man—
      At first glance, anyone would think this man was a homeless person, but Kim Dojun knew his true identity.
      'Guide NPC.'
      Whenever players or anyone else first entered Pantheon, this old man NPC would appear to provide basic information about the city's structure and necessary precautions in exchange for money.
      Tap—
      Kim Dojun, without hesitation, handed over the stacks of ten-thousand won notes he'd brought in advance.
      Of course, having played the game multiple times, Kim Dojun already knew the general structure of Pantheon, and besides, Dan was with him—
      'He probably doesn't know as well as the NPC, and I need to confirm if what I know from the setting is accurate.'
      There were some uncertainties about the Pantheon portion of the setting Kim Dojun had compiled since arriving in this world, so he wanted to hear the NPC's explanation.
      "Looks like you've heard about it already."
      The old man smiled in satisfaction at Kim Dojun, who had handed over the bundle without question, and then began to explain the layout of Pantheon point by point.
      About ten minutes later,
      In that time, Kim Dojun was able to grasp the overall structure of Pantheon through the old man.
      He wore a satisfied expression.
      The old man even reminded him of a few details he'd forgotten about.
      'To summarize—'
      The area almost at the very center of Pantheon is the 'Inner Zone', which is managed by 'Goseon', and could only be entered after paying a massive sum. It was the only truly safe, 'clean' area where fights never break out.
      The 'Middle Zone', just outside the center, was also under Goseon's jurisdiction, but with less direct oversight; here, the three major powers of Pantheon each held their own and operated openly, with clear territory boundaries.
      Finally, the 'Outer Zone', which Kim Dojun was headed towards, was technically attached to Pantheon but lacked any form of Goseon's management. More importantly, it required no entry fee. In effect, it was lawless.
      'In fantasy terms, it's like the slums just outside a feudal lord's domain.'
      After confirming this, Kim Dojun listed in his mind the extra details he'd forgotten about, then, as if the old man had finished all his explanations, turned to him with a question.
      "The exchange in the Outer Zone...that is, exactly where is the black market located?"
      Having asked, Kim Dojun listened to the old man's answer.
      "Let's go."
      With Dan in tow, he started walking.
      ####
      To be honest, Dan still couldn't figure out what exactly Kim Dojun was planning to do at Pantheon.
      '... I did hear from Kim Dojun that he was starting preparations to become the heir, but still.'
      Even after hearing that, Dan couldn't guess the situation, because of what Kim Dojun was currently doing here.
      "Oh, what's this?"
      "This is a spirit pouch. It's as small as a lucky pouch, but it's engraved with a formation, so you can store up to 100 liters' worth."
      "How much?"
      "Normally, these spiritual power pouches are pretty expensive...but since you're buying a bunch of stuff here, I'll give you a special price. How about five billion?"
      "Oh. That's pretty cheap."
      At present, Kim Dojun was at the exchange—in other words, the black market—buying up everything he could from the black merchant.
      "...."
      Which made some sense.
      After all, while the Pantheon black market was illegal, it sold a lot of hard-to-get goods, including things that were outlawed outside and couldn't legally be made.
      But here was the problem.
      "Oh, is this that thing? The computer that can never be tracked?"
      "Yeah."
      "How much is it?"
      "One hundred billion."
      "Not bad."
      Kim Dojun was, at this moment, buying everything at absolutely ridiculous, rip-off prices.
      This wasn't just getting ripped off a bit—he was being so thoroughly scammed that even the biggest chump would realize he was being gouged.
      'Why the hell is he doing that?'
      With a face betraying total confusion, Dan watched Kim Dojun fill his newly purchased spirit pouch with various items.
      "......"
      Indeed, when Kim Dojun started buying stuff at the black market, and again once he started getting ripped off egregiously, Dan had repeatedly tried to talk to him.
      Telling him outright that the merchant was scamming him big time.
      But in response, Kim Dojun had smiled brightly and kept repeating, "It's fine," while buying more stuff, looking as carefree as could be.
      "Hey."
      "... What is it?"
      "You should buy something too, I'll pay for it."
      Now, watching Kim Dojun pass him a spirit pouch and tell him to fill it with whatever he wanted, Dan was left utterly dumbfounded.
      "...."
      Dan wore an expression of disbelief.
      But since his face was covered by a mask, Kim Dojun couldn't see that as he pressed the pouch into Dan's hands and moved on to pick up more stuff. As for the black market merchant—a first-class criminal who didn't even bother hiding his face—
      "Heh."
      He was trying his best not to smile, but the corners of his mouth kept twitching upward like he'd just bagged the biggest sucker on earth.
      Five minutes later.
      "That should do it."
      Watching Kim Dojun grin with immense satisfaction, Dan glanced at the merchant, whose smile now reached from ear to ear, and approached him quietly to say,
      "... Are you really going to buy all this?"
      "Of course."
      "... As I said before, that guy is totally ripping you off. And maybe you don't realize it, but that spirit pouch can be bought outside just as easily...!"
      Dan was making a last-ditch attempt to reason with Kim Dojun.
      "I know that already."
      But Kim Dojun replied in the calmest voice.
      "... You know?"
      "Of course."
      "... So you're saying you're about to pay several times the outside price for something you could have gotten for a fraction?"
      Dan even let out an incredulous chuckle through his mask, disbelief plain in his voice.
      Kim Dojun merely chuckled back and responded,
      "No, you've got it backwards. It's actually cheaper in here."
      "... What?"
      "I'm telling you, it's cheaper here than outside."
      "??"
      "?"
      "... You can get a spirit pouch outside for ten billion if you bargain."
      "But here, it's free."
      "...?"
      Dan looked at Kim Dojun as if to say, what kind of bullshit is that?
      "?"
      "?"
      Still perplexed, Kim Dojun remained unfazed. Dan now stared at him, questioning if he was serious.
      "... Didn't that merchant just say he'd sell it for fifty billion?"
      "Right?"
      "... So how is it free, exactly?"
      As Dan continued to question, Kim Dojun flashed a sly grin and then—
      "All right, let's settle up—kuh!"
      He grabbed the merchant by the collar as he approached for the money.
      "Hup!"
      "Kyaaaaagh?!"
      And hurled him straight up through the ceiling.
      Bang!
      With a tremendous noise, the black market merchant crashed through the roof and disappeared into the sky above Pantheon.
      Dan, stupefied, could only gape inside his mask.
      "Ta-da, now it's free, right?"
      "...??"
      Kim Dojun said brightly.
      "Total profit, right?"
      "??"
      As Kim Dojun cheerfully put it, Dan's mouth fell open, at a complete loss for words at the scene before him.
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      Raising Hell (2)
      The black markets established in the outer district are called lawless zones because they aren't under the protection of Goseon.
      However, even though they are situated in such lawless zones, there are three places where not a single fight ever breaks out.
      Specifically, they are the two black markets and one arena located in the outer district.
      Despite the clear fact that there's a heavy flow of people, the reason fights don't erupt in these places like they do elsewhere is simple: those three locations are 'managed'.
      And not just by your ordinary criminal gangs.
      But by one of the so-called Three Great Factions of the Pantheon: Twisted Evil (怪惡).
      Because of this, even the criminals who reside in the Pantheon refrain from causing any trouble in the black markets or the arena.
      If someone living in the Pantheon starts a commotion in either of those places, it's basically no different from saying, "Please, just kill me."
      The same goes for outsiders who come to use the black markets or this illegal arena.
      That's why the arena and the black markets can exist openly on the main streets of the Pantheon with hardly any notable incidents.
      And Dan, knowing all this, could only say,
      "Do you even know what you've just done right now?"
      Dan couldn't help but speak as he stared at Kim Dojun.
      "Why?"
      Kim Dojun, wearing a remarkably calm expression, replied as if he had no idea what he'd done.
      At that, Dan spoke with an expression that looked like he was about to lose his mind.
      "What you just did is practically the same as making an enemy out of Twisted Evil, one of the Three Great Factions of the Pantheon...!"
      Dan's face made it clear he could hardly believe if all this was real.
      Kim Dojun might not get it, but for Dan, who had some knowledge of the underground, twisted Evil was an entity he absolutely did not want to get involved with.
      "Why are you so serious?"
      But Kim Dojun remained unruffled, even looking at Dan as if wondering what was making him so worried.
      "We haven't even started yet."
      He said that, then quickly smiled.
      ... A little, wicked smile.
      ####
      Twisted Evil's management of the two black markets and the one arena is based in the outer district.
      Because of Twisted Evil's fearsome reputation, incidents almost never occur. Still, just in case, they could not leave their facilities unattended.
      As such, the management office for the outer district was placed somewhere close by, so they could rush over immediately if anything ever did happen.
      "Ah."
      Except for the guards who took shifts on patrol every day, the practical manager overseeing all three facilities was—
      "So fucking dull."
      Lee Kang, a sorcerer dubbed "Gluttony", and the fifth successor in the ongoing Ryuoh family succession struggle, was downright bored.
      'Just how much longer do I have to put up with this bullshit?'
      The main reason he went and bowed his head to Twisted Evil, joining the Pantheon's Three Great Factions, was really the succession battle.
      The Ryuoh family's succession struggle.
      A fate placed upon all ten with the Ryuoh bloodline—regardless of whether they wanted it or not, if you had their blood, you had to take part. Lee Kang was no exception.
      Of course, that didn't mean he was dragged into it unwillingly.
      On the contrary, he rather enjoyed this situation.
      He always complained he was bored, but deep down, he thought that, honestly, this wasn't such a bad deal for him right now.
      After all, he never wanted anything except to have some power and enough money to live the rest of his life in comfort.
      What he was unhappy with in this situation, however, was...
      'If these bastards make a promise, they could at least hurry up and keep it.'
      The root of the problem was the contract with Twisted Evil.
      When he joined Twisted Evil, he made a deal.
      The contract was simple:
      If Lee Kang won the Ryuoh succession struggle, he would hand over exactly 40% of the Ryuoh family's share in China's underworld to Twisted Evil.
      Anyone from the Ryuoh family who heard this would probably look at him like he was completely insane, but Lee Kang felt no shame.
      He never had any intention of leading the Ryuoh family as a whole.
      All he wanted was a certain amount of authority and enough wealth to do as he pleased for the rest of his life.
      'And I can get that, even if I give Twisted Evil 40%.'
      With that mindset, he had signed the contract without hesitation, but Twisted Evil had done nothing for months since then, which was starting to get on his nerves.
      "Tsk."
      Of course, even so, he was still in the inferior position, so he had no right to complain, so he just endured.
      'Still, if things remain quiet much longer, I'll have to bring it up.'
      Lee Kang thought this as he recalled one of Twisted Evil's two bosses with whom he had made the contract.
      As he idly let these thoughts continue—
      ─────rattle!
      Suddenly, the entire management office began to shake with a vibration strong enough to be felt throughout the room.
      "?"
      Lee Kang unconsciously made a confused face.
      ─────thud!
      But as he was about to drift back into his thoughts, an enormous but muffled noise sounded right on the heels of the tremor, raising a question mark in his mind, but he decided it was probably nothing.
      Only, moments later—
      ─────thud!
      "What the hell?"
      His expression hardened with a second massive impact.
      He was about to leave his office to check the situation, heading toward the window, when—
      Bang-!
      Just as he was about to swear, a guard burst dramatically through the door of the management office.
      "It's serious!"
      Even before Lee Kang could speak, the guard snatched the initiative, his face filled with anxiety and urgency.
      "Some lunatic just destroyed the black market...!"
      "... What?"
      Lee Kang opened his mouth as if he couldn't comprehend what he was hearing.
      As the guard was about to explain further—
      Bang-!
      Another guard, bursting in the same way, yelled,
      "Chief! We've got a huge problem...! Some lunatic showed up and wrecked the arena!!!"
      "What...?"
      His urgent voice truly conveyed that they were fucked.
      And as Lee Kang started to display his first genuinely serious expression—
      ─────BANG!
      Another thunderous crash rang out.
      ####
      "...."
      Dan gazed blankly at the scene before his eyes.
      "U, uwaaaagh!"
      "Everybody run!"
      "We're all gonna die at this rate!!!"
      It was utter pandemonium, chaos made real.
      No, it wasn't just chaos.
      The scene before him was a straight-up warzone.
      The first thing in sight was crowds of people frantically running in all directions.
      All around them, concrete debris rolled about pathetically.
      "...."
      And shifting his gaze, he saw what was once the arena.
      It was no longer an arena.
      It was what had "been" an arena.
      Nothing remained of Twisted Evil's arena but ruins.
      And that wasn't all.
      If you looked just to the side, there was also what had once "been" a black market, a sibling to the arena in scale.
      No, at this point, calling it what had once been a black market was giving it too much credit—a more accurate term would be ruins, the original structure was completely obliterated.
      Looking straight ahead again—
      "Uwaaaagh! T-the scorpion mask guy is coming this way!"
      "E-everybody run!!!"
      Criminals fled in terror from the man in the scorpion mask.
      The same Kim Dojun who had turned both the arena and the black market into ruins was now approaching what remained of Twisted Evil's last operating black market, about to make it another "former" black market.
      ... No, in truth, he was already in the process.
      He had already thrown the debris from the collapsed arena onto the black market, tossing the remnants with his own hands.
      "...."
      Honestly, when Kim Dojun smashed the black market, Dan didn't feel admiration at his strength—his mind was overtaken by the thought that he was totally screwed.
      As if destroying the black market wasn't enough, he'd reduced it to complete ruins.
      However, by the time Kim Dojun promptly destroyed the arena right after, Dan found himself honestly, purely admiring his strength.
      Dan also knew Kim Dojun was strong.
      He hadn't seen it himself since he was a second-year, but he'd heard the stories—how Kim Dojun handled a greater evil spirit on his own and held off numerous attacks from the malignant spirit, Gatura of Salvation.
      'Still, I didn't expect him to be this much of an outlier...'
      KWAANG—!!!
      As Dan thought this, watching the black market crumble with a crash from Kim Dojun's fist,
      Kim Dojun, who had accurately targeted the pillars to reduce two buildings to their primordial state in an instant, was thinking,
      'It's about time they show up.'
      Looking around, he considered his situation.
      He was, of course, well aware that this black market belonged to Twisted Evil and knew perfectly what would happen if he went on a rampage here.
      No, he didn't just know—he could even predict who would show up in response.
      Yet he kept at it for a reason: his plan.
      'Besides, if I want to draw out Lee Kang of the Ryuoh family, there's no help for it.'
      If he was going to make Dan the successor, he needed to beat the successors one by one in front of him.
      With that in mind, Kim Dojun lifted his fist once again—
      "!"
      He realized a massive shadow had appeared under him and immediately leaped backward.
      KWA-BOOOOM!
      With a thunderous roar, a black figure appeared before his eyes.
      First thing he noticed: the writhing body.
      Next: dozens of mouths and sharp teeth formed haphazardly across its surface.
      As soon as he saw that, Kim Dojun smiled.
      He knew exactly what had landed before him.
      'Tam (貪)'
      It was the same Shikigami as Dan's, Tam.
      More importantly, the shape of Tam in front of him was identical to the one belonging to Lee Kang, a Ryuoh successor he'd seen in the game.
      "So you finally show up."
      Kim Dojun turned his head with a smile.
      Before long, from that direction—
      "... If you're going to deliver a present, you could at least do it a little more quietly."
      Came Lee Kang, his face deeply furrowed, followed by several dozen sorcerers.
      Yet—
      Seeing this, Kim Dojun only smiled more.
      "Thanks."
      "?"
      "I was getting tired of smashing things with just my fists. This is perfect."
      With that, he vanished.
      In the next instant,
      Kim Dojun appeared at Tam's legs, seized it,
      "!?"
      And the gigantic form of Tam began to rise into the air.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      This novel is just Wreck-it-Ralph in sorcerer world...
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
    

  
    Chapter 45: Raising Hell (3)

    
      Raising Hell (3)
      To be honest, when Lee Kang first heard from the guards that some lunatic had caused a building in the outer district to collapse, his head was filled with nothing but annoyance. 
      Because, in the end, it meant there was a new problem he had to deal with.
      However, when Lee Kang actually arrived at the site of the incident, all that annoyance vanished. 
      'There's an heir.'
      It was because another heir from the Ryuoh family, just like himself, was present at the scene where he had come to handle the situation.
      Of course, the person wore a mask, but even so, Lee Kang knew the heir's identity.
      That was because ever since he'd approached the area, his shikigami Tam, which he'd received from the family, had continued to send signals.
      Telling him that there was another Tam from the same place as his.
      The Tams that the family had bestowed upon the heirs were all designed to react to the presence of another Tam, so he immediately realized an heir was present.
      And so, Lee Kang smiled at the thought of being able to take care of one of the heirs here.
      Of course, the crazy guy who was collapsing the building alone was also here, but Lee Kang wasn't too concerned about that.
      At this point, he had already brought all the sorcerers who had been idling at the administration office, and as a precaution, he'd even requested separate reinforcements from Twisted Evil.
      'Even if he turns out to be stronger than expected and hard to deal with, as long as I hold out, it's fine.'
      Lee Kang never even considered the possibility of losing.
      His shikigami Tam had already undergone two evolutions, reaching the rank of grade 2, and perhaps because he had fought far more sorcerers than mere possessed entities, his endurance was even higher than other grade 2s.
      At least, it was supposed to be....
      "What...!"
      Lee Kang looked in disbelief at the scene unfolding before his eyes.
      Tam's massive body was suspended upside down.
      Next came the sight of a man in a scorpion mask gripping the enormous body.
      "Huurrp!"
      "!?"
      As if using Tam's huge body as a weapon, the man smashed it down toward the only somewhat intact black market.
      KWA-AAAAAANG!!!
      With a massive explosion, the black market erupted.
      The sorcerers gathered there stood with their mouths agape, unable to tear their eyes away.
      But right afterward—
      "Uh... uhhhh?"
      When Tam's enormous body, which had just wrecked the black market, floated back into the air, all the sorcerers let out panicked cries.
      "I-it's falling!"
      "Run!"
      As Tam plummeted from the sky again, the crowd scattered in utter panic.
      And then—
      KWA-AAAAANG!
      Once again, Tam's massive form smashed into the area where the sorcerers were, the ground bursting apart violently.
      But Kim Dojun, clutching Tam's leg, looked as if he was only just getting started.
      "HUAAAAHP!"
      Using centrifugal force, he began to spin.
      BUUUUUNG-!
      Tam's body spun with a chilling sound, as if the bones of anything it touched would be pulverized to dust, and the moment Kim Dojun let go—
      KWAGAGAGAGAK-!!!
      It became a massive cannonball, obliterating everything in its path.
      "Hoo."
      Kim Dojun, having cleared out Twisted Evil's arena, two black markets, and even the sorcerers Lee Kang had brought, looked at the far-flung Tam with a satisfied grin.
      'Nice and sturdy.'
      As the Sorcery Killing Technique states, Tam possesses the trait of immortality and cannot be killed.
      Even if Kim Dojun beat on it as hard as he could, at this point, it wouldn't even sustain the kind of serious damage it did during the Salvation battle.
      But precisely because of that, Kim Dojun could use Tam's body as a weapon, wiping out the sorcerers before they could even wield their sorcery.
      'Now is Lee Kang the only one left?'
      Turning his gaze to where the ground had been demolished,
      He soon spotted Lee Kang, wearing a dumbfounded expression.
      He was looking at Kim Dojun, seemingly unscathed as before, not crushed beneath Tam's huge body.
      But Kim Dojun was not surprised by Lee Kang's state.
      He only clicked his tongue as if a bit regretful.
      'Intangibility, huh.'
      Intangibility.
      That was Lee Kang's unique sorcery technique— the moment it was cast, his body became transparent and any attack that came his way was rendered useless.
      In short, it was an invincibility technique.
      Kim Dojun already knew from the game that Lee Kang used this invincible move frequently.
      'Our affinities really don't mesh well.'
      Frankly, Kim Dojun and Lee Kang's abilities weren't a good match.
      As long as Lee Kang kept using his intangibility, Kim Dojun had no means to attack him.
      But that didn't mean he couldn't deal with him.
      'After all, if he wants to move Tam or attack, he has to deactivate intangibility.'
      Intangibility was indeed a powerful invincibility skill, but it had a flaw: in that state, the user couldn't perform any actions.
      'The activation is that fast, though.'
      Knowing this, Kim Dojun planned to deliberately take a few hits from Lee Kang's Tam, catch him off guard when he needed to move Tam and thus had to drop intangibility, and then finish him off in one go.
      'Well, if all else fails, I still have Haram's Pen.'
      Of course, since he couldn't reveal his identity just yet, Kim Dojun would rather not bring out Haram's Pen— the spiritual tool he'd used when catching the sinister evil spirit— but if things got too troublesome, he was prepared to use it and started looking for an opportunity to take Lee Kang out.
      "... Just who the hell are you?"
      When Lee Kang, recalling his Tam from afar and deactivating intangibility, spoke to him, Kim Dojun tried to act flustered.
      But at the very moment Lee Kang called Tam back into his shadow—
      KWA-DE-DE-DEUK!
      "KRAAAAH!"
      Suddenly, a black mouth appeared beneath Lee Kang, opening wide and beginning to bite down on him.
      "?"
      It happened in an instant.
      Kim Dojun stared at the screaming, thrashing Lee Kang, then glanced at the black teeth biting into him and shot a look at Dan nearby.
      And then, Kim Dojun—
      "??"
      He saw Dan, too, staring back at his own shadow with a dazed look.
      And then—
      CRUNCH!
      Lee Kang, desperately reaching upward in a bid to survive, watched as his arm was completely swallowed by the black maw.
      Ssssslurp-!
      The teeth—or rather, Tam—that had devoured Lee Kang in seconds now appeared in front of Kim Dojun.
      [Did I! Do well!?]
      Tam asked cheerfully.
      ####
      Right after Tam devoured Lee Kang in an instant,
      Kim Dojun and Dan left the Pantheon right away.
      'Today's plans are all complete.'
      With Lee Kang dead and having looted a few needed items from the black market in the outer district, Kim Dojun had accomplished everything he had set out to do.
      'Besides, to be honest, this wasn't even part of the plan...'
      [Did I! Do well!]
      Thanks to Dan's Tam, things went even better than expected.
      'I honestly thought I'd have to take some hits when dealing with Lee Kang.'
      Kim Dojun was prepared to take some damage in order to catch Lee Kang off guard because of his intangibility— but Tam made that unnecessary.
      'And I had planned to hand Lee Kang over to Tam anyway.'
      In fact, one of the two reasons Kim Dojun brought Dan along today was to give the captured heir Lee Kang— or rather, his Tam—to Dan.
      All Ryuoh family heirs had a Tam, and Tams got stronger the more they consumed other Tams, or so the lore went.
      Although Kim Dojun hadn't completely dealt with Lee Kang himself, Tam seized the perfect chance to strike when Lee Kang was weakest, devouring him along with Tam the very moment he tried to recall it.
      The process was different, but in the end, everything worked out perfectly.
      Because of that, Kim Dojun patted Tam's head, which was prancing around him, shouting "Did I! Do well!" and turned to Dan.
      "Why the long face?"
      Kim Dojun asked.
      Dan looked at him, let out a deep sigh, and replied.
      "... Isn't it obvious I'd look like this?"
      "Why? Everything turned out well, didn't it? I got what I wanted, and you killed your brother and got stronger."
      Kim Dojun smiled.
      But Dan, making a troubled face, responded.
      "... It's true I got stronger by absorbing Tam, but the problem is what comes next!"
      "What comes next?"
      "... We've made an enemy of Twisted Evil. You know what those bastards are like—how much trouble they are! They'll chase us to the ends of the earth...! And when they catch us...!"
      Dan groaned, not wanting to even imagine it.
      But Kim Dojun calmly answered, watching Dan's expression.
      "Well, you've got to make a flashy debut."
      "... Debut?"
      "Yeah, I plan to take down Twisted Evil and become the boss—needs to be flashy, right?"
      "...? What? Wait, what do you mean?"
      "? A flashy debut?"
      "No, not that. Did you just say boss?"
      "So?"
      "... What do you mean?"
      "It means exactly what I said."
      "... Are you saying you're going to be the boss?"
      "Why would I? Of course not."
      "Really? ... Whew...."
      Dan let out a sigh of relief at Kim Dojun's words.
      "But you're the one who has to."
      "... What do you mean?"
      "You have to be the boss."
      "???"
      Dan found himself mouth agape at the words that followed.
      And even as Dan reacted in disbelief, Kim Dojun double-checked his plan in his mind and nodded.
      'It really is a brilliant plan.'
      A genius scheme Kim Dojun came up with while trying to figure out how to raise money.
      And that was to make Dan the boss.
      More specifically, it would be to overthrow 'Twisted Evil'— a future threat to Kim Dojun— and make Dan the boss of an organization to replace them.
      'Either way, twisted Evil has to go.'
      Having played the game, Kim Dojun knew just how much of a garbage organization Twisted Evil was.
      Not just any garbage— the kind that couldn't even be sorted for recycling.
      'If that was all, I wouldn't bother, but the problem is these punks side with a maglignant spirit later on.'
      Knowing that, Kim Dojun was determined to wipe out Twisted Evil.
      'When that happens, one of the three pillars of the Pantheon will be vacant; then, I'll create a new organization and put Dan in charge.'
      If he could pull this off, Kim Dojun would reap many benefits.
      First, he could preemptively prevent trash like Twisted Evil— who would later support a maglignant spirit—from rising again.
      Second, Kim Dojun and Dan wouldn't have to break their backs finding the other heirs— they could simply put people to work and track them down easily.
      With Dan and the now-defeated Lee Kang out of the way, there were still eight heirs to find, and doing it all personally would be exhausting.
      'Plus, if the other heirs come after Dan first, recognizing him as boss, we wouldn't have to hunt them down ourselves— pretty convenient.'
      And on top of that, Kim Dojun found the idea of gaining legal income(?) and some free labor(?) quite appealing.
      Of course, running the organization might be more effort than expected.
      'But that's the boss's job.'
      And Dan, not Kim Dojun, would be handling that anyway.
      For Kim Dojun, just having Dan as the boss brought plenty of benefits, so he settled on that plan.
      "... But don't you think dropping that on me out of nowhere is a bit much?"
      Dan seemed hesitant.
      "You don't have to do it if you don't want to."
      "... Honestly, I'm not sure."
      "Really? Then you can refuse. But if you say no, who knows— maybe the identity of the fox mask who showed up with the scorpion mask will get publicly revealed tomorrow...?"
      "...."
      "Oh, of course! You don't have to do it if you really don't want to."
      Kim Dojun said nonchalantly.
      Dan could feel a "That's blackmail, you bastard!" rising up in his throat, but—
      "... I'll do it."
      After all, Dan had already been in the thick of things with Kim Dojun when Twisted Evil was wrecked, so saying no now would just be futile— and he ultimately agreed.
      "Smart choice. I promise I'll get you that boss seat myself, so take today off and let's meet next week."
      Dan nodded and shuffled off with heavy steps.
      Watching Dan's dispirited pace, Kim Dojun recalled a sudden, obvious realization.
      'Come to think of it, I never needed to gather money in the first place.'
      The reason he'd been trying to raise cash was for spiritual tools.
      He thought, like in the game, he'd need money to buy items.
      But in reality, he had no need to do that now.
      Kim Dojun wasn't in a game, but in the real world— and that meant there were easier ways to get spiritual tools than just 'buying' them.
      And for free, too...!
      'Since I can just beat people up and take their stuff, there's no point in saving money.'
      Realizing that, the convoluted plans he'd been contemplating suddenly seemed unnecessary—and he found himself laughing.
      Lazy as ever, Kim Dojun just wanted to avoid extra trouble.
      'Now, I just have to take down Twisted Evil, nice and easy.'
      With that, Kim Dojun's thoughts came to a close.
      "All right, let's take a look at the spoils."
      Unable to wipe the satisfied smile from his face, he glanced at the spirit pouch he'd brought from the black market.
      ####
      Just then, as Kim Dojun was starting to dig through his spirit pouch,
      In a small, indeterminate room within a dark cave somewhere—
      "High Priest, I have brought it."
      A man presented several documents to a middle-aged man seated in the room.
      Receiving the documents, the middle-aged man—
      Sssrrk—
      Without a word, began reading them.
      After some time had passed,
      Having finished reviewing every page at length, the middle-aged man finally spoke.
      "These are the non-believers who contacted the one destined to be our savior?"
      "That's correct. The information was acquired via a spy within the Association."
      The man replied smoothly.
      Then—
      "Arrest all of them. We cannot forgive those who dared to stand in the savior's way."
      The middle-aged man—no, the High Priest of the Salvation Society—gave the order.
      And so—
      "Yes, sir."
      "All things, for the savior."
      The Salvation Society began to move.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Soyeon will wipe the Salvation Society out.
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      Emotionless Iron-Blood (1)
      "This should be everything I needed to grab."
      Kim Dojun pulled out the items he'd snatched after smashing up the black market, grinning from ear to ear, and finally picked up the sorcery pouch among them.
      'Did I finally get it?'
      A pouch just about the size of his palm.
      However, it was no ordinary leather pouch. In the Sorcery Killing Technique, this very item acted as an inventory, making it impossible for Kim Dojun to suppress his satisfaction.
      'It does have a limit of about 100 liters, but an inventory is always right.'
      Above all, just the fact that he didn't have to lug things around awkwardly made it incredibly useful. He nodded several times, fully pleased, and set the sorcery pouch down.
      'This one, too, was a good pickup.'
      His gaze then turned to another computer tower placed next to where his desktop used to be.
      Unlike his usual white desktop, this was a black one.
      It was, in other words, an untraceable computer.
      'I have no idea how they make something like this, nor do I know the principle—'
      He didn't care for such absurd, convoluted explanations.
      What mattered to him was that this PC he'd gotten from the black market could never be traced from the outside.
      'Now I can finally enter that place, too.'
      With a grin, Kim Dojun looked at the website displayed on the monitor.
      The Pantheon—well, to be precise, not just the Pantheon, but a site used by almost all figures from the underworld.
      Demon Realm of Tiger's Dread (寅畏魔境).
      If Sorcery Institute was a place where inside information about the Sorcery Institute circulated, Demon Realm of Tiger's Dread was an anonymous community site that included info from inside the Pantheon, where criminals worldwide shared information and offered various conveniences to its users.
      Currently, this place was—
      ----
      BEST 10
      To my fellow Demon Realmers, I'll share the story about the destruction of the Outer District's Twisted Evil. (223)
      I was in the black market when the Scorpion Mask guy showed up, haha, anyone want to hear? Come on in~ (72)
      Looks like the Boss of Twisted Evil is super pissed~ Don't you think so, everyone? (223)
      I heard the Boss of Twisted Evil is searching for the Scorpion Mask dude in a fit of anger—can anyone confirm? (113)
      Honestly, I'm really liking the Scorpion Mask guy, haha, what does everyone think? (77)
      Guys, don't go to the Pantheon right now ㅠㅠ I went and got beaten up by the Boss of Twisted Evil ㅠㅠ (877)
      ...
      ...
      ..
      .
      ----
      Thanks to the incident Kim Dojun caused earlier today, the place was absolutely on fire.
      Most of the best posts in Demon Realm of Tiger's Dread were rumors about what he'd done, or stories about how furious the Boss of Twisted Evil seemed because of it.
      Thanks to the scorpion mask he wore when infiltrating the Pantheon, he was now being talked about under the nickname Scorpion Mask in the legend of the "madman who provoked the Boss of Twisted Evil."
      Kim Dojun skimmed the best posts, saw what the Boss of Twisted Evil was doing in response, and smirked.
      'You can never trust information from an anonymous community 100%, so it's best to assume at least 30% is lies.'
      Even taking that into account, it was clear how angry the Boss of Twisted Evil was.
      'Not only did they send people from the inner zone, not just the middle one, to capture Scorpion Mask, they invested a fortune in the information guild to uncover my real identity...'
      Of course, it wasn't like he hadn't expected this scenario.
      'The Boss of Twisted Evil's group instills fear by relentlessly hunting down anyone who harms them, using that terror as fuel to grow within the Pantheon.'
      So, obviously, letting Scorpion Mask go unpunished was never on the table for them.
      If they just let things slide after being assaulted like this, it would be as good as denying the Boss of Twisted Evil's very nature.
      'But it's not that I'm worried.'
      Still, Kim Dojun had zero concerns about being targeted by the Boss of Twisted Evil.
      'Either way, they'll end up as maglignant spirit pawns one day, so I'm bound to confront them. There's nothing bad about knocking them down ahead of time.'
      It was obvious that if left alone, that group would only get in his way later, especially when he tried to escape.
      'Better to take them out before they become more annoying as pawns... Besides, there's a spiritual tool I need to get as soon as possible, anyway.'
      Normally, he wouldn't be able to get his hands on the spiritual tool until around the game's mid-point, after taking down the Boss of Twisted Evil. So, he started forming a plan to whittle them down from the outside while staring at the enlarged Demon Realm of Tiger's Dread website.
      'Now that I have an untraceable PC, I can finally enter Demon Realm of Tiger's Dread too. Getting info from the underworld will be easier than ever... though this way of writing is pretty unappealing.'
      Clicking his tongue, he read through the oddly formal tone everyone used on Demon Realm of Tiger's Dread.
      'Pretty sure it's a site rule that profanity leads to a ban, so the community ended up with this weird atmosphere, if I recall right?'
      He chuckled remembering the setting.
      'Murderers using formal polite speech online, while everyone at the Sorcery Institute—who've never killed anyone—has utter chaos and curses everywhere.'
      With that, he logged out of the site and started installing several programs.
      'It's not like I brought the PC just for Demon Realm of Tiger's Dread.'
      After shutting down the computer—
      "All right, now that the work is done... time to prepare to tackle the fourth maglignant spirit candidate."
      He grinned, mumbling to himself.
      ####
      Five days later, after the weekend was over and the weekdays began anew—
      Kim Dojun was receiving lessons on sorcery from Shin Se-yeon, just as they'd agreed, after her training was finished.
      "... So, the basics of sorcery are about moving your spiritual power, but as you know, at first it's better to use a hand seal than to just try moving spiritual power directly. If you form a hand seal, it's a bit easier to concentrate your spiritual power."
      "I see."
      "Once you've got the hand seal down and really start moving your spiritual power, there are different routes. With regular sorcery, you follow fixed acupoints, but advanced sorcery involves using paths you create yourself—"
      "I see."
      "With sorcery formations, the structure's different depending on how you use them. There are charge-type arrays that use no spiritual power when activating, and there are quick-cast types that you have to inject spiritual power each time... Beyond the basics, once you get into real sorcery, there are formations with strict limitations but huge effects."
      "I've perfectly understood."
      —Though in fact, he'd understood almost nothing of what Shin Se-yeon said.
      'This isn't easy.'
      He looked at Shin Se-yeon, who spoke rapidly without pause, and realized something with complete clarity.
      'I'm just not cut out for studying.'
      Not just bad with books—he was horrifically bad.
      'Maybe this really isn't for me.'
      He was seriously considering giving up on his studies and switching to his new plan: collecting companions.
      Shin Se-yeon, meanwhile, was watching Kim Dojun while explaining the basics of sorcery he'd requested.
      "...."
      In truth, she knew full well he wasn't focused on the lesson.
      How could she not, when he just answered and spaced out?
      Even so, Shin Se-yeon kept going.
      Because she knew—
      Kim Dojun had never really needed these lessons in the first place.
      In fact, she suspected he'd only asked for them to be around her...!
      Realizing this, she briefly flashed a sly, victorious smile, but suppressed it and looked back at Kim Dojun.
      "...."
      Kim Dojun was silent, staring off into space, lost in thought.
      But Shin Se-yeon felt sure she knew what he was thinking.
      '... He must just want to spend more time talking to me...!'
      Feeling certain she'd seen through his feelings, Shin Se-yeon basked in triumph again, but at the same time, had no intention of encouraging him.
      'Well, his antics are kind of cute, but... right now I don't have time for romance.'
      Shin Se-yeon's goal was to topple—and kill—her father.
      With such an enormous task ahead, there was no way she could spare attention for anything else until her revenge was complete.
      'Sorry, but I can't return your feelings....'
      She gazed at Kim Dojun with a faintly regretful expression.
      But, completely oblivious to her internal drama, Kim Dojun stayed lost in his own head a while longer.
      When their first lesson ended—
      "Hey. Forget the lessons."
      Kim Dojun, now sure of where his talents did not lie, made up his mind to stop.
      "Lend me your card."
      "Card?"
      "Yeah. Credit card."
      "Why?"
      "I need it. I did save your life, so let me borrow it just this once."
      He'd decided to procure supplies for attacking the fourth boss.
      Shin Se-yeon looked at him a bit oddly, then—
      "Hm...."
      —flashed a look of triumph, as if she'd figured something out, and pulled out her card.
      "... Well, okay. Here, since you saved my life."
      She smiled knowingly.
      'Why is she smiling when I'm taking her money? Has she lost it?'
      Utterly at a loss as to why she kept smiling, Kim Dojun nevertheless succeeded in getting the credit card.
      ####
      'Time to check again today.'
      After scoring Shin Se-yeon's card, Kim Dojun returned to the dorms looking satisfied and immediately booted up his PC to check Demon Realm of Tiger's Dread.
      'I have to keep tabs on what the Boss of Twisted Evil is up to, and see if the Salvation Society sub-plot has begun.'
      Just like with the rampaging spirits incident, there would be a post on Demon Realm of Tiger's Dread before the Salvation Society arc truly began.
      'Originally, I figured I'd just lay low and slowly take down the Salvation Society at my own pace, once I was no longer their target.'
      But, since he'd concluded that studying wouldn't help anymore, he kept thinking about a very useful spiritual tool he could get from the Salvation Society.
      So, he'd decided to simply raid their hideout as soon as the plot began.
      'If I have to deal with them anyway, better to do it fast.'
      On the third day of checking up on both the Boss of Twisted Evil and the Salvation Society—
      Kim Dojun found a certain post.
      ----
      Free Board – Korea
      ----
      Title: I heard an illegal boat landed on the East Sea yesterday, anybody know where it came from?
      Posted by: anonymous
      I heard an unmarked boat landed on the East Sea yesterday, does anyone know where it came from?
      ----
      6 comments.
      anonymous1: No idea?
      ㄴanonymous1: I thought about it for a sec and I really don't know. Who even sends unmarked boats to the East Sea? That's a huge risk ㅠㅠ
      ㄴanonymous: Right? But I'm looking into it because apparently it really landed yesterday.
      ㄴanonymous1: Maybe scavengers?
      ㄴanonymous2: Could be. Maybe they came to hit Korea for a quick job ^^ But why are you curious?
      ㄴanonymous: Personal business, haha.
      ----
      A post heralding the start of the Salvation Society arc.
      'Nice.'
      Smiling at the post, Kim Dojun opened his notebook to the section on Sorcery Killing Technique lore and began planning the timing for the Salvation Society raid.
      Having set his sights, he smiled as he pictured the spiritual tool he'd obtain for toppling the Salvation Society.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      "Alright then, I'll leave this here for now."
      After spending some time pondering how to deal with the Salvation Meeting's main base, Kim Dojun finished his thoughts and closed Demon Realm of Tiger's Dread. Instead—
      "Let's get started."
      He booted up the game he had installed before.
      The game's name was 'Lantiarval'.
      Genre: Online RPG.
      This was one of Kim Dojun's reasons for using this untraceable PC—he intended to play this game today.
      Why suddenly play an RPG game?
      To relax?
      No.
      Just for fun?
      Also no.
      If he genuinely wanted to enjoy a game, there would have been no need to use this trace-blocking PC; he could have just played any game as usual.
      Then, was it out of simple curiosity about the game's fun?
      Again, that wasn't it.
      Lantiarval, which even appears in the Sorcery Killing Technique epic, is notorious among gamers as a 'crap game', possessing all the infamous elements that earn such a title.
      If he desperately wanted to play a game, he would have chosen something else.
      So why did Kim Dojun insist on choosing Lantiarval? It was because, in this game, he would encounter a character destined to become a Sorcery Killing Technique boss.
      To be precise, one of the characters who would become a boss.
      Five years later, after being possessed by 'Kantremo of Sloth', she would become the 'Slothful Princess' and massacre the organization Avalanche that she once led, utterly destroying several regions in the process—this future boss was currently playing this exact game.
      He was logging in to 'work' on that character.
      Kim Dojun recalled who she was and what event would trigger her awakening.
      'Her name is Tia, age twenty-two, occupation: mafia. Nickname: "Iron-Blood".'
      A stream of profile details for the target character flashed through his mind.
      'Tia's trigger is activated by an Easter egg left by her father, a developer, within the game. After seeing it, she awakens by finally being able to experience true emotion—joy, anger, sorrow, and pleasure.'
      That far, Kim Dojun remembered, but then he couldn't help but wonder—
      '... What kind of Easter egg could possibly cause someone to develop emotion where there was none?'
      Soon he shrugged and let his thoughts return to the Easter egg.
      'If I recall, the story only mentioned you could get it in a particular region of the game.'
      All the information Sorcery Killing Technique provided about the father's Easter egg ended there.
      'Well, it's not all that important.'
      In truth, its details were irrelevant to Kim Dojun.
      'The main thing is, Tia's awakening trigger isn't seeing the Easter egg itself, but rather the emotional intensification it causes.'
      Besides, he already had an idea for making Tia experience at least one of those emotions—'anger'—and so...
      "Whew."
      He first logged into Lantiarval and created a new account.
      Five minutes later.
      A warrior character named '18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan' appeared in Lantiarval's first channel.
      A warrior so monstrously muscular that just by appearance alone, they looked capable of terrifying everyone nearby.
      In appearance, this character looked like they could easily defeat those mages or archers wandering around the city in a single hand, but Lantiarval was an RPG game.
      Meaning: it didn't matter how intimidating you looked. To become truly strong in-game, you had to level up, and on top of that, enhance your weapons and various equipment items.
      In order to pull off the trick Kim Dojun had in mind, his character had to become even stronger than Tia, who had likely started the game long before and was now a high-ranking player.
      In other words, he had to raise his character—but Kim Dojun simply didn't have the time.
      Besides this game, he had many other things that required his attention, and, honestly, he didn't find these kinds of online RPGs much fun.
      Yet even so, he wasn't worried.
      'This game is a dying game, after all.'
      Dying game—in other words, a failed or abandoned game.
      Normally, if a game does well, the developers might occasionally make mistakes, but for the most part, they run the game sincerely.
      Popular games can be money-makers for a long time just by being handled well.
      So, for the company, it's a stable cash cow.
      But what happens when a game fails?
      There are a few determined companies who operate to the bitter end, but ninety-nine times out of a hundred, companies with failed games will do anything to milk more cash before the game's final demise. They introduce pay-to-win items that ruin the in-game balance just to accelerate the game's cash intake—and life span.
      Lantiarval was no exception.
      Just as with that previous minigame in the Sorcery Killing Technique game where he had played to get a special spiritual tool, in Lantiarval, even a level 1 character could instantly become max level with enough money.
      Is that all?
      This crap game openly allowed a pay-to-win system—spend more, get stronger. Kim Dojun had fully intended to just buy his way to the top.
      'Of course, I can't use the money I plan to take out when I escape, but even for this kind of game, it feels wasteful to spend my own.'
      Honestly, spending his own money on the game felt a bit wasteful.
      Ssssk—
      So Kim Dojun had prepared something.
      'Good thing I brought this.'
      Shin Se-yeon's black card...!
      "Alright then, let's start light with ten million won."
      He grinned.
      Toying with Shin Se-yeon's card and smiling, Kim Dojun began his spree of in-game purchases.
      ####
      Tia, the boss of the massive mafia cartel 'Avalanche' based in Italy and famously known as 'Iron-Blood', had a name known across the entire underworld.
      She had inherited the boss's position at only nineteen after her parents' sudden death, and not only did she succeed at taking charge, but she also single-handedly obliterated 'Don Hote', a rival mafia that had once stood shoulder-to-shoulder with Avalanche and was responsible for her parents' deaths.
      Because of this, all who knew of Tia revered her, calling her 'Iron-Blood'.
      Her subordinates followed her with greater loyalty than when her mother had led the mafia.
      But—
      "..."
      Tia herself felt nothing about any of it.
      Not even a hint of pride about deeds most would take pride in.
      Not even a flicker of satisfaction for accomplishments worthy of boast.
      It wasn't due to trauma or any such reason.
      She had simply never truly felt any special emotion since childhood.
      Even at her parents' death—
      When everyone was sobbing and howling at the funeral, her face was blank, emotionless.
      No, to be accurate, she did feel something—a dark, squirming mess somewhere inside—but nothing more.
      It gave her only a faint, dull sensation, nothing deeper.
      The reason she destroyed Don Hote wasn't out of vengeance, but merely because she did what she'd been taught to do.
      Her mother had always drilled in her: "If you are wronged, repay in blood."
      She lived according to that code.
      And it was still the same today.
      "..."
      Of course, she was curious about what emotions were, deep down.
      What was happiness? What was anger?—questions most would find absurd.
      Her lack of emotion extended even to playing games.
      Tsk, click.
      Her game character moved in sync with her mouse, hunting monsters.
      "..."
      Tia's father, while still living, had always encouraged her to play the game he'd made, asking her to be sure to find the Easter egg he had hidden in it.
      He had said he designed this Easter egg just for her, hoping it would let her feel elation and happiness.
      Honoring his wishes, even after her father passed away, she kept playing.
      Not for joy—rather, simply to fulfill his request and find the Easter egg.
      So today she played the game, as always...
      [You have died.]
      "?"
      Tia stared at her character.
      At her now-dead character.
      [Do you wish to revive?]
      Her character hadn't died to monsters.
      Her character was far too strong to be killed by the monsters she hunted.
      "..."
      Knowing this, Tia glanced around and quickly found what killed her in-game.
      It was another player's character.
      A character named '18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan.'
      That character had suddenly appeared and killed Tia's character.
      Then—
      18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: "ㅋ"
      18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: "Such a noob."
      —sent mocking chat.
      Tia, unfazed, simply clicked 'revive.'
      Her character respawned in town at the cost of -5% experience points, and she immediately headed back to where she was killed.
      It wasn't out of anger—just a desire to follow her mother's teaching: "Always retaliate."
      So, she went after the one who had suddenly PKed her—18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan.
      [You have died.]
      "..."
      She died again.
      18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: "ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ"
      18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: "Are you braindead? So bad lol"
      After killing Tia's character, 18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan made her character ring a small, cheap bell and performed a ridiculous taunt animation.
      Tia saw this and once again pressed the revive button.
      Losing another -5% experience points, her character revived in town.
      And then—
      [You have died.]
      She died again.
      18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: "Might as well quit."
      18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: "Such a scrub lol."
      "..."
      18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan did another taunt.
      Tia coolly calculated that she'd need to level up more to take revenge on this player.
      With that thought, Tia revived and moved to another area.
      [You have died.]
      But 18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan chased her down and killed her again.
      "..."
      It was fine. She felt no emotion after all.
      She revived again, this time moving to a totally different region.
      [You have died.]
      18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: "Lol, I told you to quit."
      18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: "Noob."
      She suffered another malicious PK and died.
      "..."
      She pressed revive mechanically, still feeling nothing.
      [You have died.]
      She died again.
      [You have died.]
      [You have died.]
      [You have died.]
      [You have died.]
      [You have died.]
      [You have died.]
      "......."
      [Your level has decreased!]
      This time, having died so many times in a row, her character actually lost a level.
      Yet even then, she felt no anger.
      Because she felt no emotion.
      However—
      [You have died.]
      [You have died.]
      [You have died.]
      When she was killed for the 82nd time in total—
      "What the fuck is wrong with this bastard!!!"
      —for the first time in her life, she felt emotion.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Not just being a dick in reality. He's a dick in games too...
      Tsk...
      Fucking pay to win.
      【( ⩌_⩌)】
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      Emotionless Iron-Blood (3)
      The method for Kim Dojun to make her feel anger was very simple.
      'I just need to beat her at PK.'
      That meant getting stronger than her character through microtransactions and then PKing her until she snapped.
      If he made it a point to tease her as he did it, her rage would double!
      'Of course, in this scenario, you do have to choose your words wisely.'
      But to Kim Dojun, that was a piece of cake.
      After all, fifteen years ago, he had the record of playing with bratty kids while climbing through the bronze, silver, and gold tiers of a once-famous real-world AOS game, back when there were no chat bans for profanity.
      'I got mad a lot back then, too, but after getting through all that adversity, getting someone else mad is nothing for me now.'
      The chat culture of the AOS game he played was notorious.
      'Die once and your mother's in the grave, die twice and they'll throw your dad in too, die three times and the whole family's off to heaven. That's how that game went.'
      Thinking back to that time, he let out a hollow laugh.
      'There was even a time when my ancestors were called collaborators just because I died a few times—amazing.'
      ... Anyway, having weathered such hardship and adversity, learning every form of taunt, insult, and every way to irritate a person, Kim Dojun—
      [Iron-Blood: You son of a bitch, what are you?] 
      [Iron-Blood: I asked what the hell you are, asshole!] 
      [Iron-Blood: I never get angry but I swear to God, I'll kill you.] 
      [Iron-Blood: Aren't you going to answer? Did you hear me, you crazy bastard?] 
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: Never seen you mad until now, lol? I did it.] 
      [Iron-Blood: Did what, you fuck?! I swear, I'll really kill you!!] 
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: Hneukin mleu hnaei ee seubseuyeo~ juntu jeugyeobeulgyeo~~~]
      was successfully awakening at least one of the four basic emotions—anger—in her.
      [Iron-Blood: Where do you live?] 
      [Iron-Blood: I'm coming right now. You bastard.] 
      [Iron-Blood: Give me your address.] 
      [Iron-Blood: Give me your address, you fucking dog bastard!!!!!!]
      Seeing her demanding an address so she could show up for a 1v1 fight right now, Kim Dojun wore a very satisfied expression.
      'A total success.'
      He originally had several variations planned, in case she didn't get mad.
      'I was going to use the "collaborator" style if this didn't work, but with this reaction...'
      Seeing her so angry that she looked ready to tear him apart on the spot, he couldn't help but grin.
      'Since I've awakened "anger" among the four emotions, that's already 25% progress.'
      He began typing in the chat.
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: lol, no way] 
      [Iron-Blood: You bitch.] 
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: That was fun~ I'm off.] 
      [Iron-Blood: Bastard, I seriously will kill you! Where do you live, asshole!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!] 
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: Figure it out yourself~] 
      [Iron-Blood: Hey! Hey!!!! You bastard!!!!! You wanna die, really!? Hey!!!!!!!!!!!!] 
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: Don't use such strong language. Makes you look weak.] 
      [Iron-Blood: You think I can't find you? You really think I can't?! Huh!?!?!?!] 
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: Yeah, I really don't think so. Bye now~] 
      [Iron-Blood: Aaaaaaaaagh!!!!!!]
      [Would you like to end the session?]
      Tsk—!
      With that, he immediately exited 'Lantiarval'.
      'Today's objective fully accomplished.'
      No, accomplished wasn't enough—he'd absolutely perfected it, and praised himself for it.
      'Of course, she did threaten to hunt me down somehow and crush me...'
      Kim Dojun kept his smile as he thought.
      'I knew this might happen, so I came with a computer that couldn't be tracked. Even the microtransaction account was made anonymous by waiting several days and using one set up only in 'Demon Realm Of Tiger'S Dread'.'
      Slide.
      'And in case the card payment was traceable, I paid using cryptocurrency.'
      Having prepared for everything, Kim Dojun smiled with confidence and thought simultaneously—
      'Money really is great~.'
      Just by throwing money at it, he was able to stomp a long-time ranker in the game.
      'Though, yeah, I did spend... quite a lot....'
      Kim Dojun let out a chuckle.
      'Well, it's not my money anyway, so who cares.'
      With that thought, he wrapped up his day by shutting down the computer.
      At precisely that moment—
      "Waaaagh!!!"
      Bang!!!
      As soon as Kim Dojun logged out, Tia let out a scream and smashed her computer to pieces.
      "What happened!"
      At the sound of something shattering, the organization members rushed in, flinging open the door.
      But as soon as they entered the room and saw Tia's rage for the first time, they all unconsciously held their breath.
      "......."
      A heavy silence filled the room.
      All that could be heard was Tia's ragged breathing.
      Had her nature been more expressive, or if she'd erupted in anger like this even just a few times before, the members might not have frozen up so badly.
      Grit—
      But this was the first time, even for her subordinates, that they'd seen Tia this furious—or rather,
      Gulp.
      It was the first time anyone had seen her display such intense emotion, so everyone was on edge.
      She was like iron and blood before her men—an utterly stoic, emotionless being.
      No matter what occurred, she would calmly assess the situation and deduce the best possible answer—iron-blooded.
      She hadn't even batted an eyelash, let alone sought bloody vengeance, when her own parents were killed in a mafia attack.
      And yet now, the woman who'd never shown grief or anger, lost control—so naturally, the members were both flustered and tense.
      At last—
      "Bring them to me."
      Her voice rang out.
      Unlike the emotionless tone they were used to, it was laced with unmistakable rage.
      The subordinates unconsciously stiffened, wondering who in the world could have made her like this.
      "... Who, should we bring?"
      They asked cautiously.
      "..."
      Tia ground her teeth, silent for a long moment at their question, and then spat out:
      "18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan."
      Her lips parted.
      "... Sorry?"
      The members, momentarily unable to comprehend, just stood there dumbly.
      "18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan, that fucking bastard—bring them to me, right now!!!"
      Tia shouted again, and all of them could only stare at her blankly.
      ####
      The next day after Kim Dojun had achieved his objective—fifth period on Thursday.
      As the chime sounded and class ended,
      [Attention, the midterm results are out a little earlier than scheduled, please check them.]
      The announcement came over the school PA, and every student, without exception, groaned.
      "Ah, fuck. Guess my day's going to suck."
      "Damn it, if they just posted it a week ago, I'd feel bad for a week and get over it. This sucks."
      "I don't want to move to the eight-person dorm... Please, please...."
      "LOL~ I'm already in the eight-person~"
      "Congrats, dumbass."
      Even though everyone complained, they all stood up and headed to the 1st-floor central corridor where the results were posted.
      Kim Dojun, just in case, went along to check his grades.
      When he arrived on the first floor—
      He saw so many students bunched up looking at the grade sheet that "crammed together" wasn't even enough to describe it.
      "Ah, I'm screwed, fuck!"
      "Straight to the eight-person dorm, damn..."
      "Nice, I got a two-person this time."
      "Shit, I'm moving down to a four-person."
      "Four-person's not bad."
      "Fuck, I thought I could move up if I did well, but I barely got tossed into the eight-person... What kind of country is this..."
      Staring at the grades posted on the wall, the students each let out sighs and groans of disappointment.
      But Kim Dojun, unlike the others, simply nodded as if it was obvious.
      'That takes care of the dorms.'
      His grade was at the top of the class on the results sheet.
      "Whoa, Kim Dojun's in first place."
      "He finished all his tests in under ten minutes and just slept the rest of the time, but he's first?"
      "Is that for real?"
      "Figures, he's built different."
      "Yeah, thinking about how he wrecked those malevolent spirits, he totally deserves it."
      As the voices around him echoed, Kim Dojun shrugged.
      As everyone knew, he didn't actually take the test with his own strength—it was practically Yagrat who took it for him.
      Actually, Yagrat just memorized all the answers—but so what if he did, or didn't?
      The important thing was that Kim Dojun was in first place, and securing his single room in the dorm was what mattered, so he soon returned to the classroom.
      'As expected.'
      Shin Se-yeon, watching Kim Dojun return, also looked at the grade sheet with a knowing face and a sense of triumphant satisfaction.
      Of course, just looking at the grades, there was no reason for her to feel superior.
      She hadn't beaten Kim Dojun, and Kim Dojun had secured the spot as top student.
      And yet, she felt proud.
      'As I expected, I was right.'
      Because she was sure, after this, that Kim Dojun liked her.
      'Why would someone better at studying than me ask for basic lessons? It makes no sense unless...'
      Unconsciously smiling, she thought of Kim Dojun.
      How every time she tried to make eye contact, he'd awkwardly look away.
      Plus, when she only taught him academics, he must have felt that wasn't getting anywhere, so he tried to get her card—as if he'd use it recklessly just to get her attention.
      Heh.
      Recalling that, Shin Se-yeon let out a laugh, finding him cute, and as a thought suddenly arose, she took out her smartphone.
      'Maybe I should check how much he used? I bet it was purely just to get my attention—no way he actually spent anything~'
      Even if he did spend some, it couldn't be enough to make her mad, she figured, so she launched her bank's app linked to her card.
      "?"
      [Credit card payment -500,000] 
      [Credit card payment -500,000] 
      [Credit card payment -500,000] 
      [Credit card payment -500,000] 
      [Credit card payment -500,000]
      "???"
      [Credit card payment -500,000] 
      [Credit card payment -500,000] 
      [Credit card payment -500,000] 
      [Credit card payment -500,000] 
      [Credit card payment -500,000] 
      [Credit card payment -500,000] 
      [Credit card payment -500,000] 
      [Credit card payment -500,000] 
      .... 
      ... 
      .. 
      . 
      [Total spent: -165,532,400]
      "You crazy son of a bitch!!!"
      Without thinking, she shouted and immediately ran after Kim Dojun.
      【( ⩌_⩌)】
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      "Hey, you crazy bastard, what is this!"
      "?
      Kim Dojun looked at Shin Se-yeon, who suddenly appeared and started shouting, with a bewildered expression.
      "What is?"
      "This!"
      Shin Se-yeon, voice frantic, thrust her smartphone at him.
      [Total usage history, -165,532,400]
      Seeing the number displayed on the smartphone, Kim Dojun realized why she was yelling.
      "Ah."
      "'Ah'? What kind of 'ah' is that! What is this!"
      "Minus 160 million?"
      "That's not what I'm asking!!!"
      Seeing Shin Se-yeon scream once again, Kim Dojun frowned slightly and replied.
      "I mean, why are you so mad?"
      "How could I not be mad!?"
      "It's the price of your life, isn't your life worth at least that much?"
      "... Well, that's not wrong! But this is way too much for just diversion!"
      "Haaa~ Can't you even spend that much on a companion?"
      "Do you think 160 million is the name of a child!?"
      She shoved the smartphone at Kim Dojun, protesting at his irritating words.
      Kim Dojun didn't quite get her talk about 'diversion,' but he still answered for the moment.
      "Well, it'll be fine, won't it?"
      "What will be fine?!"
      "I'm not the one who has to pay it back."
      "?"
      "So I'll be fine, right?"
      "???"
      "Anyway, for you, that's an amount you could cover with your allowance, isn't it?"
      "I mean, that's not exactly wrong but—!"
      Kim Dojun looked at Shin Se-yeon, who wore a dumbfounded expression, and handed back the card he'd received from her.
      "Ah~ Anyway, thanks for letting me use it."
      He lightly tapped her shoulder and flopped down, as if to take a nap right away.
      Watching him, Shin Se-yeon thought,
      '... Was I mistaken?'
      She began to seriously doubt her own hypothesis.
      ####
      The headquarters of the mafia cartel organization Avalanche, where the 'Iron-Blooded' Tia serves as leader.
      In particular, in the office where Tia was staying—
      "..."
      "..."
      A cold, harsh air filled the room.
      By now, since a day had passed, the desk Tia had smashed was already replaced with a new one.
      The computer she'd shattered as well was back and running.
      But Tia herself, who always sat there with an indifferent expression, was still brimming with anger, unlike before.
      "Did you find them?"
      At those words, an underling who had come to report glanced nervously and hesitantly spoke in a very cautious tone.
      "W-well, the members are urgently looking for that '18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan'... but we haven't found them yet."
      "Isn't this the kind of thing the information team could find in just a day?"
      Tia pressed further.
      The underling, suffocating under the tense atmosphere, continued speaking inwardly groaning.
      "U-um, normally that would be possible, but the problem is it seems the opponent is using an untraceable PC... Even though we managed to get information from the game company, we still haven't found them."
      "... So, in conclusion, you haven't found them?"
      At Tia's words, the underling fell silent for a moment.
      "W-we'll keep checking with the information team, so we'll find a way somehow...!"
      Bowing deeply, he finished his report.
      Tia glanced at the underling showing her his head.
      "Go on."
      "Yes...!"
      She dismissed him with a lazy wave of her hand.
      Clack! Thud!
      Watching the underling flee, Tia undid her necktie and tossed her fingerless gloves onto the desk.
      "Whew..."
      She let out a deep sigh and stared at the computer screen.
      On the computer screen was the character she raised in Lantiarval.
      Her character, whose level had dropped after being PKed dozens of times yesterday by '18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan'.
      "..."
      Without a word, Tia moved her mouse and clicked the community button at the bottom of Lantiarval.
      Up came the friends list.
      She had never clicked this button before.
      As Lantiarval was basically an RPG, it had party-type dungeons. But she had never partied with anyone, nor did she ever chat much in-game.
      Because of that, her friends list was always empty and she never needed to check it—except now.
      -----
      Friend List (0/1)
      18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan (offline)
      -----
      Currently, her friend list displayed the very '18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan' who had PKed her dozens of times the day before.
      The reason was because she herself had sent a friend request.
      Of course, Tia absolutely, not even for a second, wanted to be friends with this bastard.
      The only reason she added '18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan' as a friend was for the in-game alert system.
      Lantiarval's system would notify her in real time whenever a friend logged in or out, as long as they'd been added to the friend list.
      In order to use this notification system, she'd added the friend and now waited for '18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan' to log in.
      For revenge.
      She had already finished all preparations for revenge.
      After being continuously PKed yesterday, she had for the first time spent real-world money to restore her character. She poured a large sum to upgrade her weapons, becoming much stronger than before.
      She probably ended up paying for several months' worth of Lantiarval's server costs—she'd spent that much.
      Thanks to this, her rankings, previously stuck in the low 100s, shot up to double digits right after equipping her new items.
      Now that all preparations were done.
      'Once this jerk logs in, I'm going to utterly destroy them...!'
      She swore to herself to smash '18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan' in-game, and even hunt him down in real life if she had to, waiting anxiously for his return.
      ####
      Late at night.
      "...?"
      Jin Tae-shik, vice president of the Korean Sorcery Association, unconsciously rubbed his tired eyes and glanced around with a puzzled look.
      All he saw were piles of files and the glow of a computer.
      "..."
      And his smartphone, laying beside him.
      After checking these things, Jin Tae-shik realized he was in his own office inside the Sorcery Association and massaged his eyes.
      'Did I doze off...?'
      He checked the time.
      Just past 11 p.m.
      "?
      Jin Tae-shik felt a hint of doubt.
      He'd been going to sleep at dawn for years, already accustomed to late nights. So 11 p.m. felt like early evening to him.
      '... Am I just worn out?'
      Wondering briefly about it, Jin Tae-shik picked up the document in front of him.
      Soon, he checked the contents.
      'Salvation Society, huh.'
      The file concerned the Salvation Society, whose illegal entry into the country was recently detected. It contained estimates on where the group had moved since slipping into Korea.
      "... What is this?"
      Staring at the document, Jin Tae-shik felt something was off.
      'I'm sure I already processed this file yesterday.'
      It was not a doubt but a certainty. Knowing he had dealt with it, Jin Tae-shik flipped through the pages to look for any additions.
      'No supplement or appendix.'
      Finding nothing different, he stared blankly, then suddenly remembered something.
      'Now that I think about it, that person kept pressing me about the Salvation Society, too.'
      He recalled Han Soyeon, who repeatedly asked for information about them.
      "Hmm..."
      Naturally, Jin Tae-shik hadn't told Han Soyeon any more than necessary about the Salvation Society.
      In fact, if she hadn't been involved this time, he wouldn't even have revealed the Society's existence to her.
      'No need to say anything.'
      But more than that, Jin Tae-shik deliberately withheld information for another reason.
      'She might try something reckless.'
      He just had a bad feeling about it.
      Of course, it was just intuition.
      He didn't know if Han Soyeon would actually do anything, but he trusted his own instincts enough not to provide her with unnecessary details except for a warning to be careful.
      Anyway, salvation Society information was really useless to her at this point.
      'Of course, just knowing about them doesn't mean Han Soyeon could actually do anything.'
      Jin Tae-shik himself didn't know everything about the Salvation Society, but there was one thing he was certain of:
      The Salvation Society is not a group to be underestimated.
      "..."
      Lost in thought, Jin Tae-shik stared at the Salvation Society file for a while.
      'Must have been a duplicate report.'
      With that, he pushed the file aside and picked up the next stack on his left, getting back to work.
      Around the same time Jin Tae-shik resumed his work—
      At the Sorcery Institute's promenade, Han Soyeon sat alone on a bench.
      Woom—
      She felt something behind her—a wave, like some kind of cloaking barrier trembling intensely. Seeing this, she smiled.
      "As expected, you really know so many things."
      She glanced back at the wavering presence, muttered to herself, and tapped her lips with her smartphone before turning on the screen.
      Tap— Tap—
      A moment later.
      [The Salvation Society was confirmed to have entered via a smuggling route on the East Sea two days ago.]
      As she operated her smartphone and hit play on the recorder, Jin Tae-shik's voice flowed out.
      [The number of Salvation Society members who entered by boat is about eight, and they moved from the landing site to Gangneung in the upper region. The precise location is—]
      His tone was flat and monotonous.
      [—So the Association's sorcerers, taking into account that the Salvation Society members have escape sorcery formations set up to retreat should things go wrong, are not moving to subdue them immediately, but are instead taking time to discern their goals, and a large-scale cleansing operation is being prepared.]
      Jin Tae-shik's voice continued, emotionless.
      [The Association is choosing to deploy sorcerers at the moment when the Salvation Society attacks their targets, in order to capture them, and currently—]
      Listening to his voice, which contained no emotion and only relayed information, Han Soyeon kept a calm expression.
      [End.]
      As the recording finished, Han Soyeon glanced at her smartphone.
      "Now that I know where the rats are... Shall I go hunting?"
      She muttered.
      At that—
      Woom.
      Once more, the enormous presence behind her rippled, obscuring the moonlight that had been shining on Han Soyeon, asserting its existence.
      "The vermin who target... my understanding one."
      A gentle smile appeared on Han Soyeon's lips.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Nobody's normal...
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      After finishing training with Shin Se-yeon, who had a strangely sullen(?) expression for some reason after today's class, Kim Dojun returned home, ate dinner, and logged into Lantiarval.
      In order to meet Tia.
      'I've already made her feel anger, so now I have to make her feel the remaining three emotions as well.'
      With that thought in mind, he logged into the game.
      [Iron-Blood: Hey, you bastard!] (whisper)
      [Iron-Blood: Where are you?] (whisper)
      [Iron-Blood: I said, where are you?!] (whisper)
      He smirked as he noticed Tia, who seemed to have been waiting, sending him whispers, and soon began chatting.
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: lol]
      [Iron-Blood: Shut up and tell me where you are.]
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: lol.]
      [Iron-Blood: You're in the village, huh, you bastard. Just wait, I'm coming.]
      With just the amazing efficacy of "lol", Kim Dojun once again managed to piss Tia off. Soon, he confirmed that her character 'Iron-Blood' appeared, surrounded by a halo of light at one end of the village.
      The character stood still for a moment, perhaps loading.
      However, as soon as he saw her character, Kim Dojun realized it immediately.
      'Did she buy something with cash?'
      No, in fact, it would be strange not to notice.
      Games like this, to induce players to spend money, always made sure that purchases would show up on their characters.
      For example, weapons reinforcing the character's attack power would start to emit blue or red light after a certain level of enhancement, or if you made cash purchases for the character itself, the character's appearance would sparkle.
      So, he immediately realized that Tia had bought something with cash—and at this rate, there was no way he could beat her. He instantly opened his inventory.
      If he just stood there, the moment Tia's character finished loading, she would chase him down and kill him.
      'Of course, there are heavy penalties for PK in town. But judging by how pissed she is, she probably won't care about that.'
      On top of that, because Lantiarval's developers were so obsessed with profit, even the biggest penalties could be solved with money.
      In other words, if she was set on PK, location wasn't the problem.
      But that was okay.
      Kim Dojun had already bought items in preparation for this kind of situation.
      Tsk—
      As soon as Tia's character finished loading and started moving, Kim Dojun clicked on the item he had prepared using the inventory he had left open.
      A short loading screen flashed across the monitor, and at once, he was warped to the 'Starting Village'.
      As if she had been waiting for him, Tia's character, Iron-Blood, began following Kim Dojun's character.
      As soon as her character finished loading, she rushed at 18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan to kill him.
      [Iron-Blood: ??]
      [Iron-Blood: What the heck is this.]
      [Iron-Blood: Why can't I attack????]
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: lol]
      Iron-Blood could only bump her character against 18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan but couldn't attack.
      'There's a reason I came to this place.'
      Watching this, Kim Dojun smiled to himself.
      'This is the only absolutely no PK zone in Lantiarval.'
      Starting Village.
      As its name suggested, this was where new players appeared as soon as they created their characters; it was called the newbie zone by players.
      But why was this place, unlike other villages, a completely PK-immune area?
      Of course, it was to protect the newbies who began this game as infrequently as beans sprout during a drought.
      Lantiarval is a dead game.
      However, even a dead game can't let all the longtime water just drain away without replenishment; if they allowed PK against newbies, the game would lose its few remaining players for good. So, as a last bit of conscience, the devs made this area no PK.
      In other words, it was a measure to try and prolong the game's life enough to squeeze out as much money from players as possible.
      Using this weakness, Kim Dojun had escaped to this newbie town in Lantiarval.
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: lol]
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: You can't hit me, can you?]
      [Iron-Blood: Ah, dammit!!!!]
      Unable to attack, Tia raged in chat.
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: You wasted your money, huh? Feels good~]
      [Iron-Blood: You bastard! I'll find you and kill you, do you know who I am!?]
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: Nope, don't know~]
      After teasing her for a while, Kim Dojun finally decided it was enough.
      [Iron-Blood: You bastard! I'm seriously going to kill you when I find you! I mean it! You think I can't find you?]
      [Iron-Blood: You son of a bitch!!!]
      Once he saw Tia furiously cursing, he turned off the game with a satisfied expression.
      Seeing that it was past 1 a.m., he thought about going to the Salvation Society meeting tomorrow and went to bed.
      ####
      Salvation Society.
      A heretic cult that believed in Gatura of salvation, one that had plunged the world into chaos time and again.
      It was a group made up of people who truly believed that one day, all would be grateful for Gatura's salvation—a place that sorcery associations in every country considered an extremely high priority.
      Because the Salvation Society was essentially a terrorist group whose next move couldn't be predicted.
      Among the Salvation Society's members, there were some their sorcerers were especially wary of—the ones who had been given the title of "Sword" within the Society.
      Those who held the "Sword" title had high ranks within the Society, and the sorcery they performed in the name of "Divine Power" was extremely difficult to deal with.
      And currently, in Korea, five out of the eight Swords of the Salvation Society were secretly smuggled in and hiding out in a safe house in Gangneung.
      The Swords of the Salvation Society had been ordered by their leader to kidnap anyone remotely related to Gatura of salvation.
      After several days staking out, they had already devised all their plans to be executed within Korea.
      "So the operation will be conducted tomorrow."
      "Yes, sir."
      "Have we confirmed that the two targets are Han Soyeon and Kim Dojun?"
      "That's correct. As mentioned when we first made our plans, brother Four will handle Han Soyeon alone, and the rest of us will take Kim Dojun together."
      "I heard he even blocked that one's attack."
      "More than that, according to our investigation, although it's only a rumor, he's said to be a disciple of the Explosion God."
      "Huh, the Explosion God?"
      "That's right."
      The five Swords fell silent for a moment at those words.
      But then, the only one in formal attire seated at the round table—
      "Even if there are such rumors about the disciple of Explosion God, we must handle the task cleanly. Since he's the one who met the Lord closer than anyone, there's much to be extracted aside from punishing blasphemy."
      The man known as the First Sword of the Salvation Society declared adamantly.
      "Very true."
      "No matter the rumors, we cannot leave one who committed blasphemy unchecked. You are right, brother."
      The others nodded in unison and agreed.
      After a brief pause...
      "Then, since there's little time left, let us all rest in preparation for tomorrow's action."
      As the First Sword finished speaking and everyone prepared to rise—
      Splurt-!
      With the sound of a watermelon bursting, the head of the Second Sword, who sat next to the First Sword, exploded.
      "?"
      For a moment, everyone wore blank expressions, as it happened so suddenly without any warning.
      Yet, true to their reputation as the main force of the Salvation Society, called the 'Swords', the others instinctively realized this was an attack and tried to form a hand seal instantly.
      "Aaaargh!"
      "My hands!! My hands!!!"
      But all of the Swords present had their hands twisted and shattered in an instant.
      Blood gushed out in fountains.
      And then—
      Splurt-!
      With another burst, the head of the Third Sword, who was screaming, exploded.
      As terror replaced composure in the Swords' expressions—
      "Hello?"
      Out of the darkness, Han Soyeon appeared.
      She slowly approached the Swords' cries, light on her feet.
      She stomped on the head of the Fifth Sword—who was grabbing his shattered hands and screaming insanely—crushing it completely.
      "S, save me!"
      The Fourth Sword, seeing this, involuntarily screamed and tried to back away.
      But as Han Soyeon moved toward him—
      "First! Run!!!"
      The fear in the Fourth Sword's eyes vanished as he suddenly drew a dagger with his broken hand and leaped at Han Soyeon—as if he had been acting all along.
      Splurt-!
      But just like the others, he died instantly, his head exploding mid-air before he could lay a finger on her.
      Han Soyeon had disposed of four Swords, known as the Salvation Society's main force, in the blink of an eye.
      She turned her gaze to the First Sword, whose fingers were mangled like the others.
      He had not given up, and, with his shattered hands, was desperately trying to form a hand seal.
      He was forming the hand seal for the teleportation scroll in his robe.
      Of course, salvation Society members did not fear death.
      For them, salvation from Gatura was to die.
      But there was a difference between not fearing death and letting their life go to waste; so without hesitation, the First Sword tried to escape.
      Even during the brief seconds of this fight, he realized—
      That there was nothing he could do here.
      But then,
      Crunch—!
      "Keough!"
      Before he could complete the hand seal, something seemed to grab his throat, lifting him into the air.
      He saw it—
      Something unimaginably massive writhing behind Han Soyeon.
      His gaze fell to Han Soyeon below.
      "Don't worry. I have something to ask you, so you won't die 'yet'."
      As her voice rang out, the thing writhing behind her—the First Sword, who had never known fear of death, finally had terror flicker in his eyes.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Damn, maybe Dojun was right...
      Mayb Soyeon is a malignant spirit all along.
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      "I'll pack this... and I'll need this too."
      After waking up in the morning, Kim Dojun immediately began preparations to raid the Salvation Society, then got in a taxi bound for Gangneung.
      'As written even in 'Demon Realm of Tiger's Dread', the Salvation Society's smuggling route is through the East Sea.'
      But that was only their smuggling route—he knew exactly where the Salvation Society was hiding.
      'The place where the Salvation Society is actually hiding is the abandoned village in Gangneung.'
      He remembered precisely where and how his first encounter with the smuggled-in Salvation Society happened.
      'First, the ones I need to deal with are the Salvation Society's 'Swords'.'
      Inside the taxi racing down the highway, he calmly checked his plan in his mind.
      'The ones who smuggled in are easy to deal with, but the ones mixed with ordinary cult members could be a bit of a nuisance.'
      Basically, the ordinary cultists of the Salvation Society used what they called spiritual power—sorcery—but it took a long time to cast, so they'd be easy to deal with even if there were many.
      However—
      The Swords were different.
      They were the main strength of the Salvation Society, known as the Eight Swords, a step right below the leader, according to the rules of the Sorcery Killing Technique.
      It would have been fine if there were only one or two, but facing several at once would be a bit of a hassle.
      These guys used 'Hell(奈落)', a form of sorcery wielded by Gatura of Salvation.
      'If it's just Pleasure, the necklace will block it on its own.'
      Unfortunately, the Hell(奈落) that Gatura of Salvation uses wasn't a kind of sorcery that Kim Dojun's necklace could block.
      Of course, even Gatura of Salvation needs some time to cast Hell, so the Swords also took a long time to cast their sorceries.
      Still, the reason he was still wary was because of the cultists who would charge him alongside the Swords.
      'These bastards don't even care about their own lives.'
      And maybe because it was a cult that believed in Gatura of Salvation, when there were cultists nearby, the Swords would sometimes use them for human sacrifice, which overwhelmingly shortened the casting time of their sorcery!
      'And even if I deal with all of them, the leader remains.'
      The leader of the Salvation Society.
      He wasn't classified with a specific rank in the Sorcery Killing Technique, but at the very least, the stage in the game where you had to face the leader of the Salvation Society was incredibly tricky.
      'That bastard, when in danger, not only gambles his own life but those of the followers, awakening himself.'
      If the leader awakens that way, Kim Dojun would have to run for about three minutes just to survive.
      The awakened leader would become absurdly powerful, rampaging with utterly broken sorceries.
      'Of course, after that berserk state, three minutes later his body would disintegrate into pieces and he'd die just like that.'
      Anyway, there were a few things to watch out for, so Kim Dojun had to plan in detail this time.
      In conclusion, whether for better or worse, it benefited both Kim Dojun and the world to handle the Salvation Society ahead of time.
      They were a group of madmen who had absolutely no fear of death, so if they found purpose, they would treat their own lives as lightly as flies, even committing suicide bombings without hesitation.
      And not just that: it would be one thing if they only risked their own lives, but for the sake of some higher cause, the Salvation Society would sometimes treat others' lives like flies and perform dirty sacrificial rituals.
      'Well, to be honest, the main reason is that all the really necessary spiritual tools are there.'
      So thought Kim Dojun again as he stared out the taxi window, watching the scenery pass by.
      After about two hours,
      "Is this it?"
      He arrived at the abandoned village in Gangneung.
      Just like the place he'd seen in Hongcheon, there were broken roads everywhere, and houses so old that they looked ready to collapse at any time.
      But, with just a glance around, Kim Dojun no longer gave any attention to the other abandoned houses; instead, he searched for a building nearby that was painted red on the outside.
      "Found it."
      Before long, he spotted the house he was after among the ruins and headed straight over.
      Creakkkk—!
      Without hesitation, he opened the door, whose old hinges screeched, and made his way deep inside.
      "...."
      The moment he stepped over the threshold, the smell of old mold hit him.
      Unfazed, he moved farther inside the abandoned house, wandering from room to room, searching his surroundings.
      After a while—
      "This must be it."
      He found in a built-in closet a door leading underground and let out a big sigh.
      As he expected, he would now have to battle the five Swords who had smuggled into Korea.
      Composed, Kim Dojun carefully opened the closet door and began to descend.
      'I need to deal with at least three of them as soon as I go down.'
      With that thought, as soon as he descended into the dimly lit basement—
      "Gasp!"
      He moved quickly, dashing out in an instant.
      Right after,
      "... What the?"
      Looking at the five corpses with their heads blown open, he found himself momentarily dumbfounded.
      ####
      Kim Dojun was bewildered.
      And for good reason—there were dead bodies in front of him with their heads blown apart.
      And killed in an extremely brutal fashion, at that.
      'What the heck?'
      He cautiously inspected the corpses.
      Judging by their clothes, these were definitely the Salvation Society's Swords.
      Which meant this place really was the Society's hideout, and that he had come to the right place.
      'And there are five of them....'
      Since that matched the number of Swords he knew, he observed the corpses more closely.
      '... Every single one of them had their hands destroyed.'
      He soon realized all the Swords' hands were utterly smashed, but just from that, he couldn't figure out what had happened.
      All he could deduce was that the Swords' hands had been targeted first, and whoever did this knew how to deal with sorcerers.
      "...."
      After staring at the Swords' corpses for a while, Kim Dojun stepped forward.
      'They should have it on them.'
      He began searching the bodies.
      And soon—
      "Found it."
      He found in the folds of one of the corpses a charm with a green background.
      Covered with something so complex that, as someone just beginning to learn sorcery, Kim Dojun couldn't make heads or tails of it.
      "This is it?"
      What he needed wasn't to dispose of these Swords, but this charm.
      It was a charm that, as long as a specific sorcery formation was drawn anywhere, would transfer whatever was inside the sorcery formation to the Salvation Society's headquarters.
      'Well, as long as I have this, it's fine.'
      His original goal was to wipe out the Salvation Society completely.
      Just taking out the smuggled Swords wouldn't cripple the Society, and more importantly, what he was after was the spiritual tool he could obtain from the leader.
      Thinking it through, the current situation wasn't all that bad for Kim Dojun.
      After all, someone else had basically done what he needed to do.
      'The only issue is, I have no idea who did this....'
      Kim Dojun shrugged, ending the thought.
      No point racking his brain here as to who pulled this off; there was no answer to be found.
      'Worry about it later: focus on the goal for now.'
      He looked at the green charm.
      A green charm covered in completely unreadable words.
      "...."
      Of course, Kim Dojun had no idea how to use this charm.
      He was still only just learning basic sorcery, so that was natural.
      But instead, Kim Dojun smiled.
      'I came prepared for this.'
      From his sorcery pouch, he pulled out Haram's pen.
      ----
      Honor Student Haram's Pen.
      Grade: Top tier.
      Effect: Once a month, you can receive correct answers to ten questions, limited to knowledge Haram possesses.
      ----
      He hadn't used this pen since the last rampaging spirit incident, as nothing had come up.
      Recalling its power, Kim Dojun opened a notebook he'd brought in advance and immediately began drawing the green charm.
      After spending some time sketching the charm, he wrote under the drawing—
      'Write down the method of using this charm, along with the necessary sorcery formation.'
      —that question.
      Then, as Kim Dojun put down, then picked up Haram's pen again,
      "Oh."
      Swish—!
      The pen began to move on its own, borrowing Kim Dojun's hand to write out the answer.
      Before long, Kim Dojun received a perfect response.
      "Nice."
      Kim Dojun smiled as he looked at the sorcery formation drawn in his notebook.
      Following the directions he'd obtained, he began drawing the sorcery formation on a section of the floor.
      A little while later—
      "... Shit."
      Kim Dojun looked at what he'd drawn and was dumbstruck.
      What he'd sketched on the floor was so messy that you wouldn't believe even a child had drawn it.
      'I really am terrible at drawing.'
      He looked back and forth between the answer sheet and the chaotic drawing on the floor, giving a wry chuckle—but only for a moment.
      "It's not working...."
      On the off chance, he tried putting the charm on top, but as expected, nothing happened. Sighing, he grabbed the chalk rolling on the floor and tried again.
      After ten minutes—
      "Ah."
      Thirty minutes—
      "Damn...!"
      ... One hour later.
      "It—It's working!"
      After pouring nearly an hour into it, drawing the sorcery formation on almost every patch of floor nearby, Kim Dojun—
      Woom—!
      —finally managed to create a sorcery formation that properly responded to the charm.
      Standing at the center, Kim Dojun threw the chalk far away, placed the charm, and, wearing a confident smile, began to channel spiritual power into it.
      Wooooom—!
      As he pushed his spiritual power into it, the charm emitted something like a mechanical humming noise, and instantly ignited.
      Fwoooosh!
      The spiritual power in the green light that burst from the flaming charm began flowing into the sorcery formation.
      Bwaaaaaah—!
      With it exploded a wave of light.
      Kim Dojun, knowing from prior knowledge that this meant the charm and the sorcery formation had activated successfully, calmly closed his eyes.
      'After the summoning, I'll be in front of the Salvation Society's building. Smash the pillars of the annex building immediately, then head for the main building where the leader is and fight. The ones in white veils will be the 'Swords', so I'll take them down on sight—'
      He began calmly reviewing his next moves in his mind.
      Then—
      BWAAAAAAAHH—!!
      Even with his eyes shut, he felt the light piercing through and realized the teleportation had succeeded.
      Pop!
      He opened his eyes, raised his fist, and looked at the Salvation Society's annex building.
      "...?"
      Once again, he could only wear a foolish expression.
      "... What?"
      The annex building he'd planned to smash to pieces was already gloriously demolished.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      Kim Dojun stared blankly at the annex building of the Salvation Society.
      The first thing he noticed was one side of the building's foundation, which had completely collapsed.
      Next, what caught his eye was a scene that seemed straight out of the end times—bits and pieces smashed to such a degree that the exterior walls were gone and the interior was completely exposed.
      The last thing he saw—
      "..."
      —was the Salvation Society's emblem, probably once attached to the annex rooftop, now lying on the ground, split exactly in half and stuck upright in the floor.
      Just like a shuriken.
      "... What the?"
      He unconsciously muttered to himself.
      'Was it always like this?'
      But he soon shook his head.
      At least as far as he knew, the Salvation Society was not supposed to disappear until nearly six years into the game's timeline.
      Knowing that, he couldn't make sense of the situation before him.
      'Come to think of it, earlier too...'
      He recalled the corpses of the Society's guards, who had already turned cold before he'd even made a move, and realized something must have happened without his knowledge, so he took a moment to think.
      'Standing around here won't help. I'll think about it later—first, I need to check if I can get the spiritual tools.'
      Having made up his mind, he immediately moved on.
      Passing the wreckage of the annex, he could see the main building of the Salvation Society.
      "..."
      ... More precisely, he could see what used to be the Salvation Society's main building.
      "Is this for real?"
      Wearing a dumbfounded expression once again, Kim Dojun unconsciously muttered as he took in the sight before his eyes.
      No embellishments or exaggerations were needed; just one sentence was enough to describe the main building of the Salvation Society as he saw it.
      'I'd believe it if you told me this was a hundred-year-old abandoned house.'
      As Kim Dojun stood gazing at what used to be the main building of the Salvation Society,
      'What on earth happened here?'
      He started walking toward the completely ruined structure.
      Then, as he stepped inside the main building...
      "Huh?"
      "?"
      He ran into Han Soyeon.
      ####
      Inside the wrecked main building of the Salvation Society, Kim Dojun heard how Han Soyeon had ended up there.
      "... You were captured?"
      "Yes."
      "And then when you came to, you were alone here?"
      "That's right."
      Han Soyeon replied.
      'Certainly.'
      Kim Dojun listened to her words and nodded, thinking.
      'Originally, Han Soyeon had nothing to do with the Salvation Society at all. But since the Salvation Society's Gatura possessed Ju Yu-dam this time, maybe there was a reason for them to target her...'
      He could accept why she might be there.
      'Still, something feels off.'
      Kim Dojun stared at her with a peculiar suspicion.
      He could tell there were no contradictions in her story, yet something still bothered him.
      '... Why is she so calm?'
      Han Soyeon's demeanor didn't seem like that of someone who'd been abducted at all.
      But Kim Dojun quickly shook off that thought.
      In fact, whatever the case, she had no reason to lie in her current situation.
      'If she had been responsible for the murder of those guards—who I saw dead before arriving—I wouldn't be having this conversation with her right now.'
      Han Soyeon's trigger was killing people, which would cause her to awaken as a boss if she ever did so.
      "..."
      "?"
      Once more, Kim Dojun looked at her face.
      Wearing a completely innocent expression as if nothing had happened, Han Soyeon seemed unchanged on the outside.
      That alone supported the conclusion that she hadn't killed anyone.
      After all, if she had, a maglignant spirit would have descended, and a notification would have appeared in front of Kim Dojun's eyes.
      Moreover, if a maglignant spirit had truly possessed her, Han Soyeon would not be able to maintain her true appearance.
      "..."
      Yet, he couldn't shake that vague sense of suspicion.
      "By any chance, did you kill anyone?"
      He questioned Han Soyeon.
      To which—
      "No?"
      Han Soyeon answered cleanly, without a hint of hesitation.
      "... Is that so?"
      "Yes, I was just brought here, and like I said, when I woke up, it was already like this."
      At her answer, Kim Dojun nodded, and now she posed him a question.
      "By the way, why are you here?"
      "... Me?"
      "Yes."
      Kim Dojun thought for a moment on how to respond before saying:
      "It's not something you need to know."
      A few excuses did come to mind, but they all lacked plausibility, so he used his usual magic phrase for situations like these.
      "For now, I'll just check inside for a moment."
      Before Han Soyeon could ask any more, he quickly moved into the ruins and thought:
      'Let's just see if there's anything to be gained.'
      In the first place, he'd come all this way not just to wipe out the Salvation Society quickly, but mainly to get a spiritual tool.
      In short, if the spiritual tool wasn't here, the job would be half done at best, even if things went smoothly.
      'Could any still be here?'
      Thus, Kim Dojun decided to search the Salvation Society's main building for the leader's spiritual tool, in case it was still left behind.
      Before long—
      "Oh, found it."
      He found the spiritual tools he was after in one section of the shattered main building, and smiled with satisfaction.
      Meanwhile, Han Soyeon, waiting outside in the ruined building, motionless while Kim Dojun searched inside—
      Squelch-!
      At the sound of something wet falling, her gaze dropped.
      "Ah."
      Seeing what had landed near her feet, she let out a quiet exclamation.
      "... Well, that's something."
      What had fallen before her was an arm.
      Nothing but an arm, missing the hand and elbow, with glistening blood oozing from the stump.
      A special tattoo on the back of its hand revealed that it belonged to a cultist of the Salvation Society.
      And before Han Soyeon could react to the pooling blood beneath the arm,
      Crunch—Drag—
      With a chilling sound, the arm beside her began to slowly disappear, as if being sucked into some sort of space.
      As though it were being ground up by something.
      Slowly.
      Yet, even as the arm was sucked out of sight with an unnerving sound, Han Soyeon's expression did not change at all; instead, she gave a gentle smile.
      "Don't leave a mess. You said you could eat everything, right? And—"
      As she murmured, Han Soyeon's cheeks flushed slightly.
      "I'm still a little embarrassed for him to see me like this."
      With those words, she smiled as she watched the arm disappear completely into the empty air.
      ####
      Mad Dog Dan.
      There wasn't a single second-year at the Sorcery Institute who didn't know both the nickname and the name.
      It made sense, because Dan had been famous since his first year.
      Even in his first year, before participating in any combat, Dan had never shown mercy in any sparring match, intimidating his peers with his eternally tense expression.
      It was the same in the second year—
      In fact, once he began participating in real battles, the nickname stuck even more firmly.
      For in combat, Dan literally embodied ruthlessness and brutality toward his enemies.
      Of course, he was not inherently like that; it was a side effect of being forcibly made to accept Tam by the Ryuoh family.
      But recently, his demeanor had become a lot more normal.
      His signature seriousness remained, but the constant irritable energy around him had faded.
      That was all thanks to Kim Dojun, who had disciplined Tam through physical education.
      No longer subjected to psychic attacks, Dan's hypersensitive and thorny temperament had vanished.
      However, there was one problem now.
      'It doesn't listen to my orders at all.'
      Tam had stopped obeying Dan altogether.
      "...."
      With a frustrated look, Dan stared at Tam as it looked around the room.
      Second-years at the Sorcery Institute spent most time in self-study or individual practice unless in combat, so there weren't many people in the classroom. In that empty classroom, Tam was busily turning its head, exploring various things with a curious expression.
      Watching it, Dan shook his head in exasperation.
      'I need to find a solution.'
      He was glad Kim Dojun had saved him from mental stress, but Tam's refusal to obey was an even greater problem.
      He was a second-year at the Sorcery Institute, and second-years were required to fight in real battles.
      If a spirit beast sorcerer couldn't use their main spirit beast in combat?
      That was simply unacceptable.
      And yet, that's exactly what was happening to Dan.
      Because of this—
      "Hey, look at that—weirdo's at it again."
      "What a pathetic freak, huh? Even changed its form and lost a ton of combat power."
      Now, the once-feared 'Mad Dog' was being openly ridiculed by classmates.
      'Jung Yunseong...'
      Dan scowled.
      Back when he truly lived up to his nickname, none of his peers dared speak to him. Especially Jung Yunseong, who now constantly sniped at Dan from behind—he hadn't even made eye contact with him before.
      Jung Yunseong had taken quite a beating from Dan during a few sparring matches back in the first year.
      "If a spirit beast sorcerer can't attack with their spirit beast, what are they? Isn't that just like being a civilian at this point?"
      Even knowing Dan could hear, Jung Yunseong spoke up as if on purpose. Dan scowled further but didn't react.
      Because at this point, Jung Yunseong's words were true—and getting into a fight about it would only bring Dan more shame.
      '... I definitely need to discuss this with Kim Dojun.'
      Dan ignored Jung Yunseong's provocations while making a mental note.
      Jung Yunseong, having failed to get a rise out of Dan, smirked and, bored, turned to another topic.
      "Hey, by the way, did you hear the news?"
      "What news?"
      "You know, that sorcery genius among the first-years. I heard he's getting an award next week."
      "Oh, him? Honestly, isn't that guy kinda fishy?"
      "What do you mean?"
      "The rampaging spirits incident—sure, there were witnesses, but how the hell did a first-year block an attack from a maglignant spirit? He must've lied his way out. He's just a total liar."
      "That's a bit unfair, isn't it? There were witnesses."
      One of the classmates tilted his head as he replied to Jung Yunseong.
      "Think about it, if he was really strong enough to stop a maglignant spirit's attack, would he even be at the Sorcery Institute? He'd be in a guild, getting rookie-of-the-year treatment from the start."
      Jung Yunseong was openly trash-talking Kim Dojun at this point.
      "Well, I guess that's kinda true."
      "See, he's just a liar—"
      At that very moment, as his classmate smiled and nodded—
      "Hkraaak!?"
      "?"
      [You insulted my master.]
      Tam grabbed Jung Yunseong by the throat.
      [That means, I should kill you.]
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Tam got tamed.
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
    

  
    Chapter 53: Cool-nerd (1)

    
      Cool-nerd (1)
      It had been two days since Kim Dojun left the main building of the Salvation Society, which had already been wrecked.
      "Huff... huff..."
      Watching Shin Se-yeon, who was lying collapsed as if all her stamina had been drained after finishing training as usual, Kim Dojun clicked his tongue and spoke.
      "How long are you going to keep dodging with just your body? You should be using astrology."
      "I am using it already! But every time I feel like I'm managing to dodge, you just keep raising the difficulty and I can't avoid it anymore!!"
      At his words, Shin Se-yeon jumped up and shouted in protest.
      "Raising the difficulty?"
      "Yeah! As soon as I start dodging, you just go even faster!"
      She continued.
      But Kim Dojun seemed to think for a moment, then shook his head.
      "I haven't even started raising the difficulty yet."
      "?"
      "The next level after the toy hammer is this."
      Ssshh—
      "???"
      He soon pulled out a handgun in front of Shin Se-yeon.
      "This is what you could call the second difficulty."
      "You insane bastard!!!! No way am I doing that!"
      As soon as she saw the handgun, she screamed, her face deeply scrunched.
      "Haaa, do you not want to kill your father quickly? Didn't I tell you? People only grow when they're pushed to the limit."
      "I told you not to say things like that!? And if I mess up and actually get hit, I'll die before I even have a chance to kill him!"
      "Well, it's not like I'm the one who'll die."
      "???"
      Silence fell between them.
      Kim Dojun shrugged and continued.
      "Also, don't think about it that way. You really think I'd shoot you to kill you?"
      "... You just said it's fine because you won't die?"
      "It is fine, you know."
      "Aren't you seriously crazy!?"
      "But you really do need this."
      "Even if I don't die, it'll hurt like hell!"
      "If you just get grazed by a handgun, it doesn't hurt."
      Watching Kim Dojun talk nonsense, Shin Se-yeon let out a deep sigh, genuinely as if she had a headache, and found herself thinking about herself from a few days ago.
      'I can't believe I thought this guy liked me....'
      During the Salvation Gauntlet, she had been sure Kim Dojun liked her, but a few days ago, when she saw him spend over 160 million won with his card, she started to doubt his feelings.
      And today, Shin Se-yeon realized with certainty again.
      She had been mistaken.
      There was absolutely no way this madman liked her...!
      'Agh, so embarrassing...!'
      Admitting that, she turned red-faced, stood up weakly and tried to walk away, snapping at Kim Dojun.
      "Just get lost, seriously..."
      But then—
      "Oh, right."
      Kim Dojun, as if remembering something, gave a short sigh and suddenly grabbed Shin Se-yeon's hand.
      "Take this."
      "...?"
      He handed her a necklace.
      "? ... What is this...?"
      "It's a necklace, what else could it be?"
      Kim Dojun replied calmly to Shin Se-yeon, who wore a bewildered expression.
      "No, I mean, why are you giving me—"
      "Shush, just make sure you wear it, okay? Don't ever take it off."
      "?"
      "Once you put it on, never take it off."
      "No—"
      As if he had no intention of answering any more of Shin Se-yeon's questions, he left the training hall first.
      "Hey! What is this!!"
      Left alone, Shin Se-yeon shouted after the departing Kim Dojun. Looking at his back and at the necklace left in her hand,
      "Uuugh! Seriously, what is this...!"
      She wrestled with her confusion.
      But whether she was confused or not, Kim Dojun thought to himself,
      'First, I've got her to wear the necklace.'
      Of course, the necklace he gave to Shin Se-yeon wasn't simply a gift. It was a spiritual tool necessary to make Shin Se-yeon, who would become the boss in the future, an ally.
      'With this, I've secured the minimum condition.'
      Kim Dojun then looked down and took out the spiritual tools he had picked up from the Salvation Society two days earlier from his pocket.
      ----
      Fragment of One Without Spiritual Power.
      Grade: ??
      Effect: Fragment of one without spiritual power. Originally separated into three pieces.
      ----
      ----
      Unity (一體)
      Grade: D
      Effect: Can combine sorcery of "basic sorcery" grade.
      ----
      Along with a blue fragment, there was a dark blue ring. Including the necklace he had passed to Shin Se-yeon earlier, these were the spiritual tools he had obtained this time.
      'They don't seem that useful for now, but...'
      Especially, the Fragment of One Without Spiritual Power had no effect, and the ring named Unity also seemed of no use to Kim Dojun. Yet he smiled.
      'Aside from the necklace for Shin Se-yeon, these spiritual tools are the type that need to be combined with others to be useful.'
      Composite-type spiritual tools.
      Useless alone, but once the other fragments are gathered, they become very powerful. Knowing that, Kim Dojun was satisfied, thinking about the effects of items he could use in the future.
      'But why were these spiritual tools left behind? The others I could get in the cult leader's room, but I should have only been able to get Unity after killing the cult leader...'
      He wondered, but—
      'Well, I got them in the end, so whatever.'
      He decided to think positively, since pondering alone wouldn't solve the mystery anyway.
      Just then—
      Wuuuuu-!
      [Etiquette injection twice a week.]
      "Hm?"
      Wondering at the name displayed on the smartphone, Kim Dojun hit the answer button.
      [... I need your help.]
      "?"
      It was Dan's voice.
      ####
      After receiving Dan's help request, at the end of the school day.
      Kim Dojun, having told Shin Se-yeon—who would always grin weirdly as soon as she saw him as of late—that they'd start training a bit later than usual, headed towards the walking path where he would meet Dan.
      "You're here...."
      "...?"
      Arriving at the meeting place, Kim Dojun found Dan.
      To be precise, a noticeably haggard-looking Dan.
      "What's wrong?"
      Recalling that Dan, though he had called for help, hadn't said anything more during their call, Kim Dojun asked.
      "Hoo."
      Dan let out a deep sigh and answered,
      "... Today, Tam almost killed a student."
      "Tam almost killed someone?"
      "Yeah."
      Dan nodded, then calmly explained what happened that day. Kim Dojun listened for a while, then, when Dan finished,
      "... That's what happened."
      Dan finished, and after a short pause, Kim Dojun spoke.
      "So... to summarize: one of your class's nerds kept teasing you about not being able to use Tam, Tam didn't care at first, but when that guy made fun of me, Tam went wild... right?"
      "That's right."
      Dan, nodding repeatedly as Kim Dojun summed up, let out another deep sigh, waving a document in his hand.
      "In the end, I was given a week's suspension."
      "Hmmm..."
      "On top of that, if I can't control my shikigami again after the suspension... they'll consider my spiritual power lost and expel me."
      Finishing this, Dan sighed again, shaking his head as if it was all a big headache. Kim Dojun responded,
      "Well, is that really so bad?"
      "?"
      "You'll have to drop out eventually when you become a boss anyway."
      "... Are you serious?"
      "Why are you so suspicious? Should I make you stop doubting me?"
      Kim Dojun slowly made a fist.
      Startled, Dan quickly changed the subject.
      "E-even so, don't I have to stay in school until I become a boss?!"
      "Well, that's true, it is a problem."
      In fact, it wouldn't be good for Kim Dojun if Dan were expelled at this point.
      'It'd be harder to keep Dan by my side.'
      Of course, it'd only be a bit harder, he could still keep him close, but more important was that Dan had become the target of Twirsted Evil.
      'If he stays in the Sorcery Institute, he'll be relatively safe even if Twirsted Evil learns his identity. But if he gets expelled, it'll get much more dangerous if Twirsted Evil finds out.'
      Since Kim Dojun could roughly guess what Twirsted Evil would do, he knew it was risky to let Dan outside the Sorcery Institute before dealing with Twirsted Evil.
      If Dan got expelled, was caught by Twirsted Evil, and ended up dead, nothing could be more troublesome for Kim Dojun.
      'Dan only matters if he's killed by me.'
      Thinking that, Kim Dojun watched Dan, who was looking gloomy, but when their eyes met, Dan put on a strange look and spoke.
      "... Why are you looking at me like that?"
      "? What's wrong with my expression?"
      "You look like you're imagining something really bad."
      "Not at all, don't mind it."
      "... Really?"
      "Enough nonsense. Get Tam out already."
      At Kim Dojun's dismissive remark, Dan, looking a bit displeased, nodded and formed a hand seal.
      "You have to form a hand seal for this?"
      "It won't listen, so I had to use almost all my spiritual power to forcibly seal it."
      Dan explained, forming a hand seal for a while.
      [Hi there!]
      Soon, Tam rose out from Dan's shadow and greeted Kim Dojun energetically.
      Although it had certainly eaten another Tam, it hadn't changed much.
      'Should I beat it up?'
      For a moment, Kim Dojun considered it. After all, the best strategy with Tam, past or present, was always to beat him up first.
      'Physical therapy really is the most efficient...'
      [Hi! Master!]
      As Tam, apparently displeased that Kim Dojun didn't respond to his greeting, greeted again, Kim Dojun, lost in thought, suddenly had a 'hook' pop up over his head.
      "Hmm? Come to think of it..."
      [?]
      "Hey, why do you call me master?"
      Up till now, Kim Dojun had ignored whatever Tam said, but suddenly became curious and asked, looking at Dan.
      "... You hadn't noticed that?"
      "Did you?"
      "As a shikigami sorcerer, it'd be weirder not to notice. In front of me, it shows total disrespect, but it greets you, doesn't it?"
      "True..."
      "Plus, didn't I say before? It didn't react at all to people insulting me, but flipped out as soon as someone insulted you."
      "Ah."
      "That's one reason I came to see you."
      Accepting Dan's words, Kim Dojun nodded and looked at Tam.
      Tam stared at him with an incredibly innocent face.
      'He really has changed, hasn't he.'
      After a short pause, Kim Dojun asked,
      "Am I your master?"
      [Yep!]
      "Why?"
      [You're stronger than me!]
      "Hm..."
      That's quite logical, Kim Dojun thought, brushing aside the fleeting thought. Then, pointing at Dan, he asked,
      "Then what about him?"
      [Him?]
      Turning and looking at Dan at Kim Dojun's prompt, Tam pointed at Dan and asked again.
      [Him?]
      "Yes, him."
      [Hmm.]
      As if mulling over a monumental question, Tam fell silent, frowning slightly between his brows.
      Dan looked dumbfounded, while Kim Dojun stared curiously at Tam.
      After a brief silence—
      [Ah!]
      Tam, as if remembering something and flashing a light bulb over his head, pointed at Dan without hesitation.
      [Cool-nerd!]
      "?"
      [Him! Cool-nerd!]
      "..."
      He said.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
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      Cool-Nerd (2)
      [Cool-nerd!]
      Tam's answer was so simple and straightforward that Dan could only make a dumbfounded expression.
      But soon, noticing Kim Dojun looking at him with a strange expression together with Tam, Dan spoke up.
      "... Why are you looking at me like that?"
      "No reason."
      "...?"
      "Even if Tam gained intelligence, isn't it true that it's not all that smart?"
      At Kim Dojun's question, Dan answered with a strange look on his face.
      "... As far as I know, there's not much increase in intelligence until it evolves to Grade 1... But why are you asking that all of a sudden?"
      "I thought maybe it was smarter than expected."
      [I'm smart!]
      As Kim Dojun spoke seriously and Tam raised a hand and spouted nonsense from the side, Dan paused for a moment as if thinking, then replied incredulously.
      "... Is it because I'm a 'Cool-nerd' now?"
      "Isn't that right?"
      "No way!"
      "Seems like it, though?"
      "From what part exactly?!"
      Dan's question.
      Kim Dojun looked at him steadily for a moment.
      "... Isn't your whole existence that of a Cool-nerd?"
      "So be specific! I can tolerate other things, but being called a Cool-nerd is really unpleasant, you know!"
      Dan spoke with a deep frown.
      "If I have to be specific..."
      Watching Dan, Kim Dojun muttered quietly and started walking to the side of the trail.
      Soon, seeing Kim Dojun's actions, Dan reflexively floated a hook over his head and then spotted it.
      The baseball bat wrapped in Kim Dojun's left hand.
      "...."
      As soon as Kim Dojun approached holding the bat, Dan involuntarily put his hands together politely.
      "Like this?"
      Kim Dojun said as he looked at Dan.
      "... Indeed."
      "Now you understand?"
      "I definitely get it."
      Dan nodded quickly.
      "That's good, glad you get it."
      With a perfectly satisfied smile, Kim Dojun turned his body holding the bat and looked toward Tam.
      [...]
      As soon as Tam saw the baseball bat, its eyes darted nervously, and it shrank back a little. Kim Dojun, after a moment's thought, tossed the bat to the side of the walking path.
      'There's no need to use violence on someone you can communicate with.'
      With that thought, Kim Dojun then approached Tam and spoke.
      "Who am I?"
      [... Master?]
      Maybe remembering Kim Dojun coming out with the bat just now, Tam spoke with a strangely uncertain look.
      "Then you should listen to what I say, right?"
      [I! Listen well!]
      "Then from now on, listen to what he says, too."
      [Cool-nerd?]
      "Yes, cool-nerd."
      "... My feelings are complicated."
      Dan mumbled unhappily at Tam's words, but Tam paid him no heed, just tilting his head left and right a couple of times.
      [So I just have to listen to Cool-nerd?]
      "That's right."
      [I! Can do it!]
      "That's great."
      [I did good!?]
      "You did good."
      Kim Dojun casually stroked Tam's head.
      Watching this, Dan wore a very complicated expression.
      '... I'm the master, I'm the one who constantly expends spiritual power to maintain the shikigami, so why does Kim Dojun get treated as the master?'
      In the end, thanks to Kim Dojun, Dan was able to temporarily use Tam properly again.
      "... So, when are you planning to go to the Pantheon this week?"
      "This week?"
      "Yeah, didn't you say last week that you had to go back to the Pantheon?"
      "Oh, that."
      Kim Dojun nodded and replied.
      "I think I'll go around the weekend this week."
      "The weekend... Alright, I'll keep that in mind."
      "Oh, and."
      "? Is there something else to say?"
      "There's something I need."
      He quietly told Dan what he needed.
      "... What are you planning to do?"
      "You'll see later, but can you get it?"
      "I think I can."
      "Okay, then prepare that too."
      "Got it."
      After hearing Dan's answer, Kim Dojun moved his body to train with Shin Se-yeon.
      ####
      If you press the elevator at the Korea branch of the Sorcery Institute, you'll see B3 at the very bottom, and 5F at the very top.
      That indicates the number of floors in the Korea branch—with three underground levels and five above-ground floors.
      Most sorcerers and regular people are aware of this, and both clerks and sorcerers believe the building consists solely of those three basement levels and five above-ground floors.
      However, the Korea branch of the Sorcery Institute has one more floor no one else knows about.
      The thirty-second underground floor.
      Even within the Sorcery Institute, only those moving "behind the scenes"—including the president and vice-president—can access that floor. The department there is called the Processing Department.
      In other words, it's the place where they gather the "hounds" who act as the shadow of the Sorcery Institute.
      And at that very moment—
      "...."
      A man.
      Shin Jucheon, the chief of information in the Processing Department who handles the overall data, was staring intently at the frozen video screen before him.
      The footage he was currently viewing was from a few days ago—the last video sent by one of the hounds who had infiltrated the Salvation Society as a spy.
      "...."
      Shin Jucheon stared dazedly at the monitor.
      Tsk—
      He pressed the space bar and replayed the footage he had just watched.
      What appeared was the CCTV feed.
      Even a quick glance at the CCTV clearly showed the Salvation Society's annex, and as the footage began, everything in the building looked normal.
      But the problem came next.
      After Shin Jucheon advanced the footage, the previously tranquil annex quickly became busy as people hurried about.
      Soon, when a significant number of the Salvation Society's members filled the screen—
      Shin Jucheon saw it.
      A woman walking in from one corner of the CCTV's view.
      Unlike the Salvation Society's members, she was dressed in the familiar uniform of the Sorcery Institute—a strange sight to have appear on this camera.
      Just thinking simply: for a student of the Sorcery Institute to appear on the Salvation Society annex's CCTV feed was unusual.
      But that wasn't the only odd thing about this footage.
      "...."
      Shin Jucheon looked at one side of the screen.
      He could see the faces of the Salvation Society members.
      Despite being CCTV footage, the quality was good enough that he could discern the expressions of the people caught on camera.
      An unmistakable look of terror on all their faces.
      'Terror....'
      Shin Jucheon then turned his gaze to the woman walking in from afar.
      Like someone taking a stroll in front of the school, she walked so carelessly and defenselessly—no, to be precise—
      'Han Soyeon....'
      Han Soyeon's figure.
      And right after that—
      The massacre began.
      There was no audio, since it was CCTV footage.
      Yet, watching the scene, he felt as though he could actually hear the sounds in his ears.
      Even someone like Shin Jucheon, who had seen scenes like this countless times, unconsciously frowned—the footage was disturbing even for him.
      Something leapt out from behind Han Soyeon, weaving through the narrow annex, impaling the members.
      The heads of those who managed to overcome their fear and charge at her exploded.
      Others, completely overtaken by the unprecedented terror emanating from her, frantically barreled past corpses and their fellow members only to be seized and torn limb from limb.
      Grotesque, wince-inducing scenes.
      And at the end, Han Soyeon, who had single-handedly massacred all the members, walked through the utterly ruined corridor with the same unhurried steps as before.
      Swish—
      She then stared straight into the CCTV camera.
      As if she knew someone was watching, Han Soyeon approached the CCTV, looking right at it.
      ― Shh.
      She pressed her index finger to her lips in a silencing gesture.
      Crackle!
      With that, the CCTV was destroyed, ending the footage.
      "...."
      Shin Jucheon, having stared blankly at the now blank screen, let out a deep sigh and thought to himself.
      '... Just what is going on?'
      Although he couldn't claim to know Han Soyeon inside out, he still had a fair amount of information.
      After all, Han Soyeon was someone the Korea branch president and vice-president were grooming as a 'hound'.
      But the footage before his eyes was wildly inconsistent with what he knew.
      No, it wasn't just inconsistent—it flat-out didn't match.
      The most incomprehensible part was—
      '... Just what is with that strength?'
      The overwhelming power Han Soyeon had displayed.
      'I'm sure she only just started at the Sorcery Institute.'
      He even knew that her grades in sorcery weren't great due to her trauma, so the Han Soyeon he just saw was completely abnormal.
      '... The Salvation Society members should mostly have been sorcerers, too.'
      Even if they were only low-level sorcerers, Han Soyeon possessed enough power to slaughter them mercilessly.
      'I don't get it....'
      Other questions arose, but the more he thought about Han Soyeon, the less he understood, so he cut off his thoughts.
      '... Should I report this?'
      No matter how much he thought about it, it wasn't for him to decide.
      As chief of information, the Processing Department was the invisible blade of the president—so it was his duty to report.
      Yes, he should report it—
      "...."
      Gazing at the blank screen, he recalled the scene he had just witnessed.
      The way she strolled as if nothing happened amidst the brutally massacred corpses.
      And then, the way she quietly raised her index finger to the camera.
      "...."
      Who knew why Han Soyeon had acted like that.
      But, strangely, he instinctively felt—
      Reporting this would be dangerous somehow.
      "Sss..."
      Of course, it's not as if there was any solid proof or concrete evidence.
      The reason Shin Jucheon felt this way was purely his intuition.
      But those gut feelings had saved his life several times in the past, back when he was a "hound" and not yet chief of information.
      "My head hurts."
      With a genuinely troubled look, he stared at the black screen for a while.
      ####
      The evening after Kim Dojun finished his training with Shin Se-yeon.
      ----
      Ghost Liquor Bottle (鬼酒甁)
      Grade: ??
      Uses: 1 time
      Effect: Can seal a defeated spirit in the jar and brew it into 'liquor'.
      If you drink all the spirit liquor brewed from the spirit, you gain spiritual power depending on the grade of the spirit.
      You have successfully brewed the "malevolent spirit" into liquor!
      ----
      "Let's have a taste."
      Kim Dojun laughed and popped open the perfectly aged Ghost Liquor Bottle after nearly a month of waiting.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
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      Teacher (1)
      Inside the dormitory.
      Kim Dojun looked down at the Ghost Liquor Bottle resting on his hand, then opened the stopper with a satisfied expression.
      Pop!
      Placing the stopper, which popped off with a pleasant sound, to the side—
      "Ugk!"
      He almost dropped the flask he was holding without realizing it.
      'Damn, why is the smell so strong...!'
      Kim Dojun looked at the flask with a baffled expression.
      Even though it was no bigger than the palm of his hand, the aroma of the alcohol contained within was enough to make him recoil.
      '... Am I going to die drinking this?'
      That thought crept in before he even realized, and after smelling the alcohol again, he instinctively grimaced.
      'No matter how I think about it, I feel like I'll die if I drink this.'
      Of course, before getting trapped in this world, Kim Dojun had been an adult and had experience with all sorts of alcohol, including spirits. But the smell emanating from this Ghost Liquor Bottle was something he had never encountered before.
      'Still, I have to drink it.'
      But that grimace only lasted a moment, and with a big sigh, Kim Dojun raised the Ghost Liquor Bottle.
      In the end, regardless of how he felt, the fact remained that he had to drink it.
      "Phew...."
      After a big breath, Kim Dojun glanced at the flask with a slightly tense face before pouring it into his mouth.
      "Ugh!?"
      The moment it touched his mouth, the taste was so horrific and chilling that Kim Dojun involuntarily twisted his face into an ugly grimace, thinking,
      'Since I'm not going to use sorcery anyway, maybe I should just not drink it.'
      However, remembering that he needed spiritual power to use spiritual tools even if he wasn't going to use sorcery, Kim Dojun mustered superhuman patience and forced his burning throat to swallow the spirit.
      'Thought I was going to die.'
      Coughing several times after it went down, Kim Dojun frowned, then, wondering if there was any left in the flask, tilted it to pour a few more mouthfuls into his mouth.
      He couldn't pass up a chance to increase his spiritual power just because it tasted awful.
      "Haa—"
      After some more grimacing, Kim Dojun soon began to feel a warmth spreading through his body rather than just lingering bitterness.
      "Oh...?"
      He unconsciously let out a small exclamation at the sensation of something slowly rising, starting from around his abdomen.
      Previously, when he looked inside himself, his spiritual power was so little that he could barely notice it.
      But now?
      'This is insane.'
      Kim Dojun was amazed to feel his spiritual power filling his body.
      'In the game, the Ghost Liquor Bottle was absolutely a broken item for increasing spiritual power, but actually experiencing it... it's incredible.'
      Since drinking from the Ghost Liquor Bottle, his spiritual power was rising without end, to the point that what he originally had felt like nothing.
      'Well, I barely had any to begin with, so comparing like this is a bit odd.'
      Anyway, the effect was undeniable. After a few short minutes passed,
      'Seems like it's almost over.'
      He noticed the rapid increase in his spiritual power starting to slow.
      'At this level, I should be able to use most spiritual tools without issue.'
      Unlike before, when he had to search hard to sense it, spiritual power now filled him so abundantly that a satisfied grin appeared on his face as he thought,
      "... Hm?"
      He realized something was off with his vision.
      Even a slight turn of his head made the world spin, and his thought process started to slow down indefinitely.
      "Huh...?"
      With a strange look, he shook his head a couple times, trying to process it as his thoughts slowed even more.
      "... Ah."
      Finally, he let out a faint exclamation.
      'Come to think of it, the Ghost Liquor Bottle had a penalty, didn't it?'
      Kim Dojun, with a dazed expression, stared blankly at the flask in his hand.
      'If you use the Ghost Liquor Bottle, you get an intoxication penalty proportional to the spiritual power gained...'
      The intoxication penalty.
      Though it was called a penalty, it wasn't that big of a drawback.
      In the game, drinking from the flask forced you to skip a day as a 'drunken' debuff.
      Of course, for a few more in-game days, a penalty sign labeled 'intoxicated' would lower all stats by 5%, but just 5%.
      5% could seem like a lot, but unless you were in the middle of a main quest, it wasn't that significant.
      That's why Kim Dojun drank from the flask without much thought and only just now remembered the penalty.
      'Guess I'd better just go to sleep early today.'
      So, clutching his dizzy head, he decided to sleep.
      ####
      No one wants to be associated with Twisted Evil, one of the so-called three major forces of the Shrine of Myriad Gods.
      'If you hurt them, no matter how trivial, they'll hunt you down all the way for revenge.' That was the foundational motto of Twisted Evil; they had never left anyone entangled with them unscathed.
      Fueled by that, Twisted Evil had grown.
      They began as a small criminal group in the outer zone, then became a prominent mid-tier organization, and from there, they grew further into a major force feared by everyone, eventually becoming one of the three major powers of the Shrine of Myriad Gods.
      They even managed to establish a massive den in the inner zone, directly overseen by Goseon.
      Now, deep inside that inner zone's Twisted Evil headquarters, in a place called the heart and innermost core—the boss's office—two men were facing each other in conversation.
      The man seated in the chair, listening to a report, was one of Twisted Evil's dual leaders—a man known as "Aryong" to the underworld, bearing the nickname "Silence." 
      Opposite him stood his secretary, Lee Seokdo, who relayed Aryong's words to the group.
      "... This concludes the regular report."
      "Hm...."
      As soon as Lee Seokdo finished, aryong, rubbing his chin with a strange expression, spoke.
      "... Summing up the report, we still haven't found a single clue about Scorpion Mask, who destroyed our business. Is that correct?"
      "My apologies."
      Lee Seokdo bowed his head.
      Aryong stared at him for a moment, then continued.
      "Our intelligence division hasn't found any leads either?"
      "That's correct."
      "Unbelievable. Those guys could find a corpse buried in an Indian slum as long as you pay them... They couldn't find this one?"
      "Yes, apparently, so many people fled the outer zone after the incident caused by Scorpion Mask during that time frame, making pursuit quite difficult."
      "... And the one who was with Scorpion Mask?"
      "Him too—we couldn't find him."
      "So, in the end, we can't find them...."
      Aryong's mutter brought a silence over the room.
      "... What will you do?"
      After some time, Lee Seokdo broke the silence, prompting Aryong, who had been thinking,
      "We kill them."
      He spoke without hesitation.
      "Our rules are simple. You know them, don't you? First—whoever messes with us must die."
      "..."
      "Second—always keep the first rule."
      "So, how do we...?"
      "Put a bounty on them. 2 billion apiece. Have all our 'eyes' in the outer zone, and prepare so our inner zone guys can mobilize at any time."
      "Understood."
      "Also, hire the Scarabs."
      "... The Scarabs, sir?"
      Scarabs.
      A term for groups considered the lowest of the low even within the Shrine of Myriad Gods, who would do absolutely anything for money—scum among scum.
      Most sorcerers within Scarab ranks were grade C, with grade B being rare, yet they surprisingly had a high success rate in carrying out assassination missions—even against high-ranking sorcerers.
      This was because they covered their weakness with sheer inhumanity and cruelty.
      "Yes. Ideally, Twisted Evil would handle this ourselves for appearance's sake, but now's not the time for that. Our goal is to crush those guys, fast."
      "... Understood."
      Lee Seokdo nodded and left the room.
      Left alone, aryong muttered quietly.
      "Scorpion Mask, huh..."
      Tsk.
      "Whoever you are, you've chosen the wrong opponent."
      He grimaced and plotted in silence.
      "I'll make sure you pay the price."
      ####
      To get straight to the point, Shin Se-yeon realized that she'd been mistaken.
      It was a little—or rather, quite—embarrassing: the misconception that Kim Dojun liked her...!
      But since a few days ago, Shin Se-yeon had completely let go of that mistaken belief.
      Because, after the first time he saved her in Gatura of Salvation, his subsequent actions were impossible to interpret as romantic in any way.
      'I'm sure that's the case...!'
      With a deeply conflicted expression, Shin Se-yeon looked at the necklace in her hand.
      A petite blue gem glowing with a mysterious light—this was the necklace that Kim Dojun had gifted her just before.
      Staring at it for a while, she then turned her gaze to her computer monitor and read a post displayed there.
      ----
      Title: A Romance Expert's Love Guide
      Everyone! Do you think your boyfriend gives you gifts for no reason?
      No! Your boyfriend always has a reason for giving you a gift, and did you know that each gift has its own meaning?
      Oh, you didn't know? (Surprised) Then let's find out together now!
      ...
      ..
      .
      The fifth gift is a 'necklace'.
      So, the reason your boyfriend gives you a necklace is to say, 'I want to become one with you!'
      Isn't that just romantic?!
      ...
      ..
      .
      ----
      "...'I want to become one with you'... That's what it means...?"
      Shin Se-yeon, with a very conflicted expression, glanced between the post and the necklace, recalling the recent moment.
      All right, make sure to wear it at all times, got it? Don't ever take it off.
      Once you put it on, never remove it.
      Kim Dojun's words had undeniably carried implied meaning.
      '... Was I not mistaken after all?'
      At the same time, a thought naturally surfaced in Shin Se-yeon's mind.
      'No, that can't be. If that bastard liked me, there's no way he'd act like that, right?'
      She shook her head at once.
      '... But then, what does this necklace mean...? And what was the point of what he said back then...!'
      This train of thoughts only confused her further. Groaning, Shin Se-yeon dropped her head onto her desk, grimacing as if she had a headache.
      After thinking by herself for a while, Shin Se-yeon finally concluded that she wouldn't find an answer no matter how much she agonized alone.
      '... I'll just call him.'
      In the end, she made the call.
      [... Hello.]
      Kim Dojun answered the phone.
      The Kim Dojun who, after drinking the Ghost Liquor Bottle, was about to sleep off his drunkenness.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      "Uh... uh, uh..."
      As soon as she heard his voice after dialing, Shin Se-yeon instinctively stuttered.
      Now that she thought about it, while she did know Kim Dojun's number, it hit her that she had never once called him first—not even a single time.
      Added to that, she had hardly ever called anyone on the phone for casual reasons.
      Even when she did, it was always people affiliated with her family, and since she had such a busy life from childhood, she'd never had any friends to call like this... This really was her first time!
      Naturally, her brain just froze up.
      Because of that, Shin Se-yeon didn't even notice that Kim Dojun's voice sounded a little different than usual as she let out several sighs before finally speaking.
      "Um, about earlier..."
      [What.]
      A subdued reply.
      At that, Shin Se-yeon hesitated for a split second, wondering how to ask her question.
      'Should I ask if he likes me?'
      That thought flashed through her mind for an instant, but she shook her head firmly.
      If she really wanted to know his feelings for sure, asking directly would be ideal—but what if it was just a misunderstanding?
      'No way. Never.'
      She had already realized it might have been a misunderstanding once before, and after considering how much more humiliating it would feel if it happened again, Shin Se-yeon struggled for a bit before finally opening her mouth.
      "... Um, about the necklace you gave me today."
      [Necklace?]
      "Yeah, that... Why did you give it to me?"
      What she ultimately chose to do was ask in a roundabout way.
      Of course, she couldn't get a definite answer from this alone, but it should at least let her get a sense of his intention.
      [Why do you think I gave it to you?]
      "...?"
      [I said, why do you think I gave it to you.]
      "No—"
      She was about to say, isn't that why I called you?!, but—
      [I don't know, I have a headache, so I'm hanging up.]
      Kim Dojun hung up before Shin Se-yeon could say anything.
      Tsk—!
      "No waaay—"
      Shin Se-yeon let out an exasperated sigh as she stared at her disconnected smartphone.
      "—I'm asking because I can't figure it out, so tell me why you gave it to me!!"
      Shouting that, she spent some time rolling around on her bed, letting out incomprehensible shrieks, and ended the day bowing her head to the dorm supervisor after a noise complaint.
      ####
      Korean Branch, sorcery Association, basement Level 32.
      A processing department office, known only to those working there—information so compartmentalized that not even the chairman or vice chairman usually knew who handled what down here.
      "...."
      There, Shin Jucheon, head of Information for the processing unit, and Jin Tae-shik, vice Chairman of the Korean Branch of the Sorcery Association, were watching a TV monitor.
      Shin Jucheon, who had already seen the footage several times, and for Jin Tae-shik, who was watching for the first time, saw Han Soyeon mercilessly slaughter the cultists of the Salvation Group.
      At the end of the video, where Han Soyeon glanced at the CCTV and quietly raised her index finger, the playback ended.
      "...."
      Jin Tae-shik, who hadn't spoken for a while, played the video again and asked,
      "... Is there any chance this video is a fake?"
      "None,"
      Shin Jucheon replied firmly.
      Jin Tae-shik spent a moment staring absentmindedly into the dark TV screen.
      '... What is that power?'
      Jin Tae-shik knew Han Soyeon's abilities.
      More precisely, he knew her talent.
      Possessing such an immense gift that anyone who recognized it would inevitably feel envy or jealousy.
      Naturally, Jin Tae-shik had thought Han Soyeon had the potential for this much power, but—
      'But how did she come by such strength in so short a time?'
      That should only have been possible if Han Soyeon poured everything into developing her talent.
      Talent is like the flower of a potted plant; if cared for and watered it will eventually bloom, but if neglected, it will never blossom and remain a seed forever.
      And as far as Jin Tae-shik knew, Han Soyeon had never once nurtured her talent.
      She'd been traumatized since childhood after accidentally killing her mother with her talent.
      Even so, the only reason she could enter the Sorcery Institute was because the Association had secretly pulled some strings on her behalf.
      'Even that was almost impossible, given how poor Han Soyeon's sorcery skills were...'
      The scene he'd just witnessed was nothing like the Han Soyeon he knew, and no matter how many hypotheses he entertained, Jin Tae-shik found no answer to his questions.
      "Hmm..."
      After mulling it over for some time, only one thing became clear.
      'It's impossible Han Soyeon was hiding her power...'
      The Sorcery Association's Korean Branch had invested a lot of time in Han Soyeon and regularly checked her condition, so that much he was certain of.
      'That means something must have happened inside the Sorcery Institute....'
      Jin Tae-shik thought over the possibilities.
      After some time, it seemed he made up his mind as he nodded to himself.
      "First, let's talk this matter over privately with the Chairman."
      "Yes, sir."
      "See if you can learn some things about the people around Han Soyeon. You already have a rough idea, I'm sure, but find out more specifics this time."
      "Understood."
      With that reply, Jin Tae-shik rose to his feet, gave a brief gesture of farewell, and departed.
      He pressed the elevator button that would take him straight to the rooftop where the Chairman was, his gaze following the descending numbers.
      'Perhaps the plan will move forward a little faster than expected.'
      He thought.
      ####
      The day after Kim Dojun drank the Ghost Liquor.
      After class, watching students leave one by one, Kim Dojun stood up and grimaced.
      "My head feels like it's going to explode."
      Just getting up sent him clutching his shattered-feeling head instinctively.
      "Agh..."
      He didn't feel dizzy or like the world was spinning as when he first woke that morning, but the sharp pain stabbing each time he moved even slightly left him groaning.
      'Couldn't this be more like a game in this respect...?'
      In the Sorcery Killing Technique game, the drunkenness penalty did exist but only dropped stats by about 5%.
      But now?
      'I'm really about to lose it.'
      It wasn't as bad as he'd felt in the morning, but still plenty agonizing.
      So much so that he was about to cancel even Shin Se-yeon's training for several days—just too tough to push through.
      'Speaking of which, why was she looking at me with an expression like that? She definitely had a really complicated look on her face...'
      Kim Dojun tried to recall Shin Se-yeon's odd reaction to him canceling their training, but soon gave up—his head was pounding too much to think.
      'Doesn't matter. I'm just going to rest today.'
      Holding his throbbing head, Kim Dojun started off—but then stopped as a ring came from the phone in his pocket.
      [Etiquette training twice a week.]
      A call from Dan.
      Kim Dojun picked up.
      "What."
      A curt greeting, to which Dan responded at once.
      [Something important came up. I need to talk to you in person for a moment.]
      "What is it?"
      [... It's a little hard to explain over the phone.]
      "Can this wait till tomorrow?"
      [It's really important.]
      Dan's serious tone did nothing to soften Kim Dojun's headache as he replied,
      "Fine. But—"
      [?]
      "—if it's not something really important, you're dead."
      [....]
      "Wait for me on the walking path. I'll come."
      With that, he hung up.
      Not long after, meeting Dan who had been waiting on the path,
      "... Twisted Evil put a bounty on us. Twenty billion won per head."
      Dan explained about the bounty, but Kim Dojun only reacted indifferently.
      "I kind of saw that coming, but... you didn't call me just for that, did you?"
      Dan twitched as Kim Dojun glanced at the etiquette paddle leaning against a tree, but continued his explanation.
      "I also expected there'd be a bounty, though I didn't anticipate the amount would be so high. The real problem is what comes next."
      "... Next?"
      To Kim Dojun's questioning, Dan spoke with a troubled expression.
      "Twisted Evil hired the Scarabs for a job. Do you know them?"
      "Scarabs...?"
      Kim Dojun frowned as he recalled the game's setting.
      'Scarabs... Weren't they the bottom-rung groups, even in the underworld...?'
      Scarabs.
      A term for groups so rotten that people said no one fit the darkness better than them; Kim Dojun had even faced such organizations several times in the game's storyline.
      'Setting-wise, they weren't that strong, but they were a pain in a different way compared to the Salvation Group.'
      Because of the "Scarabs commit inhumane acts without hesitation to achieve their goals" aspect, dealing with them in the game always imposed all sorts of restrictions on the player.
      For example, their use of poison or sealing techniques would often limit what degree of sorcery could be used—nothing unusual about that.
      He recalled how any main or sub-storyline involving the Scarabs would attach time limits or force the player to protect or rescue someone as added complication.
      "And apparently, even among the Scarabs, the most notorious 'Feradus' is personally hunting us now,"
      Dan added nervously.
      "Feradus?"
      "Yeah, they're the best-known among the Scarab underworld groups. The sort who'd kill their own parents if it suited them. Really nasty pieces of work."
      After Dan spoke, Kim Dojun rubbed his chin.
      "... So Shin Se-yeon's humanity is almost at Scarab level, huh."
      He muttered quietly.
      "...? Shin Se-yeon?"
      Kim Dojun waved his hand dismissively at Dan's puzzled look.
      "No, never mind."
      He continued,
      "So, basically, since those crazy bastards could do anything, you're saying we need to prepare, right?"
      "That's right."
      Dan nodded vigorously at that.
      Kim Dojun gave a lopsided grin, then said,
      "Don't worry."
      "?"
      "I've already put preparations in place."
      "...? You already prepared?"
      "Yeah."
      "But... wasn't this the first time you heard about them, just now?"
      Dan seemed a bit confused.
      "I just heard now, yeah."
      "...?"
      Yet at his answer, Dan looked at him strangely, but Kim Dojun just waved a hand as if he didn't have a care in the world.
      "Don't worry. I've got my own plans. Besides, I know Feradus very well."
      "You know them...?"
      "Yeah. Anyway, my head's killing me, so I'm going to rest for today. Just make sure you show up this weekend."
      With that, he turned and left.
      Left standing alone, Dan watched the distant Kim Dojun with a complicated expression on his face.
      '... What's he planning this time?'
      The thought crossed his mind involuntarily.
      And that night.
      "Well, time to handle this."
      Kim Dojun smiled as he logged in to Lantiarval.
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      Exactly thirty minutes had passed since Kim Dojun had logged into Rantiarval.
      Currently, he was—
      [Iron-Blood: Ayo, you son of a bitch! Get out here!]
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: Nope~]
      [Iron-Blood: Ah!!!!!!!!!]
      —as always, he was teasing Iron-Blood.
      Tia's character, Iron-Blood, was swearing like crazy in the newbie village, while the muscular man character, 18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan, was standing imposingly in the center of the village, as if he had no intention of moving a single step.
      [Iron-Blood: Please, just come out.]
      Kim Dojun, who had sent a laughing emoticon to Iron-Blood's character begging him, adding a final word telling him to screw off, then thought to himself as Iron-Blood cursed at him viciously.
      [Iron-Blood: You bastard, I'll really kill you!]
      [Iron-Blood: If I ever find you, I'll tie you up and use you as a punching bag.]
      [Iron-Blood: I'll torture you with every method I know until you die, you bastard!]
      [Iron-Blood: AAAAAAH!!!!!!!]
      'Really, as always, I can feel that the Sorcery Killing Technique's boss didn't become a boss for nothing.'
      After reading Iron-Blood's chats that sounded somehow chilling, Kim Dojun turned his head and checked the program he had left running.
      The program he'd activated—
      —was one that created an IP address for a computer that couldn't be traced.
      In other words, it was a program that, paradoxically, made it possible to trace him.
      There was, of course, a reason why, after all this time teasing Tia using an untraceable PC, he was suddenly doing this.
      'By using this program, the address that shows up will be the one I've set arbitrarily, not my actual location.'
      Putting it simply, it was basically like a VPN; that's why Kim Dojun had installed it.
      He glanced at Tia, who was still swearing her head off, and then turned to fiddle with the map displayed on the program.
      'Was it around here?'
      Recalling his memories from playing the game, he started searching near Naples in Italy.
      After some time—
      'There it is.'
      He located Feradus's hideout on the outskirts of Naples and let out a dumbfounded laugh.
      'Never thought all those retries I had to do because of those bastards would actually come in handy.'
      He had only cleared the game "Sorcery Killing Technique" once.
      Because of that, his memory of the details was a little hazy.
      After all, with a not-so-high intelligence stat, how could he remember every single quest, even the minor side-plot ones?
      Still, the reason he was able to immediately pinpoint the hideout as soon as he heard the name "Feradus" was because, during the sub-quest to wipe out Feradus's members, he'd had to retry more than twenty times.
      'And on top of that, there was a time limit, a sorcery restriction, and I had to rescue an NPC too, so it was a pain to clear—and with only experience as a reward, I was even more pissed.'
      He recalled the way the game would stretch out the loading times like an FPS game by zooming in on the quest area map whenever he retried, and set up the map on the program.
      [Iron-Blood: Hey, are you not going to answer me?]
      [Iron-Blood: HEY]
      [Iron-Blood: Answer]
      [Iron-Blood: This little shit's really pissing me off. Hey! HEY!!]
      Having finally finished configuring the map, Kim Dojun stared at the running program for a moment, then continued chatting with Tia a little longer.
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: Getting anxious now that I don't answer? lol]
      [Iron-Blood: Want me to set you on fire? I've got an incinerator at home, I'll burn you with that.]
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: lol You think you can find me?]
      [Iron-Blood: Can't find you, huh?]
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: Yup lol]
      [Iron-Blood: If I actually find you, I'll kill you.]
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: lol Do it, then.]
      [Iron-Blood: Seriously, I will. I really will kill you.]
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: Su~ure]
      .........
      ......
      ...
      About an hour later—
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: Ah, it was fun as always lol. Had a good time, see you~]
      [Iron-Blood: YOU SON OF A BIIIIIIIIIIITCH!!!!!!!!!!!]
      Leaving behind Iron-Blood's barrage of curses, Kim Dojun logged out of Rantiarval. Leaning back in his chair, he stretched his arms and thought to himself—
      'Will things go as planned? ... Well, I do have a backup plan, so if it doesn't work out, no big deal.'
      He shrugged his shoulders and shut down his computer completely.
      Thump.
      "Ugh, damn it...."
      As soon as he stood up, a fresh wave of hangover hit, and he staggered over to his bed, flopping down limply.
      'I'll rest at least until tomorrow.'
      With that thought, he closed his eyes.
      ####
      A few days later.
      At the headquarters of the giant Italian organization "Avalanche"—of the three executives currently running the syndicate, Diego, called the boss Tia's right hand, said,
      "... You're saying the IP was traced?"
      He glanced away from Tia, who was staring at him so intensely it was like she'd break him by sight alone, and continued.
      "Yes, that's correct."
      He felt relieved that he always wore those dark sunglasses. While he answered, Tia picked up and read the document he'd left on the desk.
      "... It's nearby?"
      "Yes, that's right."
      With Tia's follow-up remark, Diego nodded, gauging her mood as he continued.
      "Uh, so—what do you intend to do?"
      "What else? Of course, I'll go and tear them apart myself."
      She began slipping on her fingerless gloves as if she might head out right this instant. 
      Diego was once again struck by a feeling of alarm at the boss's anger, something he'd never experienced before, and—
      "Um..."
      —cautiously tried to speak further.
      "... May I state a personal opinion?"
      "What is it?"
      Tia answered as she finished donning her gloves.
      A few weeks ago, she'd been so cold-blooded—it came back to Diego as he opened his mouth.
      "I think... there's a high chance that this IP is a fake."
      "Why do you think that?"
      In response, Diego recounted what he'd heard from the other members when he got the report, adding his own opinion.
      After listening for a while, Tia came to a conclusion.
      "So what you're saying is, it seems like the other side is blatantly throwing us a bone with this IP?"
      "That's right. Last time I received a report, the user with the nickname '18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan' was supposedly using a PC you can only get at the Pantheon."
      Diego paused, then continued.
      "If that's the case, and we're suddenly able to trace their IP right now, I can only think they're after something else."
      After Diego finished, Tia paused to think.
      "I'm aware of that, too."
      She answered soon after.
      "It definitely wasn't possible to pinpoint their location before, so for it to suddenly be possible now is odd. It's almost like they're deliberately telling us to come find them."
      "Exactly."
      "If their goal was just to troll me, they wouldn't have revealed their IP—even now. So, if they're showing me a certain IP knowing something about my identity, they've probably got another motive."
      "Correct. Also, though it's not confirmed and wasn't included in the official report, the location traced with this IP appears to be the hideout of the scarab group, Feradus."
      Diego finished reporting.
      But Tia just nodded and stood up.
      "Then we just need to go right away."
      "... Sorry?"
      "I said, let's go right now."
      "... But you just said you understood—"
      Seeing Diego's confused expression, Tia pressed on.
      "You said it was Feradus's hideout, right?"
      "Yes, that's right."
      "Then the other party's a player from the underworld, and probably wants to use me to cut out Feradus, huh?"
      "... There could be other theories, but right now, that's the most reasonable."
      "If they're using even me to get rid of Feradus, they must have quite a grudge with those guys."
      "... That could... be the case?"
      "That's good enough. Whatever, something will come out of it if we go."
      With that, Tia began moving toward the door, as if there was nothing left to discuss.
      "And I never liked those bastards anyway."
      Creak—!
      "This is a good opportunity to just wipe them out."
      Bang—!
      Uttering those words, she marched out of the room.
      Diego stared dumbly at the closed door and then recalled a conversation he'd had with Tia a few months ago.
      'Feradus? Why bother with those bottom-feeding scarabs?'
      'As you know, things have been getting a little messy with our business in Naples lately—a lot of complaints from the contractors we're protecting.'
      'Leave them.'
      '... Are you sure?'
      'They haven't crossed the line yet. Groups like that need to exist so ours looks even better. It only works in our favor.'
      'Understood. I'll avoid any overreaction.'
      'Good.'
      It was a brief conversation, short by any standard.
      Remembering that the evaluation of Feradus hadn't been that poor just a few months back, Diego wondered—
      '... Maybe she just needed an excuse to attack.'
      With those thoughts, he tried to guess at the boss Tia's true intentions. With a look that mixed curiosity and intrigue, he gazed at the door.
      'I'm starting to get quite curious about 18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan, too.'
      And with that, he set off to assist his boss, Tia.
      ####
      In the basement of a rundown building, hidden in the underbelly of Naples, Italy, was the hideout of the underworld's bottom-feeders—the scarab group called Feradus.
      If you paid them, they would do literally anything.
      Even the underworld had its own form of law. Even the most notoriously twisted groups, like Twisted Evil, respected these codes to a degree. But the scarab groups, including Feradus, were different.
      As long as they could make money!
      Murder? Kidnapping? Any inhumane act you could think of.
      True to their reputation as the bottom of the underworld, if the price was right, there was nothing they wouldn't do.
      And among the scarab groups, Feradus was at the very top. The boss, Lido Radonchire, had been in a great mood lately.
      He'd just landed a big deal.
      Money is money, regardless of who hands it over, but this commission—from the infamous Twisted Evil—was special.
      If he could successfully handle a request from one of the three groups representing the Pantheon, the value of Feradus would skyrocket.
      And with the value soaring, so would the money flooding in for him.
      In this way, just a short while ago, Radonchire had been elated, picturing his future after soaking up a bit more infamy with another score under his belt.
      "18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan, do you know them?"
      "Uh...?"
      At least, that was the case until Avalanche, the giant cartel that ruled Naples—and, indeed, the criminal underworld of Italy—broke into the hideout and launched a raid.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
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      The organization Feradus, led by Radonchire, could not be called particularly large, but that didn't mean it was the kind of group other organizations would dare mess with lightly.
      Regardless of their size, they were notorious for their willingness to do dirty work without hesitation, so everyone knew it would be a headache to get involved with them.
      For this reason, Radonchire had never imagined such a situation would occur.
      That he would end up like this, attacked by Avalanche, which was called Italy's largest cartel.
      Bang!
      "Kuaaaagh!"
      As soon as the bullet lodged in Radonchire's thigh, a piercing scream echoed through the basement.
      The only thing he could see in front of him was stark terror.
      And, standing before Radonchire, bound as he was, a woman arrived.
      The boss of Avalanche, and the mafia boss known as "Iron-blood"—Tia.
      She looked down at Radonchire, who had already been shot multiple times in the thigh, with an expression totally devoid of emotion, yet her eyes were unmistakably brimming with murderous intent as she spoke.
      "I'll ask you one more time."
      "Grrk...."
      "Do you know '18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan'?"
      "I-I don't know, I really don't know!"
      "Really don't know?"
      "Yes! I really don't! For real!"
      Tia stared coldly at him, indifferent to Radonchire's fear-stricken voice.
      Not long after—
      Bang!
      Once again, Tia pointed the gun at Radonchire's bound thigh and fired without hesitation.
      "Kuaaaaagh!!!"
      Sitting down to match his eye level, Tia hurled another question.
      "Still don't know?"
      'This crazy bitch...!!!'
      Staring at Tia, who had repeated the same thing like a psychopath more than ten times already, Radonchire barely held on to his sanity and recalled the events of 30 minutes prior.
      Back then, all he'd been doing was racking his brain over how to catch the scorpion guy, but in the blink of an eye, he'd been swiftly subdued by suddenly appearing Avalanche members.
      Most of his men were now either dead, or—
      "Do you really not know '18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan'?"
      "I really don't know! I swear! I really really don't—Kuaaaagh!!!"
      "You don't know?"
      "I really, really don't...! How would we know what that is...! Please, please!! Kuagh!"
      "If you're lying, you'll die."
      "Is it— Lantiarval or something? I've never played that game, and this Eighteen-something-chan, I swear I don't kn—kuagh!"
      "You?"
      "S-save me!!!"
      Just like Radonchire, his men who were captured alive were tied to chairs and being tortured.
      Damn it! What the hell is '18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan' anyway!?
      Swearing inwardly, Radonchire screamed soundlessly in his mind.
      "Hey, you bastards! What the hell is '18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan'!? Why are you coming after us over that crap, you sons of bitches! How the hell would we know anything about that?!"
      Apparently, one of his subordinates felt the same, and started ranting passionately.
      "I swear! We really don't know!"
      "We don't even know what Lantiarval is! We never played anything like that!"
      "Please! I don't know anything. I said I don't know!"
      "Why would we have to know about such a stupid game!?"
      Other subordinates joined the chorus with their own desperate cries.
      Bang! Thud—!
      But one neat shot to the head silenced the man who had been speaking fervently.
      "......."
      All the subordinates who had been wailing moments ago fell into instant silence.
      The air grew heavy.
      'This is driving me crazy, damn it...!!'
      In that moment, Radonchire grit his teeth and wracked his brains for a way to survive this crazy woman staring at him without a hint of emotion.
      "Do you really not know '18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan'?"
      "I... I really don't know."
      "... Really don't?"
      "I swear, I swear I don't...!"
      "... You really don't? If you're lying... I'll have no choice but to use sorcery, you know?"
      At Tia's words, made as she fiddled with her gun, Radonchire's eyes shot open.
      Of course, he understood exactly what Tia's threat meant.
      No, to be honest, it was impossible for him not to know.
      She was the boss of Italy's largest mafia, and her sorcery—dubbed "Iron-blood"—was already infamous throughout Italy.
      The horror of the gun-based sorcery she used was notoriously feared among local sorcerers.
      So, as the round of questioning came again, Radonchire rolled his eyes, searching for an answer—
      "... Looks like you really don't know."
      —And before he could even answer, Tia muttered, looking truly regretful, her brow slightly furrowed; Radonchire frantically nodded.
      "I really, truly don't know! Why would we, italians, go out of our way to do something that would make Avalanche so angry...!"
      Radonchire desperately pleaded.
      Tia, after a moment's thought, sighed as if it was unavoidable, then holstered her gun and addressed Radonchire.
      "Grudges."
      "Huh...?"
      "Tell me everyone you've earned a grudge from."
      "... Grudges...?"
      Radonchire added a question mark, as if he couldn't make sense of the conversation.
      Clack—!
      "I-I'll talk!"
      But the sound of the gun coming out of the holster made Radonchire panic and spill all he knew, and as Tia listened to each confession one by one—
      '18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan... I'll find you, you bastard...!!'
      She renewed her resolve once more.
      ####
      Meanwhile, as Tia was grilling Radonchire—
      Kim Dojun was preparing to enter the Pantheon with Dan.
      "... Do I really have to wear the same mask?"
      "Of course. You made your debut in style, you can't lose your mystique now, right?"
      "...."
      At Kim Dojun's words, Dan fell silent, thinking, "Ah, that's true."
      He sighed and picked up his old fox mask, as if resigning himself to his fate.
      Kim Dojun watched him and thought,
      'If I was still just trying to save money like before, I could use a different mask, but that goal disappeared a long time ago.'
      He no longer needed to gather money to buy a spiritual tool.
      'In the game, you could buy spiritual tools with money, but here, there are plenty of other ways to get them even without cash.'
      For example, through 'persuasion'.
      Or 'asking nicely'.
      Or methods like 'favor' or 'negotiation'—lots of positive and easy options.
      So at this point, there was really only one thing Kim Dojun needed to do.
      'Take down Twisted Evil, and while I'm at it, snatch up the spiritual tool Twisted Evil holds.'
      Taking down Twisted Evil would help him in the future.
      The spiritual tool he could get that way would likewise be a benefit.
      And most of all, if he could take down Twisted Evil and install Dan as the boss, Kim Dojun would gain a convenient free labor force and a steady unearned income...!
      For that reason—
      "All right, let's go!"
      Kim Dojun set out for the Pantheon with a somewhat dejected Dan.
      "Did you bring what I told you to bring last time?"
      Once Kim Dojun arrived at the Pantheon, shrouded entirely in black paper, he spoke to Dan.
      "Oh, if it's that, I brought it."
      With that, Dan handed Kim Dojun a large map.
      "As you requested, it's a map showing the forces in the outer area."
      "These markings here are the power structures?"
      "Yes. According to the source who gave me the map, the areas marked in red are Twisted Evil's territory."
      "The outer area is almost all marked in red, huh?"
      "That's because the two big powers, 'Ruler' and 'Universe', established themselves before the outer area even formed, so they're all entrenched in the inner and middle zones. In contrast, Twisted Evil started out in the outer area..."
      "So, basically, the outer area is almost all Twisted Evil, huh?"
      "Correct."
      Dan nodded, and Kim Dojun hummed thoughtfully before asking another question.
      "Then what are these red dots?"
      "They're the groups affiliated with Twisted Evil, based on your request to mark them."
      "Oh, you marked it all? Aren't info brokers desperate to sell every bit of info?"
      "Still, it wasn't as expensive as I thought."
      "Why's that?"
      "Because the groups under Twisted Evil are fiercely exaggerating themselves to try to climb higher, so they're spreading their own info around. Plus, this is the Pantheon; no need to hide things here."
      "I see."
      With that, Kim Dojun rolled up the map and stuffed it into his pocket.
      "Dan."
      "What is it?"
      "I'm planning to use persuasion."
      "Persuasion...?"
      Kim Dojun nodded.
      "Yes, persuasion."
      "... Of whom?"
      "Obviously, those minions of Twisted Evil, or rather, the people on this map who might soon become your subordinates."
      "W-wait, what?"
      Dan, confused, mentally raised a question mark over his head.
      "I told you, I'm going to persuade Twisted Evil's minions."
      "... Are you serious?"
      "Of course I'm serious. You need to be sincere for this kind of persuasion to work."
      "No, seriously?"
      Dan asked in disbelief.
      But Kim Dojun, acting out as if to show him, beckoned for Dan to follow and began walking.
      After about ten minutes—
      Dan saw the building where Kim Dojun had stopped.
      [Three Visits]
      The place looked like an old two-story yakuza hangout, with a wooden sign at the entrance—Dan realized it was one of the groups affiliated with Twisted Evil.
      Kim Dojun strode inside without hesitation.
      Dan followed.
      Inside, they found a group of men whose faces screamed "we are criminals," entirely out of place with the refined old Japanese-style house.
      Exactly five minutes later—
      Dan witnessed it.
      The once-menacing members of Three Visits all beaten half to death and redecorating the place into a wreck of a Japanese-style house.
      "Are you going to be my companion or not!?"
      "I-I will! I-I'll leave Twisted Evil and become your compa—"
      "Don't need you!"
      WHAM!
      "Kgegh!"
      The boss of Three Visits, some bald dude called Jakdu or whatever, vanished head-first into the tatami floor.
      And then—
      "Haa... It's not easy gathering companions. Negotiations just aren't going well."
      Kim Dojun, who had turned over more than twenty Three Visits members and even stuffed their boss under the tatami, sighed in disappointment.
      "... Was that supposed to be persuasion?"
      Dan blurted out involuntarily.
      "Then what would you call it?"
      "... Anyone can see that was just plain brutal—"
      "You wanna try a taste of persuasion too?"
      At that, Dan decided to quietly close his mouth.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
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      An hour had passed since then.
      "Do you want to become a companion?"
      "I, I do—!"
      Dan stared at the scene that had already repeated several times with a look of disbelief.
      Members of the organization became a part of the headquarters' interior, stuck into the walls or embedded into the floor here and there.
      "You're too late."
      SMAAACK!
      And like those members, the boss of the organization was slammed straight into the ground.
      "Haa, convincing people isn't easy."
      "..."
      At that, Dan looked at Kim Dojun, who sighed as if he was genuinely disappointed, and spoke with an expression that said he was at a loss for words.
      "Isn't he convinced already?"
      "Why do you think so?"
      "I'm pretty sure that guy, just a moment ago, was about to say he wanted to become a companion."
      "But he didn't actually say it."
      "..."
      Dan barely held back from blurting out, "It's because you slammed him down before he could speak, you crazy bastard!"
      He rolled his eyes and continued.
      "So if you'd given him a bit more time—"
      "Should I ask him now then?"
      "... Huh?"
      "Hey, do you want to become a companion?"
      "???"
      Kim Dojun, who was poking the guy whose legs were already limp and sticking out through the floor, turned back to Dan.
      "See, not a word."
      "..."
      Of course, there was no way you could get an answer from someone whose head was smashed and stuck in the ground, so the thought "Is he really insane?" once again crossed Dan's mind, but he forced himself to swallow it down.
      "You weren't going to accept him as a companion even if he did say so anyway, were you?"
      "Why do you think that?"
      "You've destroyed over ten organizations already, and all the bosses—"
      Kim Dojun's fist interrupted him.
      "What was that?"
      "—No, what I mean is, even when they said they'd join you as companions after being convinced, you smashed them all if they didn't suit your liking."
      "I can't accept people I don't like."
      "... So what exactly is your standard?"
      Dan genuinely asked.
      While going through more than ten organizations, Kim Dojun rejected each surrendering member using a different reason, many of which sounded ridiculous even to Dan himself.
      "Like?"
      "Just now, you didn't accept him as a companion because he surrendered too late, right?"
      "That's right."
      "But in the previous organization, didn't you smash the guy for surrendering too early?"
      "It just felt like the thing to do."
      "...?"
      Dan instinctively scratched his head, then followed up.
      "What about the guy you beat up because you didn't like his face?"
      "I really didn't like his face."
      "But wasn't there a guy who was a bit handsome?"
      "He was too handsome, which was annoying."
      "... What about the ones you beat up just because you didn't like them?"
      "That was just pure, I really didn't like them—wait, why are you asking so much? Do you want to get a real taste of my persuasion?"
      "Let's just move on."
      At Kim Dojun's words, Dan immediately changed the topic.
      After wandering around for another 30 minutes "persuading" (with violence), Kim Dojun and Dan had arrived at their 23rd organization when—
      "Here! I found the scorpion monster!"
      Kim Dojun and Dan ran into members of Twisted Evil's organization, who had gathered to catch them.
      "So this bastard was here!"
      One of the men—grinning broadly, as if he had found his prey, and with a tattooed bald head—stepped out, rubbing his head as if to show that he was the leader.
      "That guy...!"
      Dan scowled openly at the sight, prompting Kim Dojun to ask.
      "You know him?"
      "... That guy uses sorcery that draws on 'bones' as a medium. He's an infamous murderer, branded as the 'Relic Collector', who committed hundreds of serial murders in China before escaping here."
      "Is he strong?"
      "He should be... From what I know, he's an A-rank sorcerer from Twisted Evil's main organization's assassination squad."
      Dan's wary frown deepened as he explained, when suddenly a voice rang out.
      "The one next to you at least knows something. That you even know who I am... So you must realize what it means for me to show up here—"
      As the Relic Collector twisted his lips into a grin, Dan's eyes snapped wide and he went to say something.
      But already, in that instant—
      CRUNCH!
      Bones shot up as if waiting for this moment and trapped Kim Dojun and Dan.
      "What's this?"
      Kim Dojun spoke while looking at the bones soaring into the air around them.
      But Dan, already despairing from being trapped in the bone prison, replied,
      "We're screwed."
      "Why?"
      "This is a sorcery called Bone Prison created by the Relic Collector. It's—"
      "Ah, I get it, it's a bone prison, but not just any bone prison, like some super amazing bone prison, right?"
      Kim Dojun immediately cut off Dan, who was trying to explain.
      "Did you know about the Relic Collector?"
      Dan looked at him, hope flickering that maybe Kim Dojun had a way to escape.
      "No,"
      "? Then how—?"
      "Just judging by your look of despair, I figured it must be something like that."
      Hearing this, Dan's hopes were dashed.
      "... We're doomed. According to what I know, this prison can't be broken out of with our power, not even with the combined strength and spiritual power of a Grade 1 possessed entity—"
      Dan fell back into despair and murmured, but Kim Dojun glanced away and swung his fist.
      CRACK!
      "It works, though?"
      "?"
      Dan saw the bone prison shatter to pieces with one punch from Kim Dojun, and a question mark instinctively appeared over his head.
      ####
      Relic Collector Gaulung twisted his mouth into a smile as he watched the Scorpion Monster trapped in his exclusive sorcery, the Bone Prison.
      'Too easy.'
      Of course, if someone else looked at it, all Gaulung had done was trap those two in his bone prison in the blink of an eye, but the bone prison that held the Scorpion Monster was far from ordinary.
      It was a sorcery called 'Bone Prison (골옥),' the culmination of all the sorcery he had pursued until now.
      The bones used as the catalyst for the Bone Prison were taken from the corpse of a Grade 2 possessed entity supplied by the Twisted Evil group.
      Moreover, directly within those bones, he engraved, through sorcery, one by one, the souls of the people he had personally killed, raising its spiritual power to the extreme.
      In other words, the Bone Prison currently holding the Scorpion Monster was the pinnacle of his exclusive sorcery, created from the hundreds of bones and souls he had claimed from his victims.
      That's why Gaulung never thought the Bone Prison would break.
      It was a prison that wouldn't budge even against the immense spiritual power of a Grade 1 possessed entity.
      At least, that's what he thought.
      CRACK!
      "?"
      The Relic Collector stared in confusion at the fist sticking out from the middle of the bone prison.
      And in the next moment—
      KRAKA-BOOM!
      The bone prison exploded outward as if it had detonated.
      THUD—!
      "Gah?"
      Relic Collector looked down, realizing something had pierced his body.
      "What... the—?"
      He stared in incomprehension at the giant bone lodged in his body.
      Thump.
      He died on the spot.
      And then—
      "That bastard's dead?"
      "???"
      As Kim Dojun and Dan emerged from the Bone Prison and stared dumbfounded at the dead Gaulung, the Relic Collector—
      "R, ru—"
      Members of Twisted Evil's organization, who witnessed Gaulung—the assassin who had murdered hundreds—killed by his own bone, screamed,
      "Run for your lives!!! He's a monster!!!"
      And, in wild panic, scattered for their lives.
      "... What the?"
      "..."
      A brief silence settled over the area.
      ####
      Immediately after escaping the Great Pantheon, Kim Dojun spoke to Dan.
      "There'll be a meeting of the outer groups soon, so find out when."
      "There's going to be a meeting?"
      "Yeah. After all this chaos, the outer groups will definitely hold a meeting. Your job is to find out when and where."
      At Kim Dojun's words, Dan nodded, then asked,
      "I'll do that, but before that, can I ask you something?"
      "What is it?"
      "What are you thinking?"
      "What do you mean?"
      "I know you want to help me. You said you'd kill the other heirs and make me the heir to the Ryuho family. That, I get. But... does making me the boss—going against Twisted Evil—also count as helping?"
      "Of course."
      'And I'll get something for myself in the process.'
      Kim Dojun replied immediately, and continued.
      "And, I'm not just making Twisted Evil my enemy."
      "What?"
      "I'm going to destroy Twisted Evil."
      "... What did you say?"
      "Didn't you hear? I told you before—from the beginning, I said I'd make you the boss."
      "Sure, you said you'd make me the boss, but I don't recall you saying you'd destroy Twisted Evil."
      "Well, now you know. My plan is to take down Twisted Evil and seat you as the boss in whatever new organization arises."
      "... Are you serious?"
      Dan seemed to consider for a moment, then with the look of someone who had given up, said,
      "... I guess you really mean that."
      "Of course. Plus, making you the boss makes it a lot easier to make you the heir."
      He didn't bother to say, "If you're the boss, things get easier for me."
      "So all the groups you wrecked in the outer districts today are...?"
      "When it comes to organizations, you have to start by crushing the bottom."
      'And with Aryong's sorcery, to make things easier, I need to dismember the organization first.'
      When Kim Dojun mentioned the boss of Twisted Evil, Dan nodded, as if he now understood everything.
      "Oh."
      He gazed at Kim Dojun with genuine admiration.
      "That's really impressive."
      "What is?"
      "What you did today. If you really intended to bring Twisted Evil down from the bottom up, there couldn't have been a more effective way."
      "?"
      While Kim Dojun just tilted his head, Dan continued in awe.
      "Going around blabbering about gathering companions and smashing up around 20 organizations, that alone will throw the outer zone into chaos. And those guys aren't part of the main Twisted Evil organization—they're satellite groups, so they'll be extra sensitive to this."
      Because those groups are outside of Twisted Evil's protection, Dan added inwardly, then continued.
      "In that situation, Twisted Evil will try to pressure or threaten the organizations—or maybe do nothing, but even that will make the outer zone fracture. Even if you destroyed all those groups, your words will spread as rumors."
      So, even if you don't do anything more, those words alone will make the outer zone fall apart, Dan finished, still visibly impressed.
      "And on top of that, you purposefully led their members in and killed the Relic Collector in one blow, luring your enemies and Scarab into chaos, then sneaking out to divert any information brokers' suspicions... Truly impressive."
      Nodding as he spoke, Dan concluded—
      "Nope."
      "...?"
      "I just beat them up because I felt like it."
      "??"
      "And I left the Pantheon just because I thought we were done."
      "... Wut?"
      "Forget all that, just find out the date of the meeting."
      Kim Dojun easily shattered Dan's elaborate speculation, waving his hand as he left.
      [Goodbye, master!]
      With Tam's farewell, Kim Dojun left the walking path.
      'I've done everything I need at the Pantheon, now let's really speed things up.'
      The next day, training with Shin Se-yeon.
      Clack.
      "... What's that?"
      "A handgun."
      "I told you, no guns, you psycho!!"
      Shin Se-yeon swore viciously at Kim Dojun, who thrust a handgun her way.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Never change Dojun, never change...
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      'Han Soyeon is handling things on her own, and Tia is still in the beginner stage, so if I just set things up for Shin Se-yeon, it'll be perfect.'
      After finishing up at the Pantheon, while the rest of the prospective bosses were managing well, Kim Dojun's only remaining task was to focus on training Shin Se-yeon.
      Her trigger was the moment when she would come to trust her own powers developed through astrology.
      "Trust me."
      "Trust you? Are you crazy?!"
      "I told you last time, didn't I?"
      "Told me what?!"
      "It's just that you haven't experienced it yourself yet, but surprisingly, getting shot doesn't really hurt if the shot's not too hard."
      "Why don't you try getting hit first!"
      "Why should I?"
      "?"
      "I'm not the one training, so why would I need to get hit?"
      When Kim Dojun responded to Shin Se-yeon, who was screaming as if she'd rather die, she made a dumbfounded expression, but quickly shouted.
      "I'm fine as I am, even without a gun!"
      "That's true."
      Indeed, just as Shin Se-yeon said, her astrology skills were increasing rapidly.
      Whereas before she hadn't been able to dodge a single one of Kim Dojun's attacks, within not even two months, she had already begun using astrology to dodge some of his blows.
      She possessed astonishing talent—enough to be called a genius without exaggeration.
      Though 'Astrology' as defined in the Sorcery Killing Technique was marked as an 'extremely difficult sorcery,' Shin Se-yeon was learning it at tremendous speed and even adapting it for practical use. She was indeed worthy of being called a genius.
      "But in the end, even training so complacently has its clear limits."
      But ultimately, there was a limit.
      Training was, after all, just 'training.'
      'No matter how talented Shin Se-yeon is, it can't compare to a real life-or-death situation.'
      Humans hone their skills through gaining experience in extreme, life-threatening situations.
      Moreover—
      'Shin Se-yeon truly gains confidence in her astrology when she dodges a bullet with it.'
      To trigger her breakthrough, she had to dodge that bullet.
      But—
      'She hates it so much, there's no helping it.'
      Kim Dojun, looking at Shin Se-yeon, who was utterly disgusted, decided to put his gun away.
      At this, Shin Se-yeon let out a sigh of relief, trying not to show it.
      Instead, Kim Dojun lowered his head to the ground and started picking something up.
      "... What are you doing?"
      Ignoring Shin Se-yeon's question, he stood and stretched out his hand.
      "It's a rock. Surely, you have no complaints about this?"
      "A rock?"
      "Yeah, you said you hated guns. Then as the next best thing, I'll use rocks. It seems there's no need to train with a foam hammer anymore."
      After glancing between Kim Dojun's face and the rock, Shin Se-yeon finally nodded.
      "Fine."
      "Good. From now on, we'll train with this rock. Let me say it again: trust me and follow my lead. I promise I'll help you kill your father."
      "I don't know how many times I have to tell you, but stop saying that!"
      "In that case, your old man—"
      "Don't use that, either!"
      "You sure are demanding."
      "... Seriously, I can't figure you out...!!"
      When he clicked his tongue, Shin Se-yeon scowled in frustration, as if she were the one more irritated, but she soon gave up and spoke.
      "Fine, let's just get on with the training...."
      "A wise decision. Get ready, then."
      Nodding at Kim Dojun's words, Shin Se-yeon let out a deep breath, cleared her thoughts, and began to use astrology.
      Once Shin Se-yeon seemed tense and ready, Kim Dojun took one of the rocks from his right hand and moved it to his left.
      "Hoo—"
      He threw it.
      KWAANG!
      A huge explosion rang out at the same time.
      "?"
      Noticing that her hair was being blown by the wind, Shin Se-yeon turned around, confused.
      And soon, she saw it.
      Crunch! Crackle!
      A rock embedded right in the middle of a tree, and the tree creaking and about to collapse from the impact.
      CRAAAACK! RUMBLEEE!
      "...."
      As soon as Shin Se-yeon looked, the tree—waiting as if it had been expecting her gaze—broke apart completely.
      "Sorry about that."
      As she stared blankly, a voice brought Shin Se-yeon back, and she turned her head.
      "I must have aimed poorly. This time, I'll throw it correctly."
      "Wait wait wait wait wait-!!!"
      Though she frantically tried to stop Kim Dojun, who was apologizing and getting ready again—
      "Here we goooo—!!!"
      "Kyaaaaaa!!!"
      He had already started throwing rocks.
      And that day, more than ten trees along the trail they used as their training ground were completely destroyed.
      "What, what happened?!"
      "Are we under attack?!"
      The instructors, already on edge from a string of incidents at the Sorcery Institute, rushed over with all sorts of spiritual tools in hand.
      "Huh...huhu, I—I survived...."
      The day's training ended with Shin Se-yeon, unnoticed by the instructors, returning home in tears of relief at her survival.
      ####
      The dormitory inside the Sorcery Institute.
      Go Seung-jun, the eldest son of the Gogun Corporation and a man who wielded unmatched power through wealth—at least in Korea—had been behaving quietly for the past few weeks.
      To be more precise, ever since he'd tried to mess with Kim Dojun, got beaten terribly, and even got scolded by an instructor, Go Seung-jun had been keeping a low profile.
      He didn't even hang out with his usual gang.
      At this point, someone might think:
      Go Seung-jun had been completely reformed by Kim Dojun's guidance machine #1 and #2.
      But people don't change that easily.
      Go Seung-jun had not changed.
      No, if anything, from that point on, virtually the only thing in Go Seung-jun's mind was rage at Kim Dojun and the desire to crush him.
      He had kept quiet only because he was racking his brain over how to take down Kim Dojun.
      He had plenty of ideas, of course.
      After all, in this world there was nothing that money couldn't do, and Go Seung-jun knew better than anyone how powerful money could be.
      From a young age, he'd seen that the world moved on money—and even now, it was a world where everything could be bought.
      Still, the only reason he wasn't making a move was that he hadn't had an opportunity.
      A chance to crush Kim Dojun.
      So he waited for that moment.
      A moment when he could use his financial power to absolutely, decisively destroy Kim Dojun.
      And then—
      "Found it."
      At the end of his wait, Go Seung-jun finally found it.
      The perfect timing for his plan.
      "Is this real?"
      "Yes, sir."
      Hearing his question, the bodyguard standing behind him answered.
      As Go Seung-jun listened, he looked again at the paper he'd been handed.
      [Final Exam. 3-day, 2-night Survival.]
      [Location: Duryeong Mountain.]
      What he was currently reading.
      This was information that hadn't yet been officially released to the Sorcery Institute—in fact, it would not be until the day of the final exam.
      Staring at it, Go Seung-jun thought:
      'Kim Dojun, I'll let you know myself.'
      With a vicious smile, he gave directions to his bodyguard—
      "Spread the word."
      "Yes, sir."
      —and grinned fiercely.
      'I'll show you that this world runs not on power, but on money. And what happens when you go against me...!'
      ####
      Meanwhile—
      Inside the Pantheon, in the lair of Twisted Evil.
      "...."
      There, Aryong was unable to conceal his immense discomfort as he spoke with Lee Seokdo.
      "You're telling me that guy has made moves on 23 of the external subsidiary organizations?"
      "Yes. Not only that—he apparently said they should become allies, and if they refused, he wiped out every single one."
      "Ha.... And even took out one of the execution squad?"
      "Yes, one of the bone collectors out in the outer zone was killed."
      "Bone collector... You mean Gaulung?"
      "Yes. Reportedly, the attacker broke out of the Bone Prison Gaulung built and stabbed his heart with one of its bones."
      "You mean, he broke out of Gaulung's Bone Prison, which can contain even grade 1 possessed entities?"
      "That's what the report says."
      At Lee Seokdo's words, Aryong let out a hollow laugh, blatantly frowning.
      "What the hell is this guy?"
      Alongside this, Aryong tried to recall anyone who could fit the profile of 'Scorpion Monster', but quickly shook his head.
      Aryong certainly knew a lot of people, but no matter how much he thought, no one came to mind.
      The Scorpion Monster was powerful enough to destroy organizations by himself in the Pantheon and to escape alone from a Bone Prison that could contain even grade 1 phantom beast spirits.
      'Which means—'
      He was at least as strong as Aryong, if not stronger.
      Once that conclusion was reached, only a handful of names came to mind.
      From the get-go, the number of sorcerers with power equal to Aryong was extremely small.
      And among those he knew, there was no one crazy enough to antagonize Twisted Evil like this.
      Sure, a few people Aryong knew had enough power to mess with Twisted Evil if they wanted, but even then, he shook his head.
      They had no reason to stir up such trouble; at least, they wouldn't put it into action.
      "What's the situation in the outer zone?"
      After a while, feeling a headache coming on, Aryong pressed his brow and asked.
      "For now, people are keeping it hush-hush, but the overall mood isn't good."
      Thinking for a moment, Aryong let out a dry laugh, then posed another question.
      "What about those Scarab bastards? They're good at sniffing things out, right? Last you reported, wasn't Feradus chasing with everything he's got?"
      "That's correct, but there's... a bit of a problem."
      "Problem?"
      Aryong tilted his head in confusion, so Lee Seokdo nodded and explained.
      "Avalanche wiped out Feradus."
      "... Avalanche? You mean those Italian mafia punks?"
      "Yes."
      "Why them?"
      "Details haven't come in yet, but that's how it is for now..."
      At Lee Seokdo's troubled tone, Aryong muttered under his breath, "Nothing's working out, damn it," then continued.
      "What about the other Scarabs? We've commissioned them too, so the others must be making a move, right?"
      "Well..."
      "Now what...?"
      "... Currently, Avalanche is hunting down all the prominent Scarabs, so they've all gone into hiding."
      "...."
      While Aryong's face went blank—
      Over at the hideout of 'Dirgo,' one of the more prominent Scarab factions—
      "Do you know high school girls or not!?"
      "Please, spare me!"
      Tia was crushing Dirgo, a name among the countless 'enemies' listed for her by the now destroyed Feradus.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
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      Three weeks had passed since Kim Dojun had decided, in earnest, to train Shin Se-yeon.
      Three weeks—if you counted in days, that was twenty-one days.
      In that span, which could be long or short depending on perspective, he truly dedicated himself wholeheartedly to helping Shin Se-yeon's training. Around that time, Kim Dojun had grown able to control the restraint on the stone at will.
      ... Of course, that didn't mean the speed of the stones flying at Shin Se-yeon had decreased. In fact, if anything, it was about three weeks during which Kim Dojun also grew in certain ways.
      Thud!
      It had been a tremendously beneficial time for Shin Se-yeon.
      "Hup!"
      She moved.
      Kim Dojun threw a stone.
      Bang!
      With a loud explosion as the stone thrown by Kim Dojun struck, she moved again.
      Immediately after, another stone thrown by Kim Dojun came flying.
      Bang!
      At a glance, something seemed odd.
      Yes, the sequence of events was twisted.
      Usually, this scene would go: Kim Dojun would throw a stone, and Shin Se-yeon would dodge it.
      That was, originally, the main focus of their training.
      But now?
      "Hup...!"
      She was already moving.
      Yet, curiously, Kim Dojun was only now preparing to throw the stone.
      In other words, Shin Se-yeon was moving her body even before he threw the stone.
      So was he deliberately throwing off aim to miss her?
      Of course not.
      Since the start of this training, Kim Dojun had thrown stones at Shin Se-yeon with utmost clarity and precision.
      And yet, the twisted sequence did not return to normal.
      Shin Se-yeon would move, then Kim Dojun would throw the stone—a reversal in the usual order.
      But even though Kim Dojun sensed this curious reversal, he did not question it.
      Because he knew.
      It was precisely this distorted order which meant Shin Se-yeon was truly using 'astrology'.
      Crash!
      "That's enough for today."
      With those words—delivered right as the last stone Kim Dojun threw hit the tree beside Shin Se-yeon—she wiped away the stubborn look she'd held a moment ago.
      "Haa—haa—"
      And in that state, she flopped down flat on her back, worn out in an instant.
      'Her talent is seriously insane.'
      Watching her, Kim Dojun was reminded yet again that Shin Se-yeon's talent was far beyond the category of ordinary people.
      'She was already climbing fast...'
      Ever since he began seriously training her, her astrology progressed day after day, and by now, it had transformed into something close to true 'precognition'.
      'It's freaking amazing.'
      Looking at her anew, Kim Dojun briefly imagined himself being able to use astrology—
      'If I could predict any attack, that'd be freaking awesome.'
      —but he knew that he was by no means exceptionally smart, and almost certainly had no talent in that field, so he could only look at Shin Se-yeon with envy.
      "So this is what it means to exchange personality for genius."
      "You want to keep talking nonsense?"
      At some point, she seemed to have caught her breath, and retorted with an annoyed face.
      "Not wrong, is it?"
      "Well, I am pretty talented, aren't I? You know, right? Today, not even a single stone brushed my clothes."
      Instead of getting angry at Kim Dojun's next comment, she seemed to have gotten used to it and boasted overtly of herself.
      Kim Dojun watched her for a moment and then said,
      "So, it's finally time to move on."
      He immediately took out a handgun.
      "Whoa, put that away!"
      "It's fine. You're a genius who's given up personality, so you can manage."
      "Even a genius who gives up personality will die if they get shot!"
      "You're always shrouded in sorcery anyway, aren't you?"
      The reason Shin Se-yeon could survive even after being hit several times by stones thrown by Kim Dojun was because only sorcerers above a certain grade could deploy defensive sorcery.
      "Still, I don't like guns!"
      "I told you last time, if you get hit softly by a gun, it doesn't hur—"
      "You try getting shot first!"
      'No helping it, guess I'll postpone the handgun for the next training.'
      With Shin Se-yeon frantically objecting, Kim Dojun reluctantly put away the handgun and said,
      "That's it for today's training."
      "We're heading down today, right?"
      "Of course."
      "Ugh~ Finally, we're leaving. I hate Manjang Mountain, it gives me the creeps."
      "It can't be helped. Last time I threw a stone down there, the instructors made a huge fuss. Even if I slow down during weekdays, it's more convenient to come up here on weekends."
      "That's true."
      Sticking close as they naturally started down the mountain, Shin Se-yeon said,
      "So, did you prepare for the finals?"
      "Finals?"
      "Yeah, you know tomorrow's the final assessment, right?"
      "It's already that time?"
      "Don't tell me you didn't even realize? All week, the instructors gave us free time for real combat practice since it's the final practical evaluation period."
      "Did they?"
      "... Are you sure we're in the same class?"
      "Probably."
      "Then why don't you know?"
      "I don't need to listen, so I sleep."
      "...."
      Shin Se-yeon looked at Kim Dojun with a withered expression, but he was dead serious.
      'There's no point in listening when I can't understand the material anyway.'
      He had no head for learning sorcery.
      "What the hell do you do at night that you always sleep during the day?"
      "Games."
      "... Games?"
      Kim Dojun nodded at Shin Se-yeon's question.
      'No matter how hard I train her, it's not like I can neglect what I have to do.'
      Obviously, even as he worked hard to train Shin Se-yeon, Kim Dojun continued to play Lantiarval.
      To build relationships with Tia, of course (?).
      Not only that, but over the past three weeks, he also frequently discussed with Han Soyeon what more she could do to torment the remaining underlings who once bothered her.
      'Come to think of it, lately we talked about other things too. Did she warn me to be careful?'
      Kim Dojun didn't really know why Han Soyeon kept saying that these days, but still, the warning stuck in his mind.
      'Aside from that, Dan told me about the meeting schedule in the outer sector.'
      If he recalled right, that was to be after the finals...
      Thinking about that, Kim Dojun glanced at Shin Se-yeon, who was giving him a puzzled look for saying he played games at dawn.
      'After I wrap up the finals and the meeting, maybe I'll really start using the gun.'
      With that thought, he returned with her to the Sorcery Institute.
      ####
      That night, at dawn.
      As usual, Kim Dojun logged into Lantiarval and was chatting hard with Iron-Blood in the newbie village.
      [Iron-Blood: I really want to kill you.]
      [Iron-Blood: I really, really, REALLY want to kill you.]
      [Iron-Blood: Hey]
      [Iron-Blood: Do you know who I am?]
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: lol]
      [Iron-Blood: If I really find out who you are, I'm seriously going to kill you.]
      Well, there wasn't much to chat about.
      Conversations between Kim Dojun and Tia had been like this from the beginning.
      Tia always raged about how she'd find and kill Kim Dojun no matter what.
      Kim Dojun would just reply with a lol or something similar.
      [Iron-Blood: Just you wait, asshole. I'm tracking you down right now, you jerk.]
      [Iron-Blood: We're going to meet soon. Really soon!]
      Looking at Tia's messages, Kim Dojun thought,
      'I had no idea she'd handle this work so well.'
      Honestly, he hadn't expected Tia to handle things so cleanly.
      She had enough brains that she wouldn't fall for it so easily—or so he'd thought.
      But after entering the Inoemakyung, Tia was biting down hard on the fake information given by Kim Dojun.
      'Not sure why she's smashed every Scarab but the one I named, Feradus...'
      In the two weeks after he gave her the IP, Avalanche had destroyed more than forty Scarab organizations.
      Sure, Tia tackled this because she was furious, figuring Kim Dojun was using her to remove his enemy, and decided to at least act on the information.
      'No matter how much she's a mafia boss modeled in a game, isn't it a problem if she's that gullible? ... Well, it's convenient for me.'
      Kim Dojun tilted his head slightly as he watched Iron-Blood's character.
      'Guess it's time to develop our relationship, huh.'
      The thought was taking shape.
      'For Tia to awaken, she needs to feel all four emotions: joy, anger, sorrow, and pleasure... She's felt anger, so there are three left. What should I do next?'
      Kim Dojun tapped on his desk, pondering.
      Some might ask whether he was provoking Tia without a plan, but Kim Dojun did have his own scheme. Or, to be more precise, he only had a plan to make her mad.
      He truly was first-rate at making someone angry in a game.
      'Hmm, so that much worked. Now, joy, pleasure, and affection...'
      He mulled over how to spark the other emotions, realizing it wasn't easy.
      'Let's put affection and joy aside, but I think I can handle fun, at least.'
      After dwelling on it a long while, he finally put both hands on the keyboard, which he'd spent whole days typing nothing but "ㅋ" with one finger.
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: Hey.]
      [Iron-Blood: What, you bastard.]
      Noticing that cursing now came automatically to Tia in chat, Kim Dojun continued.
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: What if the king doesn't want to go to the palace?]
      [Iron-Blood: ??]
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: Royal grumbling, royal grumbling.]
      [Iron-Blood: ????]
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: lol. m-t-c?]
      Iron-Blood suddenly stopped typing.
      'Did it work?'
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: What if the king falls down?]
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: King Kong]
      [18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan: ㅋㅋㅋ]
      Kim Dojun, thinking he'd landed a killer joke, prepared the next one.
      Right afterward,
      [Iron-Blood: lol]
      [Iron-Blood: lololololol]
      [Iron-Blood: llllllllllooooooolllllll]
      'It worked!'
      Kim Dojun couldn't help but smack his head in delight at having made his joke stick, and even wondered, do I maybe have a knack for this?
      [Iron-Blood: You think you're funny, you little shit?]
      "... Huh?"
      [Iron-Blood: You think I'm a joke, huh?]
      [Iron-Blood: If I ever find you, I'll seriously kill you!!!!]
      [Iron-Blood: !@%@EFGWET@#%^@#^#$^&#$Y^#$Y#$HWG]
      [Iron-Blood: Aaargh, you bastard!!!!!!!!!!!]
      ...
      ...
      ..
      .
      As he watched Tia typing at a breakneck speed, easily passing a thousand keystrokes in pure rage,
      "...."
      He made a slightly dejected face and, leaving behind the chat window filled with swearing, logged out of Lantiarval.
      Then, the next day.
      "The final evaluation survival test will begin now."
      The first practical exam at the Sorcery Institute had begun.
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      Final Exam (3)
      The top floor of the Sorcery Association.
      Inside the association president's office, there were two men.
      One was Jin Tae-shik, the vice president of the Korean branch of the Sorcery Association.
      The other was Ji Seung-gon, the true power in the Sorcery Association and a man also known by the alias "Hidden Falsehood(裡面假)".
      He was watching the video Jin Tae-shik had brought, caressing the wrinkled back of his own hand as he looked at the TV.
      After the continuous video of Han Soyeon ended, Ji Seung-gon spoke as if organizing his thoughts.
      "So, to sum up what you're saying, there was no probability that Han Soyeon was hiding her strength, and she suddenly awakened after entering the Sorcery Institute... That's what it sounds like. Is that correct?"
      "Yes, that's correct."
      "Awakening, awakening huh..."
      Ji Seung-gon thought back on the video of Han Soyeon he'd just seen and then spoke.
      "Certainly, those with talent in sorcery can sometimes experience a sudden surge in spiritual power or sorcery skills through some trigger. But there must be some catalyst—did you investigate?"
      "Yes. In fact, while looking into Han Soyeon's information, the report was a bit delayed."
      As if he'd been waiting for this, Jin Tae-shik handed over a file folder.
      Ji Seung-gon silently browsed through the documents he received.
      "... Kim Dojun?"
      "Yes, it appears that Kim Dojun is connected to Han Soyeon's awakening."
      "Kim Dojun, Kim Dojun...."
      Ji Seung-gon, muttering as he stroked his wrinkled chin, soon nodded as if he remembered.
      "He's the one rumored to be the disciple of Explosion God, right? Is that correct?"
      "Yes, that's correct."
      "So, Han Soyeon suddenly awakened because of the disciple of Explosion God... I see."
      "I haven't confirmed the details, but according to the intelligence team leader, the probability is very high."
      Jin Tae-shik added to Ji Seung-gon's musings.
      After a moment's silence, Ji Seung-gon chuckled and said,
      "Well, whatever the case, this is a very good thing. Her talent is far too precious to simply 'remake' her into a hunting dog. Originally, we brought her here to act as a 'key' rather than just a hunting dog."
      "That's right."
      Jin Tae-shik nodded in agreement with Ji Seung-gon's words.
      "Then, it's finally time to start what we've been anticipating for a whole ten years."
      Smile on his lips, Ji Seung-gon turned to Jin Tae-shik and asked,
      "When does the Sorcery Institute conclude its semester?"
      "There are just a few days left."
      "The timing is perfect. On the last day, summon Han Soyeon here."
      Once again nodding affirmatively, Jin Tae-shik hesitated a moment before speaking.
      "But..."
      "What is it?"
      "There is, in fact, a part I'm concerned about."
      "A part you're concerned about?"
      "Yes."
      Glancing at the now-dark TV monitor, Jin Tae-shik continued.
      "According to the intelligence team leader, Han Soyeon is currently not in a state that can be easily subdued."
      "Well, that's certainly true."
      Neither Jin Tae-shik, who'd spoken, nor Ji Seung-gon, who'd heard him, bothered to check the information themselves, but it was something they both had to admit.
      The impact Han Soyeon displayed in that short video was just too powerful; even just from watching, Ji Seung-gon and Jin Tae-shik could tell how strong she was.
      However, despite that, Ji Seung-gon wore a relaxed expression.
      "Don't worry."
      "Do you have a method?"
      "Just contact 'them' and make sure you bring Han Soyeon into the association on the day of the semester's end. After that, they'll handle the rest."
      That was all he said.
      "If it's them, then... understood."
      With Jin Tae-shik's affirmation, Ji Seung-gon added one more thing.
      "Oh, and bring that kid as well."
      "... That kid?"
      "I mean Kim Dojun."
      At Ji Seung-gon's words, Jin Tae-shik tilted his head slightly, questioning.
      "Kim Dojun, you mean?"
      "Yes. If Kim Dojun is connected to Han Soyeon's awakening, wouldn't he be useful too?"
      "Certainly, it would be good if we had him, but..."
      "If it's just because he's the disciple of Explosion God, don't worry. We'll use him for a bit and 'put him back' as he was."
      Ji Seung-gon's words.
      To that,
      "Understood."
      Jin Tae-shik ended the discussion with a nod, indicating he understood.
      ####
      The first-year final exam of the Sorcery Institute was, by tradition, always determined randomly and announced to the students on the day itself, which did not please them.
      "Ah...."
      "Survival?"
      "Ah~ if I'd known, I would've at least brought something."
      "Wait, last year, I thought we were supposed to clear out the spirit zone within a week. Why did the difficulty spike all of a sudden—?"
      Students were murmuring in various tones of resignation.
      However, Kim Younghan, the instructor who had just informed the first-years about the contents of this semester's evaluation, simply looked around calmly and spoke.
      "Silence. I'll explain the final evaluation from here on. I'll only explain once, so listen carefully."
      "
      "...."
      "
      Kim Younghan pulled out five talismans from within his clothes.
      He displayed talismans in white, yellow, orange, red, and black.
      "These talismans are currently held by shikigami wandering inside this part of Doryong Mountain. The white is held by a grade-9 shikigami, and sequentially, the darkest black is held by a grade-5 shikigami."
      He glanced around and continued.
      "By now you should have a rough understanding, but for this final evaluation, over the next three days and two nights, your task is to survive and hunt down the shikigami released in Doryong Mountain and collect these talismans."
      "Of course, the colors of the talismans correspond to points. White is 1 point, yellow is 3 points, orange is 5 points, red is 10 points, and black is 20 points. Also—"
      Fwoosh!
      After saying that, Kim Younghan burned the talismans he was holding, and then produced a teal-colored talisman.
      "There is only one grade-4 shikigami wandering Doryong Mountain right now—the only one. Defeating it will net you the teal talisman."
      Flutter.
      "This talisman is worth 400 points. If you manage to defeat the grade-4 shikigami by any means, first place is practically guaranteed. Moreover, instead of one, there are six teal talismans. However, that shikigami is the shikigami of Choi Yuron the Hundred Styles God, so it will be stronger than a typical grade-4."
      Fwoosh!
      He burned the teal talisman with one more flick of his hand.
      "In any case, to summarize: your task is just to survive for three days and two nights, hunting down the released shikigami. On the final day, you only need to submit your talismans and get your points."
      He concluded his explanation, then pointed to one side.
      "Thirty minutes from now, the final exam will begin. Until then, receive your talisman from Instructor Miyatsu. If you wish to give up survival partway, just tear the talisman."
      "Also, all electronic devices you've brought must be surrendered alongside receiving your talisman. The inside of Doryong Mountain is under formation control, so you won't be able to use them anyway, but if you're caught using one, you'll be treated as not having taken the exam."
      With that, Kim Younghan left the podium, and students began heading to receive talismans from Instructor Miyatsu. Seeing this, Kim Dojun nodded with a satisfied expression.
      'The content of the final exam hasn't changed. Well, there was no reason for it to.'
      Naturally, Kim Dojun already knew everything about this final examination.
      'In the game, catching as many shikigami as possible to rack up points gave players a bonus boost to spiritual power experience—a most generous event... but there's no way that'll happen here.'
      He knew very well that such events would not occur in reality.
      'Well, what good would spiritual power experience be for me; I don't even use sorcery.'
      He couldn't even use sorcery anyway, so he neatly put that thought aside and shifted focus.
      'Well, everything you can obtain in this final exam is important.'
      All the items to be gained from this final exam.
      Kim Dojun needed every last one of them, so he saw this final exam as a highly beneficial opportunity.
      'All right, time to feast.'
      Unconsciously rubbing his hands together, he glanced over at the timer ticking down to the start of the survival section.
      ####
      While Kim Dojun was licking his lips at the prospect of the items to come, Go Seung-jun—watching Kim Dojun as he headed towards Instructor Miyatsu—twisted his lips into a crooked smile.
      'Everything's going according to plan.'
      Ever since he'd learned the final exam would be held at Doryong Mountain, Go Seung-jun had prepared a great deal to crush Kim Dojun.
      A truly immense amount.
      'All preparations are complete.'
      Looking at Kim Dojun, Go Seung-jun envisaged the plans he'd set up in advance and grinned.
      If everything went as he expected, Kim Dojun would be in absolute misery less than a day after the survival started.
      And that, by his own hand.
      'Let me show you the power of money.'
      With that, Go Seung-jun smiled as he took up the last position in the students' line.
      After about eight minutes, every student—including Kim Dojun—had received a talisman.
      Finally, it was Go Seung-jun's turn.
      "..."
      Instructor Miyatsu handed him the talisman with a meaningful look.
      "Thank you."
      "Do your best."
      After the standard greetings, Go Seung-jun smiled subtly at the object he felt behind the talisman and made his way to the starting point for the final exam.
      Meanwhile, instructor Miyatsu, after glancing once at both Kim Dojun and Go Seung-jun (who had received their talismans), began sending messages on his smartphone.
      And then—
      "The shikigami aren't going to directly kill you, but if you sustain a critical wound, you must use your talisman."
      "But keep in mind—if you can't endure the survival, use your talisman, or finish in the bottom 30% of the rankings in this final, you will no longer be able to attend the Sorcery Institute."
      "Best of luck to you all."
      With the final warning from Kim Younghan—
      "Now then, let's begin the final exam."
      The first-year final exam of the Sorcery Institute had begun.
      ####
      As soon as the final exam started, the students split into two groups.
      The first were those who formed alliances.
      The students already fully understood the rules of the exam.
      Scores would be based on how many talismans they submitted on the last day—meaning, catching a shikigami wouldn't immediately yield points; during the three days and two nights, you had to keep and then turn in the talismans for them to count.
      So, as soon as survival began, the students formed teams on the spot.
      Some teams were as small as two, others as large as ten.
      Yes, this meant they'd have to catch even more shikigami to maximize their points, but they still chose to form teams.
      More stability, and with more people, they could capture many more possessed entities.
      So, while one group joined together, others chose to go solo.
      These were typically the children of prestigious families or students confident in their own abilities—for them, soloing was more convenient, and most importantly, it was the only way to finish with top honors.
      Of course, Kim Dojun also chose to act alone, rather than with others.
      "This should be about the spot."
      He was currently searching for the first opportunity available on Doryong Mountain.
      "Hm."
      Kim Dojun looked around.
      All he could see was mountains, mountains, and more mountains.
      Trees and rocks filled his field of vision, but that wasn't what he was searching for.
      '... A cave. Where is it, really?'
      He was after a cave.
      'It'd be nice if there was some kind of marker, like when I was searching for the precious liquor bottle.'
      Regrettably, even in the game, this opportunity only popped up when you chose "Explore the eastern forest" — there was no distinguishing marker.
      "Damn it, finding my way around here is annoyingly tough...!"
      Because of that, Kim Dojun was wandering the eastern part of Doryong Mountain, lost.
      'Calm down, there's plenty of time. I'll just take it slow and look around.'
      He soothed himself, surveying the environment calmly.
      About five hours passed in this way.
      'Did the game developers have parents?!'
      Only after painstakingly searching even the lice out of the eastern mountain did he manage to find a cave that looked just like the illustration he remembered.
      "Damn, finally found it."
      Cursing the developers but feeling proud of his accomplishment, Kim Dojun muttered to himself.
      He entered the cave to obtain one of the two items available in Doryong Mountain.
      After walking for a while,
      Kim Dojun reached a central chamber where a moderate-sized cavern had formed.
      "Oh."
      In the center, something was displayed as if on a pedestal.
      'That's it.'
      Smiling gleefully, he walked toward it.
      Vmm—
      "?"
      He felt something.
      A very strange, but at the same time, somewhat familiar sensation.
      As Kim Dojun looked around with suspicion—
      Whish—!
      Violet magic power began materializing before Kim Dojun's eyes.
      Spiritual power, writhing around him as if alive.
      And then—
      [Malignant spirit, 'Revi of Revery' appears!]
      "What...?"
      Just as he muttered in confusion at the abrupt notification—
      Whooooosh—!
      Violet magic power poured forth from in front of him, and he was forced to face forward.
      There, in the place where his opportunity should be, he saw a girl.
      A girl with purple hair and eyes twinkling like a galaxy.
      She was undeniably beautiful.
      There was an air about her, as if from a dream.
      But the feeling Kim Dojun got while looking at her was not beauty or wonder, but tension.
      "-"
      In an instant, Kim Dojun's muscles tightened.
      Crack—!
      The ground beneath Kim Dojun's feet caved in, and the violet spiritual power vanished in a single stomp.
      At the same time, as Kim Dojun drew back his fist for his signature pre-emptive strike,
      "At last, we meet, Kim Dojun. I got a little tired from waiting so long."
      He heard her voice.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      【「(°ヘ°)?】
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      Final Exams (4)
      Kim Dojun knew about Revi of Reverie.
      Revi of Reverie.
      She was one of the very few in this game—one of the rare bosses Kim Dojun could face according to the scenario without needing to awaken her himself, and she was only encountered late in the game.
      Knowing that fact, Kim Dojun found the situation even harder to understand.
      No, there were so many things that made no sense.
      How was she awake, when she was supposed to be in a deep sleep in the nation she had destroyed herself, a slumber from which only the player could awaken her?
      Why was she waiting for him in this cave—a place only Kim Dojun should know about?
      And finally...
      "Why not relax your stance first? I'm not here to fight."
      He had no idea why a maglignant spirit would be raising both hands as if to show she had no intention of fighting.
      "...."
      Nevertheless, even at Revi's words, Kim Dojun did not let down his guard.
      If anything, he was more prepared than ever to leap away at a moment's notice.
      There were many things he did not understand, but the fact remained that the being before his eyes was the maglignant spirit, 'Revi of Reverie'.
      Revi, watching Kim Dojun's response, simply shrugged and said,
      "Well, I guess it's not time yet...."
      "... What?"
      "No, never mind. It's only natural, anyway."
      She neatly cut off his question and stared directly at Kim Dojun with eyes shining like the Milky Way.
      Sshh—
      She took something out from her pocket.
      "Here, not that I expect you to come take it yourself."
      Mumbling to herself, she gathered violet spiritual power and floated the item toward Kim Dojun.
      And then—
      "...?"
      Kim Dojun wore a bewildered expression.
      Of course, it was because the thing that Revi of Reverie was handing over was exactly the "fateful opportunity" he had come to this cave to obtain.
      "Take it."
      While remaining wary of Revi's words, Kim Dojun caught the object as her spiritual power dissipated and it fell to the ground, then looked down to check what he held in his hand.
      ----
      Fragment of One Without Spiritual Power. (Enhanced) 
      Grade: ?? 
      Effect: A fragment of one without spiritual power. It was originally split into three parts. 
      Additional Description: Revi of Reverie has infused this with her own spiritual power. While useless as it is, if all three fragments are gathered, the imbued spiritual power will allow the use of 'Dreamlike Illusion'. 
      ----
      "!"
      He couldn't help but show a surprised expression.
      It wasn't just the fact that he had obtained exactly the spiritual tool he wanted—something Kim Dojun had come seeking this time.
      What truly surprised him was the additional description below, which he had never seen when playing Sorcery Killing Technique.
      'You can use Dreamlike Illusion?'
      Dreamlike Illusion.
      This was Revi's ability—a sorcery capable of inflicting the "Reverie" debuff, which reduces all stats by 50%.
      Kim Dojun vividly remembered how, during his gaming days, Revi's over-the-top difficulty and this sorcery repeatedly made him want to throw his controller in rage.
      Before he had even finished processing this surprise,
      "Be careful of Blue Eyes. I expect it'll start moving soon. Honestly, it should've started already, so judging by your face, you haven't met yet, have you?"
      Revi of Reverie spoke these words, as if she had nothing left to regret, and turned her body away.
      "Wait!"
      Kim Dojun instinctively called out just as Revi turned without hesitation.
      "Ah."
      Perfectly timed, Revi turned her head back as if remembering something she'd forgotten and looked at Kim Dojun.
      "Keep this in mind: it's all about imagination."
      "... What?"
      "Sorcery is imagination."
      With those words,
      "Well then."
      She turned away again without hesitation.
      Her body began to dissolve into violet spiritual power and slowly vanish.
      Thud!
      At the same moment, Kim Dojun dashed toward where Revi of Reverie had stood.
      "Oh, by the way, don't go looking for me just because you're curious. I won't be wherever you think I am anyway. And also—"
      As he drew near, her body completely turned into spiritual power.
      "You're doing well. At least up to now."
      With that, mongsang's Revi disappeared completely.
      And so, left all alone, Kim Dojun muttered,
      "What the hell is this situation now?"
      with a thoroughly perplexed expression on his face.
      ####
      After exiting the cave, Kim Dojun fell deep into thought.
      'Seriously, what the hell is all this?'
      Kim Dojun had met Revi of Reverie.
      In other words, he had encountered a maglignant spirit who shouldn't have been there.
      And that was only the beginning.
      Revi of Reverie, who was supposed to be hostile toward him, had waited for him in a cave that only he should have known about at this point, and she had not only helped him but also given him advice.
      "...."
      Kim Dojun stared at the fragment in his hand.
      '... No matter how many times I read the description, there's nothing about a debuff. All it says is that I can use Dreamlike Illusion, that overpowered sorcery I knew from Sorcery Killing Technique.'
      Even when he opened the log window again to check, the description hadn't changed.
      'And then—she told me to beware of Blue Eyes.'
      Blue Eyes.
      Kim Dojun knew exactly what that meant.
      Blue Eyes, one of the maglignant spirits from the game, was another being moving in the shadows of modern times—just like Revi of Reverie. It was the alias of "Valchi of Pride."
      'Revi of Reverie telling me to beware of Valchi of Pride...'
      Starting with the abrupt appearance of Gatura of Salvation, he'd expected some deviations, so the fact that Valchi of Pride might be targeting him wasn't too surprising.
      The more pressing matter was that it was Revi of Reverie herself who warned him.
      'And what did she mean by "sorcery is imagination"? And what about saying I'm doing well?'
      Kim Dojun furrowed his brows as Revi's final words replayed in his mind, and began to seriously ponder their meaning.
      He hadn't been at it long when—
      Chwarururuk—!
      "?"
      Suddenly, iron chains flew through the air and wrapped tightly around his body, and Kim Dojun looked perplexed.
      "What's this? That was almost too easy."
      "Right? I thought I'd have to outwit some genius, but all I had to do was work my hands, not my head."
      "Well, with him caught so easily, that works just fine for us."
      From among the trees emerged several men, one of whom wore an extremely smug expression—Go Seung-jun.
      "Kim Dojun, are you coming to your senses?"
      Go Seung-jun leered at Kim Dojun, a look of pure glee on his face.
      Kim Dojun calmly stared at him, then glanced around.
      Men who clearly didn't look like students from the Sorcery Institute.
      Regardless, Go Seung-jun, seeing Kim Dojun wrapped in chains, smirked with open ridicule.
      "Don't act so relaxed. I know exactly what you're thinking."
      "...."
      "You're flustered, right? Wondering why these chains won't come off, or why your spiritual power won't work properly."
      Go Seung-jun, seeming intoxicated with himself, patted his head and gently shook it as he continued.
      "Those chains around you right now are embedded with a spiritual power-sealing technique—they're a prototype built by our Go-gun Group, strong enough to restrain even a grade 3 possessed entity."
      "Plus, there's a special perception-disrupting sorcery formation spread over the next 300 meters."
      "In other words, there's no one around to see or help you—don't even think about getting rescued."
      "...."
      Kim Dojun said nothing, merely watching him in silence.
      Go Seung-jun misread this as Kim Dojun hiding his surprise, making his grin even broader.
      "You thought, what, if you beat me up once I'd be too scared to do anything ever again?"
      "Wrong! I'm the type who repays grudges not just by matches, but by ten times worse...!"
      "Maybe you thought your reputation would protect you. I heard you're the Disciple of Explosion God, right?"
      "?"
      For the first time, Kim Dojun dropped his blank expression, silently mouthing 'What the hell is that about?'
      Go Seung-jun, if anything, looked delighted.
      "But it doesn't matter. Title or no, I'm the eldest son of the Go-gun Group! Did you really think I'd be scared of some has-been glory and let you off?"
      With that, he pulled a smartphone from his pocket and thrust it in Kim Dojun's face.
      "From now on, I'm going to record everything that's about to happen on this phone. When it leaks, both you and your supposed legacy will be so shamed you'll never show your face again."
      As soon as Go Seung-jun tapped at his phone, a cheerful 'ding-dong' sounded—the recording had started.
      "To sum this up—"
      While Go Seung-jun prattled on, Kim Dojun finally opened his mouth.
      "So basically, you brought in external muscle to take me down, and you think no one will come because you already have a sorcery formation up? Judging by how brazen you're acting, I guess the instructors' spells are useless too?"
      "Smart guy. I already bribed one of them."
      "So, your plan is to embarrass me here, film a bunch of blackmail videos, and get your revenge all at once?"
      "That's right."
      Go Seung-jun smirked confidently.
      Kim Dojun, for the first time, let go of his neutral expression and returned the smirk.
      "Sure, so that's what this is, huh?"
      Kwa-dudududuk! Kagagagak-!!!
      He snapped the iron chains binding him.
      "
      "?"
      "
      For a moment, Go Seung-jun and the surrounding men froze, unable to comprehend what had just happened.
      Tap-!
      It was only then Go Seung-jun realized the smartphone in his hand had somehow ended up with Kim Dojun.
      Tsk-!
      A split-second later, Kim Dojun disappeared from in front of him.
      Kwa-dududuk! Kwang!
      Directly to his right, Seung-jun heard a violent crash.
      "-?"
      He turned his head just in time to see it.
      The sorcerer for whom he had spent so much money—employed just for today's task—was dangling from a tree, embedded up to the waist.
      And then—
      "What are you all waiting for?"
      Standing where the man had been, Kim Dojun casually spun the smartphone to film the entire group.
      "If you want your video to come out nice, better start smiling."
      He grinned and said,
      "Say kimchi!"
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      I'm not always on Dojun's side, but when I am, it's definitely because someone worse than him just appeared, and they really deserve the beating...
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      Final Exam (5)
      Jin Seon-ung, a B-rank sorcerer currently working as a freelancer—that is, a mercenary—not affiliated with any guild in the industry, considered himself a pretty successful case, even if the image wasn't always the best.
      He had a certain level of recognition in the mercenary world, and, in fact, was skilled enough to join any guild he wished if he ever decided to do so.
      Especially since his signature sorcery, the 'Domain Sorcery', while supportive, was such a great asset to any team of sorcerers that he was one of the most sought-after mercenaries wherever he went.
      So then, why did someone as successful as him take a job that, by all appearances, seemed shady from the start?
      The answer, without a doubt, was money.
      'Money.'
      Mercenaries who weren't affiliated with a guild basically chased after money.
      After all, the entire reason he made a living doing mercenary work as a sorcerer was to make money.
      Of course, normally he would never have taken a shady request, like those from the criminals of the Pantheon, even for a lot of money.
      Mercenaries made money to survive, and taking such a request would only get you tangled up in troublesome matters.
      However, in the case of this particular request from Go Seung-jun, despite the dubious nature to a certain extent, he had paid an enormous sum upfront.
      On top of that, there was no need to risk his life, and the job was easy—just restrain a student, not kill him, even with over six sorcerers on the team.
      At that point, the balance was tipped, he accepted the job, and up to the midpoint of carrying out the mission, he thought it was a good decision.
      Yes, up to the midpoint.
      "Ugh, kgh, uu—"
      Jin Seon-ung couldn't even comprehend what was happening.
      All he could barely recognize was that every time Kim Dojun moved, the sorcerers who tried to use their sorcery were slammed straight into trees.
      ― And that he himself had also been pinned to a tree in the same way.
      'What... the hell...'
      Twisted up in agony, Jin Seon-ung desperately tried to figure out what had happened.
      But his body was already bound to the tree, unable to move.
      In this way, Kim Dojun had dispatched all the sorcerers Go Seung-jun had brought in just a few seconds, then took out his smartphone and snapped photos of each of the sorcerers nailed to the trees.
      "What, what the—!"
      With a twisted smirk, Kim Dojun looked at Go Seung-jun, who was standing there in utter shock, then planted his phone on a nearby rock.
      "I was already fucking pissed—this is just perfect, you bastard."
      "Wha—"
      "Just die, you son of a bitch!"
      Kim Dojun charged straight at Go Seung-jun and began to beat him senseless.
      Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!
      Grabbing his hair, Kim Dojun kept smashing his face, while Go Seung-jun desperately struggled to get away.
      But Kim Dojun refused to let go.
      "You! Fucking! Bastard! I was already losing my mind! Why! The fuck! Did you have to show up and make things worse?!"
      He shouted, matching each blow to his words.
      Go Seung-jun, dazed from the relentless blows, realized that he could really end up dead if this kept up. Trembling, he managed to pull out the club he'd brought to beat Kim Dojun.
      "You want me to hit you with this?"
      "Wa–wait—! Kyaaaa!"
      Kim Dojun snatched it away just in time and started beating Go Seung-jun even more ferociously with the club—left, right, up, down, both arms—nowhere was spared.
      Crunch—crack!
      He beat him so hard that the club started to break apart.
      'This fucking bastard...!'
      Sensing mortal danger, Go Seung-jun tried to stealthily pull out the dagger he'd only intended to scratch Kim Dojun's face with—
      Clack—!
      "A knife? You little shit?"
      "Gasp."
      "Die, you bastard!"
      Kim Dojun hurled the broken club away and now beat Go Seung-jun with the hilt of the knife instead.
      Some time later—
      "I... bribed Instructor Miyatsu for information and hired outside mercenaries to take down Kim Dojun."
      Kim Dojun captured every word of Go Seung-jun's confession on video with his smartphone.
      "Okay, everyone, say kimchi~"
      He then gathered all the mercenaries who'd come to help Go Seung-jun beat him up, identified their personal details, and tied everyone—including Go Seung-jun—to a tree.
      Tsk!
      He took another photo.
      "Well then, I'll see you all after the finals."
      Thwack!
      He finished the business by smacking Go Seung-jun's head, knocking him unconscious.
      Watching the lot of them hanging with their heads down from the trees, Kim Dojun smirked with relief.
      'The timing couldn't have been better.'
      The truth was, before he met Go Seung-jun, Kim Dojun was confused and couldn't figure out what was going on.
      But now?
      'Whatever, fuck it~'
      Nothing was really solved.
      You can only sort things out or think about them when you have some kind of foundation, but he'd been given nothing—how was he supposed to get a handle on things?
      So Kim Dojun simply decided to accept the situation.
      'No matter how things get twisted, my goal doesn't change.'
      Ultimately, Kim Dojun's objective was escape.
      Any road to Seoul would do—so to speak.
      'Still, I should look into this situation and the matter of Blue Eyes, while I'm at it.'
      In conclusion, nothing about the current situation was to Kim Dojun's disadvantage.
      'Actually, this is fine. If I make what I'm planning, I'll be able to use that skill Revi of Reverie used.'
      Smiling at the thoughts he organized while beating up Go Seung-jun and his crew, Kim Dojun said,
      "Well then, after a little rest, should I go get my second lucky chance?"
      With a satisfied smile, he came to his cathartic conclusion.
      ####
      After one night, about eight hours remained until the end of the final evaluation.
      Now, instead of hunting shikigami, the students were busy stealing talismans from others in the same predicament.
      Most participants in this final evaluation hadn't caught many shikigami.
      Was it because they didn't want to?
      Absolutely not.
      The reason students started targeting each other at this point was simple—there just weren't enough shikigami loosed on Doryong Mountain.
      There were far fewer shikigami than students, and the number was purposely limited even further to filter out the better students.
      As a result, most teams suffered through three brutal days but didn't collect enough points, leading to the current situation.
      In these circumstances, students not only targeted each other but also—
      [Krrrk!]
      —started challenging the Grade 4 shikigami they hadn't dared approach until now.
      Teams were now challenging 'White Ghost Wolf', a Grade 4 shikigami and the shikigami temporarily lent for this exam by top domestic S-rank sorcerer Choi Yuron.
      But naturally, they never dreamed of actually defeating a Grade 4 shikigami.
      How could students—barely even sorcerers—defeat a Grade 4 shikigami?
      Those confident in their own skills had already gone solo or in small groups to collect enough talismans, avoiding such reckless attempts.
      That meant the remaining challengers weren't the top students but the mid, lower-mid, and low-ranking students, whose interests became aligned.
      Teams with too few talismans agreed to gather as many numbers as possible to face the shikigami together.
      Failing to secure enough points meant expulsion anyway.
      Even if they couldn't defeat the Grade 4 shikigami, maybe they could snatch abandoned talismans from fleeing students during the fight—this desperate, selfish thinking led them to join the raid.
      Thus, a party of over seventy students challenged White Ghost Wolf—
      [KWAANG!]
      "Uaaagh!"
      "Hey there! Block properly! If you don't, the entire front line collapses, damn it!"
      —only to be slaughtered in the attempt.
      'We're fucked...!'
      As the raid required a leader, just like what they'd learned at the Sorcery Institute, the makeshift leader, Shin Oh-jae, watched as his line collapsed and despaired.
      Thud!
      One swipe of White Ghost Wolf's paw, towering over five meters tall, shattered the front line.
      If the students' attacks even landed they could maybe keep the fight going,
      But—
      'Our sorcery isn't connecting at all!'
      Grade 4 shikigami don't have spiritual power.
      Which means that if you hit them with sorcery, damage goes through.
      But White Ghost Wolf was so fast despite its size that it dodged every student's sorcery, putting them at a one-sided disadvantage.
      "D-dammit!"
      "Hey, run!"
      "Screw the talismans, who cares—survival's more important!"
      Overwhelmed by White Ghost Wolf's display, students ripped their talismans or ran in all directions.
      Shin Oh-jae also thought,
      'Shit, I better run too—!'
      But then—
      Thunk—!
      The White Ghost Wolf that had been rampaging only moments ago suddenly froze.
      "...?"
      Students who were fleeing in panic looked back in confusion.
      But Shin Oh-jae, positioned atop a tall boulder for command, realized faster than anyone why White Ghost Wolf had stopped.
      "...?"
      Or had he?
      'What... is that?'
      Shin Oh-jae blinked hard.
      He couldn't tell if what he was seeing was real.
      White Ghost Wolf, who'd been manhandling the students, now appeared to be restrained by a young man wearing a student uniform.
      As Shin Oh-jae wondered, can that be possible? his gaze narrowed.
      Trying to confirm the man's identity—
      And then—
      "Kim Do...jun?"
      The moment Shin Oh-jae confirmed the student holding down White Ghost Wolf's paw—
      [Kyaaaaak!]
      Furious at being unable to move, White Ghost Wolf lunged to bite Kim Dojun—
      And what Shin Oh-jae and the others witnessed next was White Ghost Wolf's massive body lifting up into the air.
      ####
      The city of San Pedro Sula, honduras, naturally became a mercenary city after Guatemala fell and spiritual entities and possessed entities began to swarm.
      And the most famous guild in that mercenary city was the Quadro Guild.
      Quadro Guild.
      Formed after Guatemala's collapse, they had survived over the long years and possessed over a dozen A-rank sorcerers.
      But the reason Quadro could claim the title of number one in the mercenary city was because of its guildmaster Evan.
      At only twenty-eight years old, he had already achieved what only S-rank sorcerers could accomplish: creating a Divine Construct.
      In addition, thanks to his signature sorcery, 'Mutation', and the godly accomplishments of having massacred hundreds of spiritual entities and possessed entities, quadro became famous.
      And now, inside the grand headquarters of the city's strongest, renowned, and respected guild—
      Squelch!
      —corpses were strewn everywhere.
      "Hagh—!"
      The place, styled like a classic mansion, was littered with nothing but corpses.
      Here,
      There.
      Nothing but corpses.
      And the bodies scattered throughout the mansion had been crushed or exploded grotesquely.
      "Krrrk—!"
      Yet the two men responsible—one in a red robe, the other in a blue robe—stared emotionlessly at a sorcerer's body slowly twisting and being crushed to death before them.
      Snap—!
      As the next body exploded and blood flowed, the red- and blue-robed men, having finished slaughtering all humans and sorcerers within, climbed to the second floor.
      There, they saw—
      "S-save me...! Please...!"
      Evan, the supposedly strongest sorcerer in the mercenary city, known also as the 'Omnipotent Beast', was groveling in a miserable state.
      And before him, a man smiling flawless and unscathed.
      "Ugh... ngh..."
      Evan's right arm, the one he used for Mutation, was missing. Bleeding, wounded all over, he tried to crawl away with his remaining hand.
      But the man crouching before him just sneered.
      "That won't do."
      With an obvious sneer, he stabbed the knife into Evan's neck.
      "Guh—rrrk, khak—!"
      Evan's body convulsed, then hung limp like a puppet with its strings cut.
      The man turned to the robed figures.
      "Is it done?"
      "All the A-rank sorcerers are dead."
      "And the others too."
      "No one survived."
      The way they spoke, it was as if two people were one.
      But the man nodded knowingly, as if used to their speech.
      "Good, then we're done here. Let's move on."
      He said.
      "What's next?"
      Asked the robed man.
      "Seoul, Korea."
      The man—his pitch-black eyes unreadable even in the brightest light, no—
      "Probably—"
      The world's top wanted criminal, infamous as the 'Sorcerer Killer' for murdering two S-rank sorcerers—
      "—It's about time I paid a visit there."
      He muttered, a smile twisting his lips.
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      Final Exams (6)
      At the same moment that White Ghost Wolf's jaw lifted upwards, its enormous body floated into the air as if it were straight out of a cartoon. 
      Simultaneously, Kim Dojun's body also rose into the air alongside White Ghost Wolf.
      Kwaaaang! Kwagagagak-!
      As Kim Dojun slammed his leg downwards, White Ghost Wolf's massive body crashed into the ground.
      Gugegegegegeuk!
      The earth began to shake violently, as if there had been an earthquake.
      At the unbelievable, almost impossible sight, all the students watched with wide eyes, unable to believe what they were seeing.
      [Kwaaaaaang!!]
      And yet, White Ghost Wolf, now crashed into the ground, seemed utterly furious at the situation. 
      It immediately tried to get up and swung its forepaw at Kim Dojun, who was still floating in midair.
      The moment White Ghost Wolf's forepaw came down, Kim Dojun had already landed on the ground and dodged the attack, immediately preparing for his next move.
      Thus began the fight.
      No, to be precise, that couldn't even be called a fight.
      Thud! Thud! Thud!
      Incredible as it was, everyone present—including Shin Oh-jae—was witnessing a one-sided display of violence.
      This was not the violence of a grade-4 phantom beast spirit like White Ghost Wolf attacking a human.
      Kwaang-!
      Instead, it was the violence of a single human, overwhelming and knocking down White Ghost Wolf, who was dozens of times larger, all by himself.
      With one punch from Kim Dojun, White Ghost Wolf's body flipped half a turn in midair, leaving everyone speechless at his overwhelming power.
      Yet, even as he was amazed by such monstrous power, one part of Shin Oh-jae's rationality entertained a negative thought.
      'Doing this won't let him capture White Ghost Wolf.'
      Shin Oh-jae knew exactly what kind of sorcery Kim Dojun was using.
      Thunder God Art.
      A bizarre sorcery which required drawing sorcery formations on his entire body, perfectly controlling several complex spells manifested through those formations, and on top of that, subduing his rampaging body to use it.
      Of course, recent rumors suggested that his sorcery was an even higher-level technique than Thunder God Art, but in essence, it was similar in nature.
      But for this very reason, ironically, not even such an incredible sorcery could capture White Ghost Wolf.
      'Thunder God Art ultimately enhances the body to its utmost limit using spiritual power, but White Ghost Wolf can only be damaged by pure spiritual power attacks...!'
      Of course, White Ghost Wolf could also feel pain from physical attacks.
      As a grade-4 phantom beast spirit, White Ghost Wolf was not exactly a spiritual entity, but rather a possessed entity with a physical form.
      Due to the difference in their attributes, Shin Oh-jae believed that even someone with Kim Dojun's monstrous physical prowess would still struggle to capture White Ghost Wolf.
      ... At least that was what he had thought.
      [Kkaeng, kkaeng!]
      But Shin Oh-jae then heard White Ghost Wolf, who had been taking a relentless beating for over five minutes, let out a yelp that sounded just like a whining puppy.
      Another five minutes or so later,
      [Kkaeng-!!]
      Having been tossed left and right by Kim Dojun, clearing away all the nearby trees, White Ghost Wolf stared at Kim Dojun with fearful eyes.
      [Kiiiiiing-!]
      Then, after performing a grand somersault on the spot, it disappeared entirely.
      "Ah...?"
      Shin Oh-jae let out a dumbfounded exclamation.
      "
      "...."
      "
      And the students fell silent.
      In the end, all that remained after Kim Dojun's overwhelming display of violence was—
      Flutter~ Flutter~
      "Nice."
      —six teal-colored talismans drifting down above his head.
      ####
      Kim Dojun had managed to obtain as many as six teal talismans, but not a single person dared to approach him or even dream of taking those talismans away.
      No, they simply couldn't.
      Everyone here had witnessed with their own eyes how his single punch sent that enormous White Ghost Wolf spinning through the air.
      Of course, even then, a few students—desperate not to be expelled—tried to approach Kim Dojun and carefully propose a deal, but before they could even speak, he had already vanished.
      And currently, he was—
      'Is this the end of the second opportunity?'
      He had obtained both of the opportunities he needed this time and waited contentedly for the final assessment to end, wearing a satisfied smile.
      Though the only thing he had gained from subduing White Ghost Wolf were six teal talismans worth 400 points each at the Sorcery Institute, in truth, the talismans themselves were not the main point.
      'They're only important in terms of maintaining my dormitory standing.'
      For Kim Dojun, the talismans' significance extended only that far.
      The true opportunity he gained from beating down White Ghost Wolf was not something material, but rather a relationship—one with someone in possession of many things that Kim Dojun needed, leaving him quite pleased.
      As he mulled over this, Kim Dojun suddenly recalled something Revi of Reverie had said when he first met her.
      'Be wary of Blue Eyes... was it?'
      She had also mentioned that "the essence of sorcery is imagination," but right now, what concerned Kim Dojun more was that warning.
      'After the player captures a malignant spirit, Blue Eyes start to pressure the player bit by bit.'
      Furthermore, as anyone who played Sorcery Killing Technique would know, Blue Eyes and their followers were characterized by a reluctance to reveal their existence and being incredibly meticulous.
      Thus, Blue Eyes' followers would wait patiently for the right opportunity, and even if they failed their mission, they would only attack the player in places where there was absolutely no risk of exposure—just like now.
      "...."
      No matter how many times he looked around, the scenery was always the same.
      Mountains to that side, mountains to this side.
      Look straight ahead, and all he saw were rocks.
      Moreover, duryongsan was so vast that even though hundreds of students roamed about, it was rare to bump into each other.
      In other words, this was the perfect opportunity for Blue Eyes to make their move.
      'And yet there's still no attack...'
      Kim Dojun shrugged as he continued to ponder this.
      'Well, maybe they're just not moving yet, or maybe that bastard fed me false information.'
      With that, Kim Dojun finished reflecting on meeting Revi of Reverie in the cave days ago.
      'Still, when I act alone, I should keep my guard up. If I remember correctly, Blue Eyes' average competence is quite high.'
      He pushed the matter aside for the moment and decided not to dwell on it.
      "Anyway, I'll put this issue aside for now—time to handle another."
      Kim Dojun grinned and looked at the smartphone in his hand.
      ####
      Just as Kim Dojun was preparing to show Go Seung-jun, who had tried to mess with him, not only the bitterness of this world but flavors he'd never tasted before—
      In the northern region of Doryong Mountain, a place with far more boulders than trees, there were five men.
      All wore identical uniforms.
      Their clothing: black covert suits.
      On the sides of their black suits, there was an embroidered blue cloud pattern. Those unfamiliar might be puzzled, but for those who knew, it was a clear indicator of their identity.
      The blue cloud was the symbol of the followers of Valchi, Blue Eyes of Pride.
      Their current purpose in Doryong Mountain was to carry out Blue Eyes' orders: to capture Kim Dojun, a mission they had failed several times already.
      They intended to finish quickly.
      After all, remaining undetected was crucial, and this situation was the perfect cover.
      For some reason, after multiple failed missions, the five gathered here were all veteran followers, each having carried out dozens of Blue Eyes' missions.
      In other words, they were fully prepared to bring this to a swift end.
      ... Or so they thought—at least while all five remained alive.
      Kwajik-!
      The squad leader of the capture mission for Kim Dojun, known as No. 1 and an A-rank sorcerer, stared in disbelief at his comrade, no. 3, whose head exploded as he fell lifeless to the forest floor.
      Having no idea what hit him—his comrade simply died, head bursting in midair.
      Behind him, he saw the bodies of the others who had died before No. 3, being slowly dragged away by something transparent.
      At the very end of it all stood a girl.
      She walked toward No. 1 with a soft smile—eerily at odds with the blood-soaked scene.
      "This pattern again?"
      —A gentle voice came from the girl, or rather, Han Soyeon.
      Crunch-! Crunch-! Guwajak!
      No. 1 heard the grisly sounds of his comrades' bodies being chewed as they were sucked into something unseen. 
      He immediately tried to perform a sorcery.
      Even as he did, Han Soyeon simply approached with a relaxed smile and spoke,
      "Excuse me, but who are you people?"
      She asked.
      Instead of answering, no. 1 began to form hand seals.
      With astonishing speed, almost too fast to see, he formed multiple complex hand seals.
      The spell he was attempting was, for an A-rank sorcerer, one of massive risk.
      If he unleashed this spell, everything in the vicinity would be obliterated, and he himself would not come out unscathed.
      Even if he survived, he would have to live with his spiritual power permanently halved.
      But No. 1 instinctively understood—
      He wouldn't survive this situation without using this spell.
      "I tried to ask last time, but didn't get an answer."
      Even as he formed the seals, Han Soyeon's relaxed expression didn't change and she continued speaking.
      Ignoring her words, no. 1 tried to complete the final hand seal—
      Kwaddeudeudeuk-!
      "Ah—?"
      —He saw it.
      His hands, which had been forming seals at high speed, were now crushed and deformed as if pressed in a compressor, right at the final progress hand seal that would have completed the spell.
      "Kyaaaagh!"
      Realizing what happened, a scream burst from No. 1's lips and blood spurted on his face.
      A grotesque scene.
      But Han Soyeon advanced, still smiling, approaching No. 1 who now lay collapsed, hands ruined.
      "Hey."
      No. 1, with fear in his eyes, realized—
      "I'll ask you one more time."
      That his assumptions had been wrong.
      "Who are you people?"
      The entity standing before him was not a problem that could be solved with sorcery, nor left unsolved.
      "Those who lay a hand on my understander—"
      Just death itself.
      "Who, really, are you?"
      As Han Soyeon's face turned expressionless, no. 1 could do nothing but realize the truth.
      ####
      The three-day, two-night final exam came to an end.
      Students who had gathered enough talismans sighed in relief, while those who had not submitted their talismans with depressed sighs.
      As soon as the exam ended, Kim Dojun, using the smartphone he received—
      --------
      [Sorcery-Institute Incident Board]
      ----
      [Create Post]
      Title: You wanna know all about chaebol heir Go Seung-jun from Go-gun Group being human garbage scum trash during the finals? Hit like, anyone??? lololol
      By: anonymous
      I'll be the first to like this~~~
      [Post] [Cancel]
      --------
      He hit post and muttered to himself,
      "Alright, time to teach a lesson called 'life's consequences.'"
      -------------= Clacky's Corner -------------=
      Han Soyeon working hard in the background.
      【ദ്ദി(⩌ᴗ⩌)】
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      Did anyone force you? (1)
      If this were an ordinary school, after the final assessments, students would generally feel regret, but they'd look ahead at the upcoming semester break with a positive mindset.
      No matter what their grades were, just being able to step off the treadmill of rigorous academics for a while is an incredible relief.
      However, in the case of the Sorcery Institute, things were different; the atmosphere that lingered after the final evaluations was fundamentally solemn.
      Like any other school, the Sorcery Institute would indeed end the term after finals. However, there was one crucial difference: not every student who sat through the final exams would get to enjoy the break.
      They would tally the rankings by combining the latest finals and midterm results. The bottom 40% could no longer attend the Sorcery Institute and were forced to drop out.
      No, in truth, it was less quitting and more of an expulsion.
      Because of this, there were those who could joyfully greet the end of the term, and those who couldn't, coexisting together; so, the usual din of a typical school simply couldn't arise.
      That is, usually.
      "Hey, did you hear the news?"
      "What? ... Ah, you mean about Go Seung-jun?"
      "Yeah."
      "Of course. There's already hundreds of posts about it today, and the rumors are all over the place. Everyone's making a fuss about it."
      Even first-years.
      "Go Seung-jun—that's him, right? The eldest son of the Go-gun Group?"
      "That's him. There have always been bad rumors about him. I knew he'd get exposed like this someday."
      "Are all chaebol heirs just fundamentally assholes?"
      "From what I've heard, most of them actually receive really strict character education, though."
      "So, even after all that strict education, he still turned out like this?"
      "You could just call him a total degenerate, plain and simple."
      And even the second-years, who hadn't even taken their finals.
      "I heard the person who took care of Go Seung-jun was Kim Dojun, right? The guy who defeated the vicious evil spirit and blocked the attack of Gatura of Salvation?"
      "That's right."
      "Honestly, I thought his reputation was a bit overblown, but after seeing the video, I changed my mind. What kind of first-year uses Thunder God Art that well, huh? And people are saying he even used a more advanced version of it?"
      "Yeah, so Go Seung-jun's screwed either way. Even people in the field are talking about it."
      Even the third-years, who were already getting offers from the guilds, everyone during this supposed quiet time at the Sorcery Institute was buzzing about one thing: 'The garbage act committed by Go-gun Group's eldest son, Go Seung-jun.'
      Thanks to that, what should have been a quiet time at the Sorcery Institute was now utterly chaotic.
      As soon as the instructors caught wind of the situation, they immediately verified the facts with Kim Dojun, the author of the original post, and summoned Go Seung-jun, who appeared in the video that Dojun had uploaded alongside his post.
      While Kim Dojun watched in real time as Go Seung-jun was given a taste of true discipline, he wore a greatly satisfied smile.
      ----
      NEWS & TOPIC
      Sorcery Institute's finals seemed to end smoothly... but shocking revelations!
      The Institute's finals, famous for their fairness, are in fact wide open for abuse.
      Shock!! Go-gun Group heir Go Seung-jun revealed to have hired mercenaries to assault a student!
      Behind the scenes of the Sorcery Institute final evaluations: suspicions of instructor involvement!
      ----
      "Things are heating up."
      Kim Dojun clicked into one of the news articles, which already had hundreds of comments.
      -----
      Title: SHOCK!! Go-gun Group's eldest son Go Seung-jun revealed to have hired mercenaries for a student assault!
      [content omitted]
      --
      382 comments
      Whiner: He's basically just acting like a mob boss.
      ㄴ OrangutanLaughs: fr lol
      DeerCrying: But what's really hilarious is that Go Seung-jun hired mercenaries, but they got their asses kicked ㅋㅋㅋㅋ
      ㄴ AncestorWasASorcerer: I heard they got beaten by Kim Dojun, lmao. And looking at the mercenaries, some of them are actually famous. Must be embarrassing to show their faces around now ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ
      ㄴ Naryunagi: Ppushing-bbashing! Are there veteran mercs out there getting rekt by a rookie!?!?!?!
      ㄴ Earthling: ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ
      ㄴ Belgol: Bet those mercs will retire quietly soon... lol.
      GoChangIsElite: Still, to be honest, seeing Go Seung-jun get his face smashed in like that is satisfying, but isn't Kim Dojun at fault too? From the video, he clearly had the ability to deal with the mercs, but he pulverized them just because they attacked him. Kim Dojun is at fault here.
      ㄴ BlackCowEdition: The shill has already arrived.
      ㄴ MobyDick: Start the three-time chant: Go-gun you f***ing bastard ㅋㅋ
      ㄴ G-MAGI: Watching this makes me think Kim Dojun is at fault too,
      ㄴ GoChangIsElite: Yeah, I think so too.
      ㄴ G-MAGI: Should've wrecked punks like you first... The fact that Kim Dojun didn't smash you first, that's his real fault, ㅇㅇ...
      ㄴ JustOnceWantAGradeA: That's right... Kim Dojun is at fault, ㅇㅇ...
      .........
      ......
      ...
      .
      -----
      He smirked.
      Kim Dojun was briefly satisfied to see Go Seung-jun and the Go-gun Group being slammed together just as he'd hoped, but soon started searching for something else.
      The search term: interpersonal relationships.
      The truth was, Kim Dojun had always been indifferent to human relationships even before entering the Sorcery Institute, and that hadn't changed at all.
      'Can't be helped.'
      Kim Dojun thought of Tia.
      He remembered her throwing a fit days ago after he tried to crack the perfect joke on her.
      'If I want to help her experience a range of emotions, I'm going to need a certain level of communication skills...'
      He was going to study!
      ... Though, honestly, he didn't plan to study in earnest, just skim the surface.
      Still, just the thought of even a little bit of studying was a huge decision for Kim Dojun, and with a resolute expression, he clicked into a related post to start reading.
      It didn't take long for him to find some genuinely useful tips.
      [To get closer to someone, you need to empathize with them a lot. Even when you don't understand their point of view, sometimes what's needed is just empathy.]
      "Empathy, huh."
      He thought, am I not already doing that enough? A thought that Shin Se-yeon would have called total nonsense, but Kim Dojun boldly kept reading.
      [Of course, deep empathy can be tough to pull off at first. But anyone can do basic empathy! If someone talks to you, respond to them. If even that's hard, just repeat the last word they said. Make the other person feel that you're interested in what they have to say!]
      "Repeat the last word... Noted."
      Muttering to himself, he logged into Rantiarval.
      Tia, who used to camp AFK, now seemed to have the hang of things, and after finishing a hunt, flew straight to the village to start chatting.
      [Iron-Blood: You f***ing bitch, you're lucky to run into me.]
      [18yearoldHSgirl: Oh, lucky to run into you?]
      [Iron-Blood: ?]
      [18yearoldHSgirl: ?]
      [Iron-Blood: Damn, I really want to kill you.]
      [18yearoldHSgirl: Want to kill me?]
      [Iron-Blood: No, not just kill you, want to rip you to pieces.]
      [18yearoldHSgirl: So you really want to kill me, huh?]
      [Iron-Blood: ?]
      [Iron-Blood: You f***ing bitch.]
      [Iron-Blood: Are you mocking me?]
      [Iron-Blood: Hey.]
      [Iron-Blood: Hey!]
      [Iron-Blood: You f@#$@#%]
      After just five minutes of conversation, staring at Tia's once again deranged self,
      '... Guess empathy is pointless with sociopaths.'
      Remembering that she was, after all, the queen of maglignant spirits, Kim Dojun quietly logged out of Rantiarval.
      Three days later.
      [Is Kim Dojun at fault too?]
      [Kim Dojun's violence cannot be justified.]
      "So these idiots finally start acting out."
      The Go-gun Group finally began to use its power.
      ####
      Finals were over, and the end of the term was drawing close.
      Kim Dojun chuckled in disbelief as he saw the sudden spike of negative news articles about himself.
      Was it because he was surprised by the unexpected response?
      No.
      'It's almost amazing just how textbook their moves are.'
      Kim Dojun read the articles pouring out from the Go-gun Group.
      'They're admitting their own fault, but also claiming that I messed up too... huh.'
      Right now, the Go-gun Group's articles took many different forms, but underneath they always followed the same pattern.
      'Go-gun Group—more specifically, chaebol scion Go Seung-jun—definitely did wrong. But Kim Dojun used excessive violence.'
      In short, Go Seung-jun made a mistake, but Kim Dojun was too harsh— that was the gist.
      'I guess they've given up hiding their crime, realizing that wouldn't work at this point, and now want to drag me down into the mud with them.'
      'That's the pattern these articles follow.'
      Most of them also included trashy rumors about Kim Dojun's supposed past misconduct or suspicious behavior as part of an effort to muddy the waters and get out of this situation.
      'Nope.'
      But Kim Dojun wasn't about to let the Go-gun Group get away with that.
      'Maybe if I'd just lay low after getting beaten, it could've gone that way.'
      He picked up his phone and dialed somewhere.
      'But since they insist on counterattacking, I'll take this to the end.'
      Trrrrrr—
      A short ring.
      [Hmm-hmmhm, why'd you call? Something you want to say?]
      At the sound of Shin Se-yeon's voice, Kim Dojun spoke.
      "Hey, you know a reporter, right? Give me the number for any one of them."
      ####
      Journalist Lee Youngcheol of 'Jinseong', one of Korea's top three sorcery industry magazines, focused his sharp eyes on the podium.
      Standing at the podium was none other than Kim Dojun, who had declared just last night that he'd hold a press conference about the incident.
      'A prodigy of sorcery and already a huge figure, but maybe his political sense is still just that of a student.'
      Watching Kim Dojun, Lee Youngcheol thought.
      He guessed the reason Kim Dojun abruptly called a press conference was the Go-gun Group's news offensive that had begun spreading two days prior.
      Because the Go-gun Group was doing its utmost to cleverly mix half-truths and lies to sink its dirty laundry beneath the mud.
      It was only natural that Kim Dojun would be sucked into such a fight against a megacorp. He might have come to clear up some of the rumors with this press conference.
      'But that's exactly what he shouldn't do.'
      If he went for mere clarification, things would only unfold exactly as the Go-gun Group wanted.
      Among the crowd setting up for the press, there were certainly some reporters there on Go-gun's payroll.
      And, in fact, most of the reporters present now— 
      "Kim Dojun, there's talk that you could've handled this quietly, but you made it public and damaged the reputation of your seniors in the field. What do you say to that?"
      —were nothing more than a pack of wolves, not after truth, but shamelessly tossing out any question, no matter how unfounded, just to suck up views with sensational headlines.
      So, just by showing up to explain himself, Lee Youngcheol thought Kim Dojun had already fallen for their tricks and felt sorry for him.
      "So what."
      "?"
      "Did anyone force them?"
      "???"
      Hearing that, Lee Youngcheol couldn't help but gape.
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      Did anyone force you? (2)
      Just as Lee Youngcheol said, most of the reporters gathered at Kim Dojun's press conference were like a pack of jackals prowling for sensational stories.
      As expected, Kim Hyungjun, the reporter who asked that ridiculous question a moment ago, was one of those who had taken bribes from Go-gun Group. 
      He was determined to catch Kim Dojun in some way and write an article to drag him down.
      That was, after all, why Go-gun Group had paid him so much in bribes.
      'If I satisfy this client this time, they'll come back to me next time too.'
      With that thought in mind, Kim Hyungjun came prepared with absurd, provocative questions.
      'Even if Kim Dojun handles it better than I expect...'
      He smirked.
      'It doesn't matter.'
      Kim Hyungjun truly didn't care.
      Even if Kim Dojun managed to handle this press conference well, from the moment Kim Dojun showed up at the venue and started talking, the knife was already in Kim Hyungjun's hands.
      What if Kim Dojun responds well?
      He would just make something up.
      Even if there was absolutely nothing to criticize?
      He would fabricate something just the same.
      Of course, the resulting article would be a piece of trash, a tabloid full of loosely strung-together fragments of what Kim Dojun said, but that didn't matter much to Kim Hyungjun.
      What was important to him was the money, not the article, and Go-gun Group had paid him more than enough.
      However—
      "No, I'm asking, did anyone actually threaten them with a knife?"
      Kim Hyungjun hadn't anticipated this situation.
      "Well, still—"
      "Still what? I responded to someone who came after me for money, paid to beat me up. What's so wrong about that that you keep nagging?"
      "Then, Kim Dojun, do you feel no guilt for having used excessive violence?"
      "Shouldn't the guilt belong to those bastards? They ganged up on a single student!"
      "Even so—"
      "And, damn it, if some veterans in the field get their asses handed to them by a student, they should feel ashamed and take some time for self-reflection instead of boasting about how they got beat up. Isn't that outright comical?"
      "That kind of statement sounds extremely insulting—"
      "Insulting, my ass. Then what would you do, reporter, if you're just living your life and suddenly a robber breaks into your house swinging a knife around? Are you telling me to just stand there and do nothing? Just get yourself beaten to death, then."
      "That's a bit of a strange analogy—"
      "So what?"
      "?"
      Kim Dojun continued, looking at Kim Hyungjun, whose face had gone blank after the rapid exchange.
      "And let's try not to make it so obvious you're being paid off by Go-gun Group. You're so desperate for it."
      "... You're making some extremely careless remarks. Are you sure you can take responsibility for this?"
      At those words, Kim Hyungjun scowled, openly showing his displeasure.
      "Like I care?"
      "?"
      "I said, like I care."
      "..."
      The reporters were stunned by Kim Dojun's brash attitude—something unimaginable at a press conference.
      Among them, the first to recover his senses was Kim Hyungjun. While he felt anger at Kim Dojun's words, he also couldn't help but smirk inwardly.
      'This brat really doesn't know how the world works yet.'
      Of course, Kim Dojun's words were correct.
      But there was one problem—his speech and manners were extremely rough.
      Instead of giving a polite answer, Kim Dojun had started cursing at the reporter, and sooner or later, that kind of ignorance would tighten the noose around his own neck.
      With those thoughts, Kim Hyungjun looked at Kim Dojun, thinking now he'd have to pay the price, as the sound of typewriters grew louder from either side.
      But Kim Dojun—
      "And."
      Met Kim Hyungjun's stare and spoke clearly.
      "You're the one who has to take responsibility."
      With those words, Kim Dojun turned to face forward and glanced around at the reporters.
      Clap!
      He suddenly clapped his hands loudly, drawing the attention of the reporters who had been busy typing away.
      Tak-tak-tak-tak-!
      Yet, even as they turned their attention to Kim Dojun, many continued typing without pause.
      Seeing this, Kim Dojun suddenly stretched out his hand and spread his middle and index fingers.
      "All right, everyone~ pick what you're curious about."
      Then—
      "One, a story about how Go-gun Group supplied unidentified spiritual tools to criminals affiliated with the Pantheon multiple times."
      "The other, a story about how Go-gun Group manipulated public opinion by paying off reporters through a ghost company called Cheongseong Trading."
      Relaxing one finger after the other, Kim Dojun finished his statement.
      "Which do you want to hear about?"
      Tak—tak!... Tak......
      The sound of typewriters rapidly diminished.
      "Oh, come to think of it, I have several stories about our Go-gun Group chairman too."
      With all eyes now on him, Kim Dojun twisted his lips upward in a smirk.
      "Go on, choose."
      ####
      The press conference caused a stir in public opinion.
      No, calling it a stir would be an understatement—the entire industry was in an uproar.
      The fact that Kim Dojun had cursed and acted cocky in front of reporters at the scene? 
      That was so minor it wasn't even worth reporting to the jackals chasing after headlines. 
      What truly caused shockwaves was the story Kim Dojun revealed about Go-gun Group.
      A day later, the story grew even bigger.
      That was because evidence began to emerge, bit by bit, proving that what Kim Dojun had brought up at the press conference wasn't a lie.
      So then, how had Kim Dojun known about Go-gun Group's dirty secrets?
      In truth, the reason was incredibly simple: he'd seen it while playing the game.
      'That bastard who always showed up to cause trouble was damned annoying in the game, but now he's finally useful.'
      The character Go Seung-jun from Sorcery Killing Technique was entangled with the player as an enemy until the end of act one.
      As a result, while taking down Go Seung-jun, Players naturally encountered information that established just how corrupt Go-gun Group was, and those settings were now Kim Dojun's powerful weapon.
      While pleased with that, Kim Dojun still found himself surprised.
      'Still, I didn't think things would blow up this badly.'
      He hadn't expected it to get this far.
      Go-gun Group was a giant, well-known not only domestically but internationally, so Kim Dojun assumed they'd act fast to contain the fallout once he revealed those stories.
      Whether erasing evidence or simply denying everything.
      He had another ace up his sleeve just in case, but he didn't even have to use it—Go-gun Group was now in a completely rocky state.
      'Guess the country is actually doing its job for once.'
      The reason Go-gun Group ended up like this?
      It was because of the government.
      Kim Dojun didn't know all the details, but he learned that Go-gun Group had used the excuse of relocating their headquarters to extort all kinds of concessions from the government, even threatening them at times, and had schemed to flee once there was nothing left to squeeze.
      Right at that moment, Kim Dojun exposed Go-gun Group's filth, and the government—having suffered enough—pounced, combing through every piece of evidence and hitting Go-gun Group hard.
      Thanks to that, Go-gun Group was burning up even more.
      "Mmm~ Sweet."
      Just as Kim Dojun was sipping his drink while watching the giant conglomerate take a beating—
      On the top floor of Go-gun Group's headquarters in Yeouido—
      Crack!
      "Ugh!"
      Go Seung-jun, Go-gun Group's heir, was struck by an ashtray hurled by his father, Go Guncheon, the chairman of the company.
      Thunk—Thunk!
      Even as blood trickled from his head, Go Seung-jun just shivered in fear.
      Go Guncheon looked at him with utter contempt.
      "You idiotic bastard."
      With a look of pure disgust, he glared at Go Seung-jun.
      "You went and sold out the company's secrets just to save yourself!?"
      "F-Father, I really didn't... say anything related to the company..."
      "Shut up, you little shit! Say another word and I'll rip your mouth open! And—if it wasn't you, then how the hell did that punk know anything about us!?"
      "..."
      Go Seung-jun fell silent at Go Guncheon's words.
      Everything his father said made sense.
      If he hadn't said anything, there was no way Kim Dojun could have known about those dirty secrets.
      Still, Go Seung-jun felt truly wronged.
      He had never actually shared anything about the company with Kim Dojun!
      'Seriously, how the hell...!'
      Deep inside, his resentment towards Kim Dojun and his own aggravation welled up, but knowing that saying anything now would only make his father angrier, he kept his mouth shut.
      Go Guncheon, looking down on his son, said in disgust,
      "Get lost, and don't dare show your face to me for at least six months!"
      "... Understood."
      After banishing his son, Go Guncheon clutched his head as if in pain.
      "Manager Lee."
      "Yes, sir."
      "You said his name was Kim Dojun?"
      "That's right."
      "Bring Kim Dojun to me. As politely as possible."
      Saying that, he closed his eyes.
      Meanwhile, having been driven out by his father, Go Seung-jun muttered under his breath,
      "Kim Dojuuun...!!!"
      His bloodshot eyes wide open, he repeated the name.
      ####
      As expected, it wasn't long after the media firestorm that Kim Dojun received a summons from Go-gun Group's Go Guncheon.
      "I'll escort you comfortably."
      Staring at the man who introduced himself as Go Guncheon's secretary and bowed politely, Kim Dojun said,
      "There's no need to meet. Just give me a phone number."
      "The chairman strongly wishes to meet you in person, Mr. Kim Dojun."
      "I don't want to."
      "...."
      Despite the refusal, the secretary maintained a pleasant smile, showing no sign of inconvenience.
      Kim Dojun, secretly admiring the perfect facial composure, spoke again.
      "I think I roughly understand what the chairman is worried about, so pass on this message: as long as he doesn't mess with me, I don't plan on doing anything."
      Well, my existence alone must be plenty uncomfortable, he added.
      "And anyway, I'll probably visit soon since I'll need to ask for a favor after the semester ends."
      With that, he sent the secretary away.
      'There's nothing to squeeze out of Go-gun Group until after finals anyway. And it's a waste of time to keep badgering them for now.'
      He had already gotten several times his due, so Kim Dojun was satisfied.
      'Damn~ If that's not a sage, I don't know what is.'
      Imagining Shin Se-yeon laughing in disbelief if she heard those thoughts, he turned his attention to the tasks he needed to complete before the end of term.
      Thirty minutes later—
      "Today, I really am going to use the gun."
      "... Are you really going to shoot?"
      "Didn't I tell you? If you want to kill your dad, you need to be able to dodge a bullet with your astrology skills."
      Shin Se-yeon wore a complicated, worried expression as Kim Dojun spoke, but eventually nodded in reluctant agreement.
      Seeing her like that, Kim Dojun nodded back with a satisfied grin.
      "Don't worry, would I ever actually kill you?"
      "... Right?"
      "I mean, the bullet could kill you, but not me."
      "???"
      "Anyway, just don't worry."
      "......."
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      I'll spare you (1)
      There was only one reason he wanted to train with the gun that Shin Se-yeon despised.
      'The moment that made Shin Se-yeon certain she could kill her father was when she realized she could dodge bullets herself.'
      Of course, Kim Dojun never knew why simply dodging bullets made Shin Se-yeon confident enough to think she could kill Shin Cheon-gyun.
      After all, the in-game settings never dealt with such details.
      But even so, Kim Dojun wasn't actually curious about that.
      Whether it was like this or that made no difference to him.
      All that truly mattered from Kim Dojun's perspective was that Shin Se-yeon gained conviction, so he eagerly picked up the gun and aimed it at her.
      "Let's begin."
      As soon as Kim Dojun pointed the gun at her, Shin Se-yeon nodded stiffly.
      "Wait."
      "What?"
      "No, um, is this place really okay?"
      "What do you mean?"
      "The location, for instance. Won't it be loud?"
      "That's why I went to the trouble of getting a pass so we could come to Manjang Mountain."
      "Even so, if the sound echoes, there's a chance people could come looking."
      Shin Se-yeon anxiously darted her eyes around as she spoke.
      "Don't worry, I added a suppressor."
      At Kim Dojun's words, she closed her mouth for a moment. However, Shin Se-yeon quickly put on an awkward smile, flailing her hands in agitation as she continued.
      "I heard suppressors don't silence the shots as much as in the movies. Shouldn't we get ready first or something before starting?"
      Shin Se-yeon's entire demeanor screamed, 'I really, really don't want to do this.'
      "Yeah! Actually, wouldn't it be much better to just use a shooting range some other—"
      Seeing that, Kim Dojun, holding the gun,—
      Bang!
      "...?"
      He pulled the trigger.
      The bullet grazed her ear, passed through a lock of her hair, and stuck into the tree behind her.
      As Shin Se-yeon froze at the sudden event, Kim Dojun shrugged and said,
      "Oops, my mistake."
      "Mistake...?"
      "I was supposed to aim for your head."
      "???"
      "Don't worry, I'll aim for your head next time."
      "You crazy bastard! I said stop!!!"
      "Fine."
      "Then why aren't you putting the gun down!"
      "I want to stop, but my arm won't listen to me."
      Bang!
      "Kyaaaah! You insane jerk!!!"
      "It seems a spiritual entity has possessed my body."
      Bang!
      "Don't recite textbook lines at me!"
      Shin Se-yeon yelled.
      But Kim Dojun just kept firing, and the training session officially began with the terrified Shin Se-yeon dodging the flying bullets.
      About ten minutes later—
      "Look at that."
      "Haah... Haah... You... son of a...!"
      Shin Se-yeon was sprawled out on the ground, completely exhausted, far more so than when dodging stones.
      She looked as though she had truly spent every bit of her energy, slumped over the ground.
      Seeing her like that, Kim Dojun grinned.
      "We succeeded."
      "Succeeded in what?!"
      "Today, you managed to dodge a whopping 130 bullets—of the very bullets you're so afraid of."
      To be exact, Shin Se-yeon had dodged about 50. The other 80 had been fired by Kim Dojun deliberately to places where she wouldn't get hurt.
      'If I kept shooting in the name of fast training and she actually got hurt because the protective sorcery was pierced, it would be a huge setback...'
      But now was the right time to instill confidence in Shin Se-yeon, just as he had done with Han Soyeon, so Kim Dojun didn't mention this.
      'After all, for the final 50 shots, I targeted her exactly and she dodged every single one.'
      That was enough to perfectly fulfill the trigger for Shin Se-yeon to gain the confidence to attack Shin Cheon-gyun.
      "In other words, your astrology has already entered a whole new level."
      Breathing hard, Shin Se-yeon glared at him with a scowling face and retorted,
      "Wasn't it only about 50 bullets that I dodged?"
      "?"
      "You were deliberately aiming elsewhere, weren't you?"
      "..."
      Kim Dojun paused.
      'She figured it out.'
      Given the nature of astrology, it was natural that she'd notice, so he had to laugh.
      "If you noticed even that much, doesn't it mean you've practically reached the realm of a truly unique sorcery?"
      "Not quite that far."
      "No, you have. Who else uses astrology the way you do?"
      Shin Se-yeon didn't answer.
      Because he was right.
      Fundamentally, there were no sorcerers who used astrology for combat.
      It simply wasn't a sorcery made for battle.
      "... That's true."
      "Be proud. Right now, you're the only person who can utilize astrology in combat like this."
      Seeing her agree, Kim Dojun smiled and added,
      "Now, it seems you're more or less ready."
      "... Ready?"
      "I mean, to kill your father, Shin Cheon-gyun."
      "...!"
      With that, he looked her squarely in the eyes.
      ####
      The day after Shin Se-yeon dodged the bullets.
      With about a week left until the end of term, Kim Dojun took a moment to organize his situation.
      'The spiritual tools I've acquired so far: 9 in total.'
      Nameless One's Necklace. 
      Interpreter's Ring. 
      Nameless One's Protective Ring. 
      Honor Student Haram's Pen. 
      Ghost Liquor Bottle. 
      Fragment of One Without Spiritual Power. 
      Unity. 
      Seasoned One's Brooch. 
      Special Antidote. 
      Eccentric Immortal's Scorpion Mask.
      Looking at the notebook where he'd listed the spiritual tools he acquired, Kim Dojun spun his pen, feeling a bit surprised.
      'That's a lot, actually.'
      Of course, he had already given the Seasoned One's Brooch to Shin Se-yeon to boost her astrology, and the Special Antidote didn't really count, but even without those, he had gathered quite a few.
      'Besides, some are still extremely useful to me now... At this point, the important thing is "Fragment of One Without Spiritual Power" and 'Unity'.'
      Fragment of One Without Spiritual Power and Unity.
      Both were spiritual tools from Salvation Society, but for now, neither was of great help to him.
      The Fragment of One Without Spiritual Power clearly required all three pieces to be gathered, and Unity was meant to combine two sorceries.
      'But once I complete these two tools by collecting what's needed, they'll be tremendously helpful.'
      So Kim Dojun set a higher priority on completing these two spiritual tools than the others.
      'Alright, that's enough for spiritual tool inventory... Next, scenario progress.'
      The next item to tidy up was progress.
      In fact, things were pretty straightforward right now.
      'With Shin Se-yeon, getting her to dodge bullets fulfilled the trigger, and for Han Soyeon, it's just a matter of time before I do the same. Dan's is already underway as well.'
      Among the bosses he had contacted, only Tia's scenario hadn't advanced much.
      'But I've already dealt with 'Gatura of Salvation', and Shin Se-yeon and Han Soyeon are almost done, Dan's will be wrapped up soon... In theory, that's about 40% cleared.'
      With his miracle logic of turning 10% progress into 40%, the positivity king, Kim Dojun, couldn't help but smile in delight.
      'With Shin Se-yeon's matter settled, it's time to spend some regular time with Han Soyeon.'
      With that thought, he finished his review and, as the appointment time drew near, headed down the promenade.
      "You're here." 
      [Hello, master!]
      As he reached the promenade, he soon met Dan. Raising the scorpion mask as if it was the most natural thing in the world, Kim Dojun greeted him.
      "Is today's intel solid?"
      "It's solid. Looks like they've kept this one very hush-hush. I even paid a hefty price." 
      [I checked too! Didn't I do well!?]
      "Good job."
      Kim Dojun nodded to Tam, who subtly poked its face out from the shadows, and put the scorpion mask on.
      "Well, let's get going."
      He immediately headed for Pantheon to participate in the clandestine meeting of the external zone organizations that was on his agenda today.
      Guided by Dan's information, Kim Dojun and Dan wove through the twisted external zone of Pantheon.
      "Found it."
      They located the underground meeting room, where the meeting seemed to be well under way.
      ####
      In Pantheon's external zone underground meeting room, more than forty people had gathered.
      They were all bosses of organizations based in the external zone, and the purpose was to discuss the incident of the Scorpion Mask and Twisted Evil.
      But, naturally—
      "So what are we going to do? I'm asking you!"
      "Just listen, you dumbass. I've been saying it: anyone can see we have to side with Scorpion Mask!"
      "Are you crazy?! What if things go south after following some nobody with zero credibility?"
      "Then why don't you keep sitting there and get your head smashed in by Scorpion Mask like those other losers?"
      "What, trying to act tough, huh? Want me to rearrange your face too? I'll rip it off!"
      "Just try it, bastard."
      "All of you, shut the hell up—we shouldn't be fighting each other at a time like this!"
      "Look who's pretending to be a mediator, that fat pig."
      "What did you say? Pig? You skinny little—"
      The meeting got nowhere.
      In fact, at a certain point, it was more a brawl than a meeting, with everyone snapping at one another.
      But their commotion was cut short—
      Bang!
      "Gah!"
      With a resounding clang of thick iron doors, a bloodied guard was hurled into the room.
      And then—
      "Nice to meet you, everyone."
      The bosses gathered in the meeting room looked up to see Scorpion Mask and a man casually stride in.
      "..."
      The room fell silent in an instant.
      Surveying the mood of the room as if he was thoroughly satisfied, Scorpion Mask—no, Kim Dojun—spoke.
      "Well, you've all heard what's going on, so let's cut the small talk. If you want to become my ally, raise your hand now."
      He swept his gaze across the silent crowd and continued,
      "Of course, I'm not going to threaten you with a knife to make you join me, so whether you do or not is entirely up to you."
      "... If we refuse, will you let us go?" one boss asked.
      Kim Dojun replied,
      "Naturally, I'll let you leave."
      "Really?"
      "Yes, I'll let you go."
      "What do you mean, 'let us go'?"
      "I'll let you go in the form of a corpse."
      "..."
      "In any case, you'll be leaving, right?"
      With a perfectly straight face, Kim Dojun voiced this madness, and the bosses stared at him in disbelief.
      They wondered—Is this guy actually insane?—as they nervously eyed Kim Dojun.
      Then—
      "Ah."
      As if recalling something, Kim Dojun gave a small sigh and said,
      "I misspoke."
      "?"
      "There might not be a head left."
      "???"
      "I haven't been good at moderating my strength lately, so if that happens, you'll leave with just the body, no head."
      "..."
      "Oh."
      "...?"
      "If I really overdo it, maybe not even the upper body... In that case, I'll make sure at least the lower half gets sent out."
      "......"
      "Oh, actually, now that I think about it, maybe not even the lower half—"
      As he trailed off, the bosses in the room, one by one, quickly raised their hands, and Kim Dojun smiled.
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      "It feels good—seems like everyone wants to be my ally."
      Wearing the Scorpion Mask mask and nodding with a voice full of satisfaction, Kim Dojun's appearance made every boss in the room look at him as if he were a madman.
      "...."
      Even Dan, who was watching quietly from behind, wore an extremely ambiguous expression, but Kim Dojun didn't seem to care about such stares at all as he continued speaking.
      "Alright then, before I accept you all as my allies, let me say just one thing."
      "...."
      "I hate weaklings."
      When Kim Dojun's thick, altered voice echoed throughout the room, the bosses just shot him a look that basically said, 'So what?'
      Looking around at them for a moment, he continued.
      "Therefore, I have absolutely no intention of accepting weaklings as my allies."
      "... So, what are you getting at?"
      "Good, that's a great question."
      After hearing the sullen query from a boss in the meeting hall, Kim Dojun nodded and spoke.
      "I'm thinking of conducting a test—right now. Whether or not you're qualified to be my allies. But as you know, it's not easy to evaluate strength."
      "...."
      "It's not easy to prepare anything on the spot, and I'm too lazy to check each one of you individually. So, I'll be conducting a test that we can do right here and now."
      "If you take this test, it immediately becomes clear who the strong ones are."
      Looking at the bosses, who were now staring intently at him, Kim Dojun announced,
      "Alright, you get the idea, right? From now on, kill each other."
      He spouted such madness as if it was the most natural thing in the world.
      "...."
      The conference hall instantly fell silent.
      "Do you really think that makes any sense?"
      Triggered by one person's voice, murmurs began to spread throughout the room, but Kim Dojun simply nodded a few times as if he expected it and said,
      "You, who just asked, come out here."
      After a brief hesitation, a man covered in tattoos stepped forward, his face practically shouting 'I have a complaint.'
      A mixture of fear and confidence appeared on his face.
      The fear stemmed from the reputation for strength that the Scorpion Mask had.
      The confidence came from his sorcery abilities—simply put, his power.
      The tattooed man was confident in his own sorcery.
      No, to be precise, he trusted his unique sorcery—the "Reflect"—the one that allowed him to establish himself as a boss in the first place.
      But then—
      Boom!
      The next moment, the tattooed man, who relied on his sorcery as he stepped forward to face Kim Dojun, found his head embedded in the ceiling.
      "?"
      The bosses all stared up at the man stuck in the ceiling, their faces a picture of bewilderment.
      Some of them even knew firsthand about his unique sorcery, "Reflect," and were dumbfounded.
      But for Kim Dojun, "Reflect" was naturally useless.
      The tattooed man's "Reflect" could only reflect sorcery—not physical force.
      That's why his "Reflect" was completely useless against Kim Dojun.
      "Does anyone else want to become a ceiling light fixture?"
      Kim Dojun pointed at the man dangling from the ceiling and said,
      "
      "..."
      "
      The bosses in the meeting hall, who had been silently staring at him, looked at each other, saying nothing.
      "Damn it, this is just the chance I needed. I never liked you anyway!"
      "Argh! You bastard!!"
      "Die, you son of a...!!"
      And then, as Kim Dojun instructed, they began to attack each other.
      Furniture in the meeting hall was shattered, and the place quickly descended into utter chaos.
      Watching this, Kim Dojun commented,
      "Alright, keep going until there's only one left."
      He calmly watched the fight among the bosses.
      Some time later—
      "Huff, huff...."
      "Congratulations. Passed."
      Kim Dojun spoke to the only boss left alive.
      "S-So does that mean I get to live?"
      "Of course. I never lie."
      Watching the boss sigh in relief at his words, Kim Dojun added,
      "Still, you need a safety measure."
      "... Sorry? Safety measure?"
      As the dazed boss stood there,
      "You can't betray me, can you?"
      "R-right?"
      "So I'll make sure you won't be able to."
      "Wai—"
      Bam!
      "Ack!"
      With a single punch from Kim Dojun, the boss went straight through the ceiling.
      Watching the upper and lower halves of the boss's body sway as he stuck out of the ceiling, Kim Dojun added,
      "If I send you to the sky in advance, you won't be able to betray me."
      "...."
      Watching this from the side, Dan barely managed to stifle the words, 'You just killed him, you crazy bastard,' that were about to escape his throat, and managed to ask,
      "... So, in the end, why did you do this?"
      "What do you mean?"
      "I mean, if you were just going to kill everyone anyway, why bother coming into the meeting hall and complicating things like this? You could've just killed them all at once."
      "I couldn't kill you."
      "?"
      "I can't exactly hang you from the ceiling, can I?"
      "???"
      Watching Dan's face, which seemed to seriously wonder if she should bolt, Kim Dojun smirked.
      "Just kidding."
      "... You're kidding, right?"
      "Yeah."
      "Phew...."
      "Probably."
      "...."
      Dan smacked her lips in annoyance and spoke again.
      "It's not that I'm curious why you do these things. It's just, you usually use simpler methods to wipe them out, so I was wondering. For example, if you'd just collapsed this building from the start, you could have taken care of everyone in one go."
      "That would definitely be easier."
      Indeed, if Kim Dojun had decided to wipe out the bosses as soon as he learned the location of this meeting hall, he could have simply collapsed the ceiling.
      Everyone inside the building would've died.
      In fact, hadn't he had his share of fun destroying buildings more than once?
      Yet, despite knowing this, Kim Dojun had refrained from doing so.
      "The guys in the outer zone—they're idiots."
      "They're idiots?"
      "If I'd just collapsed the ceiling and killed everyone, the people here would've known it was me, but these guys are just bosses, not everyone in the entire organization. The rest would've seen an opportunity, put another boss in charge, and the group would continue."
      "... That's true, I suppose."
      "But if I do it this way?"
      "...."
      "Cleaning up that mess will fall to those outer zone guys, and as they clean, rumors will naturally spread."
      "So instead of just crushing them, you're making it blatantly obvious what happens to bosses, by putting it on display."
      "That's right. Sure, some will still try, but those with a bit of common sense will tuck their tails and run. I bet a lot will disappear. Plus, those who mindlessly keep the organization going out of loyalty to Twisted Evil will probably start to change their minds too."
      As Kim Dojun finished his explanation with a grin, Dan commented,
      "You really are, surprisingly enough, amazing."
      "What?"
      "At times like this, I'm not sure if it's because you're clever, evil—no, normal, or what."
      "I could make your brain worse, if you want?"
      "... Let's just go."
      Watching Kim Dojun raise his fist, Dan walked away quickly.
      ####
      Several days later, with only a few days left until the end of the term—
      ----
      Title: The outer zone is pure hell right now.
      Author: Anonymous088
      Everyone, don't even visit Pantheon right now. Since the Scorpion Mask passed by last time, the arena is gone, the gambling house and the black market were blown up—there's no reason to go, but if you do, don't. Go later.
      Right now, all the groups in the outer zone are dead, so it's actually super calm, but Twisted Evil members from the middle zone have come and are enforcing super strict street control.
      Plus, recently, besides Scorpion Mask, there's suddenly a murderer who's going around killing only Twisted Evil members, making the situation even uglier.
      Seriously, don't go!
      ----
      18 comments
      Anonymous112: Whoa, for it to be like that—scary. I think I'll just stay put for a while. My work takes me to Pantheon, but given the situation...
      ㄴAnonymous088: Seriously, don't go ㅠㅠ It's dangerous as hell.
      Anonymous1111: I currently live in Pantheon ㅠㅠ It's in the middle zone, but even here the atmosphere's rough. Plus, as written, there's a maniac serial killer who only kills Twisted Evil members, making things worse. I used to sell on the street, but I quit ㅠㅠ
      ㄴAnonymous1891: I saw on the inhuman message board that the Twisted Evil killer is making a big stir—it must be chaos. I need to go sell myself...
      ㄴAnonymous1111: It's utter mayhem. I heard from a friend in the middle zone that more than ten Twisted Evil members have already been killed, and Twisted Evil is super sensitive since these are middle zone members, not from the outer zone.
      ㄴAnonymous1891: Sheesh... I better be careful. Thanks for the info. Be careful selling your goods!
      ㄴAnonymous1111: 1891, with the arena gone, you probably don't have anywhere to sell either... Good luck.
      ..........
      ......
      ...
      .
      ----
      "Unbelievable."
      Kim Dojun couldn't help but chuckle as he read the polite conversation between drug dealers and slave traders, and he could easily grasp the situation inside Pantheon—a situation that went exactly as expected.
      But with one exception.
      'Twisted Evil Killer? Who's that supposed to be?'
      Apparently, there was now a "Twisted Evil Killer" going around killing members of Twisted Evil.
      Not members of the new, disorganized outer-zone gangs that had sprung up after Kim Dojun's purge, but members from the middle zone.
      'Well, since they're all middle zone dispatches, they shouldn't be that strong.'
      But what mattered more to Kim Dojun was the "Twisted Evil Killer" themselves.
      'Were there characters like this?'
      Kim Dojun tried to remember the details from Sorcery Killing Technique, but shook his head.
      'No, there weren't.'
      He even checked his old setting notes, compiled just in case he ever forgot something—but there was no mention of such a person anywhere, even in the game.
      After some thought, he concluded,
      'Doesn't matter.'
      After all, this "Twisted Evil Killer" wasn't causing any harm to Kim Dojun himself. On the contrary, by reducing the number of Twisted Evil members, this mysterious killer was actually doing Kim Dojun a favor.
      'If they keep rampaging like this, it'll make my next plans even easier.'
      With his thoughts settled, Kim Dojun closed his computer and stood up.
      He thought about building his friendship with Tia in "Lantialvaal," but today he was more inclined to meet Han Soyeon, so he picked up his smartphone.
      Just when Kim Dojun was fiddling with his phone—
      In the basement of the Korean Sorcery Association—a place known as the shadows of the Association—
      "... So you've arrived."
      "It's been a while, chairman."
      "You haven't changed at all."
      "Now, shall we get down to business?"
      The 'Sorcerer Murderer' began their conversation with them.
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      Jin Tae-shik was shocked.
      The reason was because he recognized who the people standing in front of the chairman were.
      "... So what we're supposed to do is, when Han Soyeon comes here for the upcoming Divine Descent ritual, we incapacitate her so she can be manipulated at will. And bring that guy, Kim Dojun, here, right?"
      "That's right."
      "Well, doesn't sound all that difficult."
      "Even if your opponents are just students, you'd better be careful. That Kim Dojun kid is the disciple of Explosion God, you know."
      Although Chairman Ji Seung-gon tried to warn with those words, the sorcerer killer spoke lightly, as if it was no big deal.
      "Explosion God, Explosion God... Haven't heard that name in quite a while."
      If anything, the mention of "disciple of Explosion God" made the sorcerer killer smirk and mumble to himself, then look at the chairman and respond.
      "Don't worry too much, no matter whose disciple he is, he won't be able to beat me. You know my sorcery too, right? Besides—"
      The sorcerer killer pointed at the men behind him, each wearing a different robe.
      "—Even if I don't go myself, things will be taken care of thoroughly enough by my colleagues here, so don't worry. Especially if your opponent is Explosion God's disciple and uses Thunder God Art, all the more so."
      After finishing his statement, the sorcerer killer stood up from his seat.
      "Well, I've heard all I need, so I'll go ahead and put the plan into action. Still, I'd appreciate if you've prepared some route for infiltrating the Sorcery Institute?"
      "Don't worry, I've already taken care of it."
      "That's some thorough preparation; maybe that's why you became chairman."
      Well then, let's see each other again tomorrow. Leaving those words behind, the sorcerer killer headed for the exit but, seemingly remembering something, turned back.
      "Oh, you know about the payment, right?"
      "Of course. Once the great task is accomplished, you'll be compensated properly."
      "Good."
      Only after hearing the chairman's reply did he finally leave.
      Jin Tae-shik, who had been observing, turned to the chairman and spoke.
      "Will you be alright with this?"
      "What do you mean?"
      "I mean those people."
      Of course, Jin Tae-shik was aware of "their" existence.
      Those who operate in dark places, places deeper even than the Temple of All Spirits, plotting something in secret.
      But he only knew of their existence; he had never known the actual identities of those within the group, so seeing the people who visited the chairman today had left him surprised.
      Not only the sorcerer killer, but the two sorcerers behind him were both classified as first-class criminals by the current Sorcerer's Association.
      However, the chairman responded to Jin Tae-shik's worried words nonchalantly.
      "Don't worry. They aren't going to betray us."
      "... Is that so?"
      "There's, if not a complete overlap, at least some alignment of interests between them and us."
      Chairman's words.
      Jin Tae-shik already knew this, but due to the nature of their counterparts, he wanted extra reassurance.
      After all, it wasn't the chairman but Jin Tae-shik himself who had kept in regular contact with them, even if he didn't know the full roster.
      "So don't worry. We're just receiving their help. We receive help, pay the price they demand. So both sides can win."
      As the chairman wrapped up,
      "So let's focus on our own preparations; the preparations for the ritual... and make sure we're ready for them to bring Han Soyeon and Kim Dojun here without a hitch."
      He looked directly at Jin Tae-shik.
      "Understood. I'll make preparations at once."
      With a respectful bow, Jin Tae-shik quietly exited the underground chamber.
      Now alone, the chairman of the Sorcerer's Association, Ji Seung-gon,
      "..."
      Lowered his gaze to his own hand.
      Unlike his youth, his hand was now wrinkled with age.
      Staring at his hand for a while, Ji Seung-gon muttered inwardly:
      'Just a little longer now, and the great task I've awaited will finally begin. Just a little longer...!'
      Twisting his face with greed, he smiled.
      ####
      Avalanche's hideout in the province of Naples, Italy.
      Within that, the office of Tia, the boss, decorated in a classic and antique interior style.
      "... Over the last month, we dealt with thirty-two Scarab groups, and even when you weren't moving, we cleaned up about five more within the organization. However, we couldn't find any information about 18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan."
      Listening to Diego's report, who had removed his half-gloves, Tia scowled.
      "Not even a single clue?"
      "No."
      "Not even a speck?"
      "That's right."
      "Haaa."
      As if stressed out by Diego's words, she pressed her fingers to her forehead.
      'Her emotions have gotten much more varied lately.'
      Watching her, Diego collected his thoughts and refocused on her next words.
      "What about the list of enemies mentioned at the busted locations?"
      "We did get it, but they're all places we've already taken care of, or the word got out that we've been attacking Scarab, so they all went into hiding."
      "Track those bastards down and take care of them all."
      "Understood. Ah, also, I have a few more items to report."
      "What is it now?"
      "It's a report concerning Cargo-Nord and Alba-ce."
      "... Those bastards, are they holding out on payments again?"
      Tia thought of those two companies.
      Cargo-Nord and Alba-ce.
      Major distribution companies currently active in the Naples province.
      Though Tia didn't like them—despite being under Avalanche's protection, they arrogantly balanced between the government for better protection rates.
      'If they were any smaller, I'd have crushed them ages ago.'
      But their size made it more troublesome, and the protection money was at least lucrative—so she let them act out. Now, hearing their names, Tia scowled, anticipating more hassle.
      "No, on the contrary, both paid their protection fees for this month exceptionally well—with interest, even."
      "... What? Why?"
      She looked baffled. Diego explained further:
      "It seems the Scarab kept causing trouble in the wholesale market. They asked the government for help but only got extorted, but since we got rid of the Scarab, things are much easier now."
      "Huh?"
      "It wasn't our original intention, but cracking down on the Scarab turned out to be a positive for them."
      "... Really?"
      Though Tia didn't look thrilled, she simply nodded and dismissed Diego, thinking about the minor upside that came as a side effect of hunting 18yoHighSchoolGirl-chan.
      'Still, I'm not about to forgive that bastard.'
      Tia hardened her expression as she thought of her.
      'Looks like I'm going to have to gather as much information as possible from within the game.'
      She resolved herself.
      ####
      "You know, when a person is underwater and can't breathe, they start to suffer,"
      "...."
      After nearly a week, Kim Dojun met Han Soyeon again and was listening to her various stories.
      "Of course, if you're not careful and go over a minute, you can suffocate, so you have to be careful."
      ... Truly, various stories.
      "I see...."
      Every time he talked to Han Soyeon, Kim Dojun found himself reassessing the personalities of the future bosses.
      'Honestly, not dying would be more painful for those kids.'
      He started to feel sorry for Han Soyeon's victims.
      'Not that they don't deserve it.'
      Kim Dojun, who believed those who cause trouble should take their punishment, figured those bullies who harassed Han Soyeon for years deserved whatever happened to them. Still, curiosity made him ask,
      "So, are you still bullying those guys these days?"
      "Of course~ Just yesterday I played PikXchu with them."
      "PikXchu...? Game?"
      Seeing Kim Dojun's puzzled expression, Han Soyeon nodded and explained.
      "I stuck electrodes on their thighs and ran electricity through them."
      "That's... how is that PikXchu?"
      "Because electricity flowed. It was actually pretty fun."
      Kim Dojun couldn't help but gape, thinking, is she seriously crazy?
      "Next, I'm thinking of trying CatXfish."
      "What's that?"
      "Dunking their heads in a lake until they drink water."
      "There's an actual term for that; it's called water torture."
      "For CatXfish, you have to spray water from your mouth."
      "... Wut?"
      "Why?"
      "Is that what you were researching?"
      "Yeah?"
      "I see... Out of curiosity, none of them died from this, right?"
      "Huh?"
      "... I mean, the ones you've been tormenting."
      'From what I've heard, it'd be strange if they weren't dead already.'
      Thinking of all that Han Soyeon had done to them, they should be dead from exhaustion, so he asked, and Han Soyeon calmly replied.
      "Of course they're fine. When I do experiments, I use other people."
      "... Wut?"
      "Oh, don't worry—they're just unwanted guests."
      "You didn't kill them, right?"
      "Of course not!"
      What on earth is she up to? thought Kim Dojun, but he refrained from voicing it.
      "... Well, leaving the unwanted guests aside, don't you think it's about time to deal with the others?"
      "You mean kill them?"
      "Considering what they did to you, I think that's fair."
      He started planting the idea in Han Soyeon's head again.
      'Well, I'm not expecting her to do it immediately, but I'd like it done early next semester...'
      Recalling the Shin Se-yeon episode expected after the end of semester, Kim Dojun commented,
      "Still, it'd be a bit of a waste to just kill them all at once."
      "I'm not saying you have to do it now."
      Kim Dojun gently began to persuade her.
      After a little while—
      "... From what you're saying, maybe it is time. I'm not trash like those guys. I'll let them go peacefully."
      "... Well, killing them would probably make them peaceful."
      Kim Dojun, recalling all her stories, replied.
      "Alright, then, I'll start letting them go soon."
      At her response, he couldn't resist a small fist pump.
      Having convinced Han Soyeon meant that after this summer vacation, at the start of the second semester, he'd be able to deal with as many as three maglignant spirits!
      What took three years, he'd cut down to just three or four months, so Kim Dojun nodded with a spontaneous smile.
      And so, in the following days, the end-of-semester at the Sorcery Institute drew near.
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      The end of term day at the Sorcery Institute.
      The students, without exception, were attending the Sorcery Institute's end of term ceremony with the brightest expressions.
      If any of those who had failed due to the final evaluations were present here, the atmosphere might have dampened somewhat, but all of them had already been expelled for failing grades.
      Thanks to that, the students were celebrating the end of term, delighted that although there was still a second semester left, they had managed to survive the first.
      During this process, Kim Dojun received the spotlight twice.
      The first spotlight was when he placed first among all the freshmen.
      "... Kim Dojun really is something else."
      "That's true, he's practically playing in a different league from everyone else, who could ever catch him?"
      "Did you see that? When he punched the hundred spirits, how they spun in the air? Just for that alone, he deserves first place."
      "Can't argue with that."
      "And the exam, too! He just finished it in five minutes and took a nap, and still got first. I don't think the top spot is ever going to change over the next three years."
      As Kim Dojun received his award as top freshman, the murmurs among the students continued.
      In actuality, Kim Dojun couldn't use any sorcery at all, and had his exams taken through a stand-in, but the face he made while accepting the award was confident.
      'If you don't get caught, it's skill.'
      Reasoning it as an ability not to have been caught all this time, Kim Dojun rationalized himself, swallowed up the prize money along with his award, and—
      The next spotlight came immediately afterward, during the awards ceremony.
      The commendation that was supposed to be given to Kim Dojun for dealing with the malevolent spirit incident had been postponed due to the subsequent "Guwon's Gatura" incident, so the ceremony was only happening now.
      Thanks to that, Kim Dojun stood out even more at this end-of-term ceremony.
      "That concludes the Sorcery Institute's end-of-term ceremony. Oh, and since the classes may be reassigned due to the students leaving for failing grades, make sure to check the bulletin board when the new term starts."
      At Kang Cheol-shin's closing remarks, the students started to flood out of the auditorium like the receding tide.
      Standing among those students, Kim Dojun was about to say something to Shin Se-yeon, who was in front of him—
      "I'm definitely going to kill your fa—"
      "Shh—!"
      —But she hurriedly covered his mouth, cutting him off before he could finish.
      "Seriously! Why do you have to say things like that when there are people around!"
      "I don't think anyone here is listening to us, isn't everyone too busy leaving?"
      "Still, you never know!"
      "From what I see, everyone's just thinking about going home to relax; I doubt anyone would pay attention to our conversation."
      "Agh! Still, keep it down a bit, would you!"
      Looking at Shin Se-yeon with an expression that seemed to say, 'So many demands, huh,' Kim Dojun nodded as if he understood.
      "If you ever need help, call me."
      He swallowed the words, 'I'll come even if you don't call,' as Shin Se-yeon nodded back at him.
      "Okay."
      "And, if something dangerous happens, call me again. It'd be a problem if anything happened to you."
      Kim Dojun's words.
      Hearing that, Shin Se-yeon dropped her gaze slightly, chewing on her lips several times.
      "?"
      She lowered her half-narrowed eyes, dragging out her words with an awkward "Uh, um..."
      By the time Kim Dojun had a question mark hovering above his head—
      "... Why would it be a problem, anyway?"
      After a short pause, her question came, and Kim Dojun replied.
      "Because I'd be sad."
      "What."
      "I'd be sad."
      "... Why?"
      "What do you think? I'd be sad because you'd be gone."
      Kim Dojun imagined a future where Shin Se-yeon died and involuntarily winced as if feeling a chill.
      'All the time I invested in Shin Se-yeon...'
      If she were to die before even pulling the trigger?
      "That would be the worst... The worst situation I can think of."
      Just imagining it made him want to cuss.
      'If that happens, not only would it be questionable how to extract the maglignant spirit, but the necklace I gave her to make her an ally would just be wasted. That definitely can't happen.'
      As Kim Dojun thought that, he looked at Shin Se-yeon.
      She fidgeted nervously, then spoke while glancing at him carefully.
      "Are you saying... I'm someone important to you?"
      "Of course you are."
      He didn't bother to add, 'Along with the brooch and necklace you're wearing, and the time I poured in.'
      "... Okay. I'll definitely call."
      Turning to leave, Shin Se-yeon suddenly seemed to recall something and came back.
      "But..."
      "?"
      "Can I ask now? Why did you help me?"
      "Oh, that?"
      Kim Dojun knew that answering truthfully—'So I could make you a boss and then kill you sooner'—would get him in deep trouble, so he didn't say it.
      But since he hadn't prepared any backstory, he stayed silent for a moment before answering.
      "I'll tell you when it's all over."
      For now, he decided to buy himself a little more time.
      ####
      Having sent Shin Se-yeon off, Kim Dojun went to the path by the stairs.
      "Did the end-of-term ceremony go well?"
      [Finished already!?]
      "Yeah, sort of. Don't the second years have a ceremony? You're early."
      "Only the first years have an end-of-term ceremony; from the second year on, we don't."
      "Why not?"
      "It's end-of-term in name only. In reality, we have to keep showing up. To maintain our evaluations, we have to keep eliminating spirit zones."
      "Any time to relax?"
      "If you want to keep your ranking, basically none."
      "... Really?"
      Actually, Kim Dojun knew this to some extent.
      Even in the game, from the second semester of first year, as practical work started, several storylines unfolded, and once the player became a second year, they had to go deal with spirit zones every day.
      Still, there was a reason Kim Dojun looked a little surprised.
      'I thought in the game, it was just for leveling up, with non-stop side quests—but it turns out second years really do spend all their time running around spirit zones.'
      With that thought, he spoke up.
      "From the second year on, things get a lot tougher, huh?"
      "It gets a lot tougher. Of course, you're free to slack off if you want, but if you do, your ranking will plummet in no time."
      [Yeah, like this one!]
      Tam pointed at Dan, nodding as if confirming her words.
      "That's because of you!"
      [How is it my fault?]
      At his outburst, Tam just shrugged with both hands out to the side.
      "Because you won't fight properly! Please, just listen for once!"
      [I'm listening even now.]
      "You're not listening properly!"
      [Because you're weaker than me.]
      "Aaargh! Shikishin masters are strong because they handle shikishin!!!"
      Dan ranted alone at Tam's words, but Tam just shrugged as if to say, "So what?"
      Watching this, Kim Dojun offered his opinion.
      "You two get along well."
      [We do!]
      "Does this look like getting along?!"
      Dan protested with a look of frustration, but Kim Dojun soon changed the subject.
      "So, where will you be?"
      "I'm obviously going to stay at the Sorcery Institute. There's nowhere better than here to hide my identity."
      "Then it'll be easy to meet up."
      "What about you?"
      "I'll be here too."
      After all, having a single dorm room was convenient enough, and more than anything, since he'd just dropped into the game world, he didn't have anywhere else to go.
      'Plus, the Sorcery Institute is close to Muryu clan, where Shin Se-yeon will be.'
      Judging it was best to stay here at least until the break was over, Kim Dojun decided not to leave the Sorcery Institute for the duration.
      "And, I have something to investigate."
      "... To investigate? Is it related to the Divine Hall again?"
      Nodding at Dan's question, Kim Dojun explained the information he needed.
      And then—
      "That's all?"
      "One more thing."
      "What is it?"
      "Look up MongSang's Leubi for me."
      "MongSang's Leubi? If you mean MongSang's Leubi, you're talking about the maglignant spirit?"
      At first, since MongSang's Leubi was a maglignant spirit, he'd asked Yagrath of Ambition about it, but after being told, "I don't know at all," he gave up on getting information from the maglignant spirit.
      "Yes."
      So, he asked Dan for the info as originally planned.
      "Understood."
      Though Dan was curious why Kim Dojun wanted information on the maglignant spirit, he didn't ask further.
      "We'll be going to the Divine Hall next week, so I'll try to have it by then."
      "It shouldn't take that long."
      Hearing Dan's confident reply, Kim Dojun nodded, and the two parted ways.
      ####
      After parting with Dan, Kim Dojun walked along the path toward the dormitory.
      'There really are fewer people than usual.'
      He became acutely aware that it was the break season, looking around the normally busy path near the dormitory and seeing not a single soul.
      Usually, the path by the dorm was fairly crowded. Even if not, one could always spot at least a couple of people by the dorm, but now, there was not a single person.
      It was almost oddly so.
      Wooong—!
      At that moment, Kim Dojun caught a strange sound by his ear and turned his head forward.
      And then—
      "Kim Dojun?"
      He saw two people in front of him calling his name.
      One man in a blue robe, the other in a red robe.
      "... What is this, now?"
      As Kim Dojun looked puzzled, the two men nodded to each other.
      "It seems to be correct, so let's proceed."
      "Come quietly. It's in your best interest not to resist."
      They turned back to him and spoke.
      "What are you—"
      Kim Dojun opened his mouth, feigning ignorance—
      Tchut—!
      —and vanished.
      "!"
      The next instant, Kim Dojun reappeared right in front of the man in the blue robe.
      "That's insane!"
      At the sight of Kim Dojun appearing so quickly that he was a blur, the blue-robed man's eyes went wide in shock.
      "Gasp!"
      Kim Dojun immediately tried to punch the man.
      But the punch didn't connect.
      Or more precisely, Kim Dojun's fist remained suspended in the air right in front of the man, unable to move forward.
      "Repulsion (斥力)."
      "!"
      At the red-robed man's mutter,
      The next moment, Kim Dojun, who had been punching, was flung and smashed into a tree on the path.
      "He really is worthy of being Pokshin's disciple."
      "That was lightning sorcery of an unbelievable caliber. If I hadn't been careful, you might've gotten me. But—"
      The two men, looking at Kim Dojun as he got up, spoke one after another.
      "—There are reports that you use sorcery similar to lightning sorcery. And if that's true, you don't have a way to beat us."
      "Your attacks won't reach us."
      "Not a single one."
      One of them raised a hand toward Kim Dojun.
      "So just come quietly, Kim Dojun. If you don't resist further, you won't get hurt."
      "And don't expect anyone to save you. We've made sure no one can come here."
      "Don't even think about running. Now that you're within this range, however you run, you'll just be dragged back, and it'll just make you look pathetic."""So, come quietly with us, Kim Dojun."
      "
      They spoke, drawing up their spiritual power.
      Watching them take turns making self-important declarations, Kim Dojun let out a short laugh.
      "This is fun. Let's see what you've got."
      Again, he charged at the men.
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      Fifteen years ago, in Japan, there was a family known as the Kawasaki clan.
      The Kawasaki clan.
      They were one of the five most powerful sorcery families in Japan, and the authority wielded by their power was so great that no one dared to covet it lightly.
      However, despite their strength, the once-mighty Kawasaki clan was annihilated fifteen years ago.
      Why was a clan, renowned for their sorcery and power, so thoroughly destroyed?
      Was it due to a feud with another clan?
      No.
      Was it because most of the clan members were killed by maglignant spirits or possessed entities?
      That wasn't the reason either.
      Was it simply the passing of time taking its natural course?
      Once again, no.
      The true cause of the Kawasaki clan's destruction fifteen years ago was none other than the clan head himself.
      Kawasaki Gou, the clan head and a genius of the clan, and his younger brother, kawasaki Ichi.
      The two of them wiped out all the members of their clan, bringing about its demise by their own hands.
      And in return, they obtained sorcery.
      The sorcery of universal gravitation, as described in the clan's secret manual—a power granted only to those who slaughtered every member of the family.
      In short, the clan's two brothers, who represented it, murdered all their kin to steal the power for themselves.
      But that was not the end.
      Having destroyed their own clan, they became infamous as the "Wangshok Brothers," fell into criminality, and killed countless sorcerers and others to master more secrets from the manual.
      Currently, they were designated as first-class criminals by the association.
      And so, when these very people were tasked with bringing in Kim Dojun this time, they thought it wouldn't be a difficult job.
      Of course, even the Wangshok Brothers had heard Kim Dojun's name once or twice before.
      Yet despite this, they hadn't considered the name Kim Dojun to pose any serious trouble for two reasons.
      The first was that they knew Kim Dojun's sorcery was similar to Lightning Deification Technique.
      Secondly, their own accumulated skill, combined with the fact that they possessed sorcery perfectly optimized for countering the Lightning Deification Technique.
      ... Up until they met Kim Dojun.
      Bang!
      Kim Dojun's figure suddenly disappeared.
      "Repulsion (斥力)."
      Simultaneously, the man clad in a red robe, kawasaki Gou, muttered a spell. Kim Dojun, who had leapt towards him once again, came to an abrupt stop right in front of Gou's eyes.
      "Tsk."
      A short tut.
      Bang! Crackle! Crash!
      With that tut, Kim Dojun was flung away, smashing a nearby walkway.
      "Gravity (引力)."
      Then, as a blue-robed Kawasaki Ichi, standing beside them, spoke, the debris of the shattered trees and rocks Kim Dojun had barreled through instantly converged.
      And then—
      "Repulsion (斥力)."
      Kaboom! Ba-bang-!
      As Gou chanted again, the massive heap of debris instantly descended upon the place where Kim Dojun had stood, causing a tremendous din.
      Anyone could see that Kim Dojun was in a hopeless position.
      "What a headache."
      "Indeed."
      Yet, both brothers who faced him frowned.
      And for good reason.
      "How strange."
      Despite suffering a serious blow from their previous attack, Kim Dojun casually walked out of the pile of debris, completely unscathed.
      It was unthinkable, impossible even, for the durability of an ordinary person.
      "Even if you've mastered sorcery similar to Lightning Deification Technique, it's still fundamentally Lightning Deification."
      "That means there should be a limit to physical durability."
      "So how?"
      The brothers knew this well.
      Sorcery like Lightning Deification Technique inevitably burdens the body beyond its limits.
      Because of that, every sorcerer who used techniques like that would inscribe a sorcery formation directly onto their bodies, hoping to survive the strain.
      But even with such measures, lightning Deification Technique ultimately whittled away at your lifespan.
      Its essence was to push the body's capabilities to extreme levels during battle. If you couldn't synchronize your control of body and sorcery to near-perfection, your body would surely break down.
      Even the so-called genius Volkshin, it was rumored, hadn't actually disappeared but retired after the "Yagrat of Ambition" incident, due to body damage from excessive use of Lightning Deification Technique and his own unique sorcery.
      In other words, with Kim Dojun's level of body enhancement, his body should have been shattered by now.
      The attacks the brothers unleashed upon him were more than enough to claim the life of any sorcerer.
      They had slammed him into rocks using repulsion.
      Not only that, they gathered up all the nearby debris and shot it at him.
      And not just once, but five times already.
      Despite all that—
      "... Well, it's not as if a sorcery like this couldn't exist."
      Kim Dojun was walking out unharmed, getting ready for the next attack, leaving the brothers watching in disbelief.
      "He really does live up to his reputation as Volkshin's disciple...."
      "If that monstrous durability is his unique sorcery, then I suppose it makes sense."
      "Stop mumbling to yourselves and speak up so I can actually hear you, you bastards."
      Hearing their incomprehensible muttering, Kim Dojun retorted, yet remained calm as he pondered.
      'These sorceries are definitely troublesome.'
      The brothers, wielding gravity and repulsion.
      With such sorcery, not a single one of Kim Dojun's attacks landed.
      No matter how fast he charged,
      Even if he circled to attack from the side.
      Even with deception and feints.
      Nothing got through to them; currently, none of Kim Dojun's attacks could touch them.
      It was a perfect unfavorable matchup.
      However, even in this situation, he didn't feel despair.
      'I've already found a strategy.'
      After roughly five rounds of fruitless beatings, Kim Dojun had found a way to target the brothers, and a confident smile crept on his face.
      "This would've been far easier if we'd just gone with subduing Han Soyoun,"
      "Definitely."
      "... What the hell are you two prattling on about now?"
      Kim Dojun blurted out reflexively at their exchange.
      But the brothers, ignoring him, once again raised their hands in preparation.
      "There's no need for you to be curious."
      "Either way, you won't know, and you'll forget all about it."
      With that, they answered.
      Kim Dojun just laughed drily at their response.
      "Guess I'll just have to beat the answers out of you two, won't I?"
      With those words, he vanished.
      "Repulsion (斥力)."
      No sooner had Kim Dojun disappeared than Gou immediately started casting.
      "Try as many times as you like, but your attacks won't touch us."
      At the same time, ichi offered a warning to the vanished Kim Dojun.
      "
      "?"
      "
      Yet, as the crucial moment passed and no attack came, the brothers felt a sense of unease.
      "Let's really—"
      Kim Dojun appeared.
      From the sky.
      "...!"
      And he was holding what looked like an enormous boulder.
      "—see if your defense still works!"
      Without hesitation, he hurled the massive boulder down at the brothers.
      Shiiiiiik—!
      Gou hastily cast Repulsion to affect the spot the boulder would fall.
      But—
      "Try blocking this, too."
      Crrrrack!
      In the next moment, Kim Dojun landed, and immediately began indiscriminately throwing the surrounding trees at them.
      KA-BOOM!
      Gou, moving quickly, repelled another boulder away, using Repulsion.
      Likewise, ichi attempted to gather every tree missile crashing around their vicinity with Gravity.
      "Tsk...!"
      But there were simply too many projectiles. The brothers frowned.
      Even so, as Gou and Ichi were desperately blocking the barrage of debris Kim Dojun kept flinging—
      Gou realized something.
      The moment he used Repulsion to block a descending rock from above—
      "Gotcha!"
      Kim Dojun's fist was already right in front of his eyes.
      SLAM! BAM!
      Gou's body was sent flying, crashing into the ground.
      "What the—!?"
      Ichi, who had been blocking incoming trees, hastily turned his eyes.
      Crunch!
      "Aaaargh!"
      Kim Dojun smashed his arm upwards, shattering it instantly.
      "Now then, talk."
      Having obliterated the infamous first-class criminals, the Wangshok Brothers, Kim Dojun demanded:
      "Tell me—which idiot dared to outbid me for my candidate boss, Han Soyoun?"
      ####
      Han Soyoun's innate talent for Divine Descent was far from ordinary.
      Talent, generally, is something that requires effort to grow.
      But Han Soyoun's talent required no such effort.
      It was simply inherent.
      If she desired something, it would be granted—an endowment so natural, one could hardly call it a mere talent—it was more akin to a natural disaster.
      That was Han Soyoun's genius. And because of this, once she mastered Divine Descent, she became formidable.
      Though contracts were required, her sheer talent allowed her to achieve all she wished for, effortlessly strengthening her—without needing to strive for it.
      So, when the Sorcery Association suddenly tried to subdue her during her routine report, she felt no real concern.
      The god she'd contracted with could neutralize dozens of sorcery formations meant to trap her.
      It also had the power to block all ambushes and charging sorcerers in advance.
      Still, she sensed something strange.
      The people working in the association's Shadows division all wore vacant, dazed expressions.
      Yet even as she noticed the oddity, it didn't really affect her.
      Because she had her contracted god with her.
      And indeed, not a single person trying to capture her so much as laid a finger on her—instead, they all fell to her.
      ... Until he appeared.
      "Well now, you're contracted with quite the fellow... 'Iter' of all things...."
      Right after subduing the association's assailants, Han Soyoun came face to face with a man with eyes so black, their depths seemed endless. In that instant, Han Soyoun's powers vanished.
      Without warning—her power simply disappeared.
      Her god was gone.
      And so, when Han Soyoun's eyes widened in shock—
      "...!!"
      Her throat was seized.
      "Ggh...!?"
      A pain she hadn't felt in a long time—yet so familiar she couldn't help but whimper.
      "Hey, president, is this the one?"
      Regardless of Han Soyoun's suffering, the man turned his head and spoke.
      From the shadows, Ji Seung-gon, head of the Sorcery Association, emerged.
      "That's right, she's the key to this ceremony."
      "She must have real talent, contracting with 'Iter' and all."
      The man—no, the Sorcery Killer—said this and glanced into Han Soyoun's eyes, inadvertently breaking into a smile.
      "... And some guts, too."
      Because, in her eyes, he saw none of the expected emotion.
      Ordinarily, sorcerers who lose their power and are overpowered feel panic and terror.
      The Sorcery Killer knew this all too well.
      He'd seen it countless times before—the reaction never changed, whether they were a nobody or an egomaniac.
      But Han Soyoun was different.
      Her eyes, though surprised, showed not a single trace of fear.
      All he saw was an utterly emotionless gaze.
      "Interesting."
      Staring into those eyes, the Sorcery Killer felt a sadistic urge rise within him.
      Squeeze—
      "Ghh..."
      As he tightened his grip, making it nearly impossible for her to breathe, Han Soyoun still betrayed no emotion. The man turned to speak to the Association President.
      "Mind if I have a little fun with her first?"
      "Suddenly?"
      "I want to see despair and fear in her eyes."
      In those jet-black eyes, a flash of lust gleamed.
      "Making someone like that wear such an expression—that's my pleasure."
      At his gaze, the Association President glanced at Han Soyoun and replied indifferently,
      "Well, we haven't even brought the bait in yet. We have time."
      "Great. In that case, shall I play for a bit?"
      The man grinned as he reached out with his other hand towards Han Soyoun.
      KWAANG! Bang! Bang!
      The elevator door exploded outward, slamming into the floor.
      And then—
      "Which bastard did it?"
      He had arrived.
      "Who the hell outbid me for Han Soyoun."
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      The instant Kim Dojun appeared, the gaze of the man, who had just moments ago been glinting with desire, turned toward him.
      The same went for Ji Seung-gon and Jin Tae-sik who stood behind.
      And that is what they saw when they shifted their attention.
      "Grrr—"
      In Kim Dojun's hands, one in each, were the Mangchok Brothers.
      "What the...?"
      Ji Seung-gon muttered as if he couldn't grasp the situation.
      Mangchok Brothers, while not belonging to him but to others with whom he shared a cause, were infamous and powerful figures whose reputations were well known. Beginning with the Kawasaki Family massacre that brought them notoriety, to the recent murder of 280 people—including 28 sorcerers—in Brazil, those first-class criminals had been responsible for it all.
      And yet, even though several sorcerers of their own rank reportedly attacked them, and even though the brothers used the sorcery acquired from wiping out an entire family, they lost?
      Even if Kim Dojun was famous for being the disciple of 'Explosion God,' in the end he was still a student unable to go beyond the title of 'Sorcery Institute' student.
      Ji Seung-gon, with an incredulous expression, looked closely at the Mangchok Brothers held on either side.
      Even from a bit of a distance, their faces were swollen and bruised.
      Additionally, they each had a rock and a piece of wood shoved into their mouths.
      "... You're feisty, aren't you?"
      As the man whose hand was around Han Soyeon's neck asked, Kim Dojun tossed the Mangchok Brothers forward and spoke.
      "These bastards got plenty of twigs and gravel in their mouths during our fight, so I decided to return the favor."
      "And you, you found out we're here by taking those guys out, right?"
      "You're sharp."
      At Kim Dojun's words, the man nodded, "Oh," as if impressed.
      "I see."
      He said that, released Han Soyeon, and walked toward the two men.
      CRACK-!
      "Keugh!? Grr—grraagh!"
      CRACK-!
      He killed the Mangchok Brothers, who were writhing on the ground, in an instant.
      The two corpses quickly went limp, their bodies convulsing for just a moment before they stilled, red blood pooling around them.
      Watching this with a chillingly blank expression, the man soon shifted his gaze and, putting on a smile again, said,
      "Alright, I'll admit it. Those guys were no slouches wherever they went, but seeing them dealt with like that, you must be quite strong."
      "I could prove it to you right now."
      "No need—I'm here to make you a proposal, actually."
      "A proposal?"
      At Kim Dojun's question, the man nodded.
      "How about we work together?"
      "Don't make me laugh."
      "Just hear me out. It's less a partnership, more like this—you helped us by taking care of those two and making it this far, so you can help us out some more and get what you want in return."
      "Get what I want, you say?"
      "Yeah, you may have your thoughts, but I can offer a lot to a strong guy. Of course, if you really partner with us long term, I can offer much more."
      The man gestured to Han Soyeon and spoke to Kim Dojun again.
      "If you join me, I'll grant anything you want, whatever it is."
      Kim Dojun, wearing a look of absolute disbelief, replied,
      "... So, your offer is, if I help you exploit Han Soyeon, you'll give me whatever I want, is that it?"
      "Spot on! And whatever you want right now, if it's within our means, we'll deliver."
      "Oh yeah? Then sure, let's do that."
      "I thought you'd—"
      "First, I'd like all of you to drop dead right here. Including the old fart and that wrinkly bastard in the back."
      "..."
      "What, didn't you say you'd give me anything? Was that a lie?"
      The man, about to respond, closed his mouth, looking momentarily dazed.
      "Turns out, you're not so smart after all?"
      He kept grinning.
      "So what, you idiot?"
      Kim Dojun shot back immediately.
      "..."
      The man fell silent, his face hardening.
      "Hand over Han Soyeon and get lost, unless you want to die."
      Nevertheless, Kim Dojun kept talking through the silence.
      The man, finding this ridiculous, let out a mocking laugh before speaking.
      "You really don't know who I am, do you?"
      "How the hell would I know you, you damn idiot?"
      "... Really? So you really don't know who I am...? Well, guess I have no choice but to show you."
      He hardened his lips and tried to form a hand seal—
      "Not going to happen...!"
      Kim Dojun was already standing before him, even as the man was nearly done with the hand seal.
      However.
      As Kim Dojun's fist swung, intent on striking, the man's left eye began to glow.
      "Too late."
      The man—no, the Sorcery Killing Technique murderer—smiled as geometric patterns appeared.
      "Baekjumuhyo (One Hundred Spells Nullified)."
      He unleashed his Divine Construct.
      KEEEEEEEE—!!!!
      An ear-clawing sound ripped through the air.
      "...!"
      At that, Kim Dojun immediately recognized the familiar sensation as the world began to be painted over in darkness.
      "This insane..."
      He realized this was a Divine Construct Unleashing that only those at the apex of this world's sorcerers could use.
      "Well then, let's take our time killing you. Me, the Sorcery Killing Technique murderer, will kill you, the guy with no sense of fear."
      Soon, Kim Dojun,
      saw the man standing with a pattern in one eye, smiling at him.
      "Tsk."
      The moment he was trapped in the Divine Construct, not knowing how the enemy's ability would activate, Kim Dojun narrowed his eyes in tension.
      Whether responding to Kim Dojun's expression or not, the Sorcery Killing Technique murderer spoke with ease.
      "What, surprised? Your Lightning Sorcery isn't activating."
      "...?"
      At this question, Kim Dojun tilted his head slightly. But the man, absorbed by his own confidence, was already holding a knife.
      "Now do you understand why I'm called the Sorcery Killing Technique murderer?"
      He asked as he looked at Kim Dojun.
      "That's right! The moment anyone steps into this world, they lose their powers. No matter how strong a sorcerer is, inside this world I created, they're just an ordinary human. Of course—"
      Even though Kim Dojun hadn't said a word, the Sorcery Killing Technique murderer grinned ecstatically.
      "Even the S-class sorcerers I killed; all of them."
      Having said that—
      "In this place, all sorcery is nullified?"
      After a long silence, Kim Dojun spoke, and the Sorcery Killing Technique murderer gleefully rolled his pitch-black eyes as he answered.
      "Those who wield power by connecting to external sources, like divine descent or summoning shikigami, I can sever with my unique sorcery alone, but people like you, who use 'sorcery' directly, have to be brought inside here. Plus—"
      "—Of course I become an ordinary human too, but that doesn't matter, since sorcerers who can't use sorcery are never stronger than me. Even before I became a sorcerer, I drifted through back alleys and committed countless murders; I'm the one called the 'Second Jack the Ripper.' So—"
      The man, the Sorcery Killing Technique murderer,
      "I'll let you die in helplessness, too."
      Twisted a smirk to his lips.
      "First, I'll start with my fists, then move on to the knife."
      He laughed.
      "After I've carved your whole body with a knife, I'll shoot your forehead through with a gun."
      After his thorough explanation of this Divine Construct's power, Kim Dojun's tightly pressed lips started to form
      "... Is that so?"
      an even broader, darker smile than before.
      ####
      When Han Soyeon saw Kim Dojun trapped in the giant barrier, she immediately tried to use divine descent.
      '... It won't work?'
      The man before her had disappeared, but even so, she was unable to employ divine descent and found it odd—only briefly.
      "Give up, Han Soyeon. Either way, until tomorrow you won't be able to use divine descent of your own will."
      At the sound of Ji Seung-gon's voice, she turned her head.
      "From the moment your power was sealed, you were already caught by my interference spell. Unless I permit it, you'll never use divine descent again."
      He looked at her, smiling broadly.
      "... Do you really think I'd participate in your divine descent ritual as you wish?"
      Han Soyeon's question.
      To which Ji Seung-gon answered,
      "You've figured out a bit, haven't you? Yes, as you say, I'll be using you in the divine descent ritual to get what I want."
      "..."
      Han Soyeon only stared at the association president, saying nothing.
      But he, seeing her like that, remained completely composed.
      "Of course, I didn't expect you to cooperate from the start, but that doesn't matter—I have ways to force you. And if that fails, I can just use Kim Dojun over there instead."
      He said this.
      "..."
      At that moment, Ji Seung-gon noticed a trace of anxiety flicker through Han Soyeon's eyes, and glanced at Jin Tae-sik.
      "Let's go. Anyway, they'll fetch Kim Dojun from over there."
      With that, Ji Seung-gon walked smugly inward.
      Jin Tae-sik, who had been restraining Han Soyeon, followed after him.
      ####
      'Sorcery Killing Technique murderer.'
      He was classified not just as a high-level criminal, but as a special-class criminal—a man whom hundreds of sorcerers had died to, S-class sorcerers among them. No sorcerer ever wanted to meet him.
      Had it been some other criminal, they would at least attempt to resist with sorcery, but the Sorcery Killing Technique murderer's own sorcery, ironically, nullified all other sorcery—a truly unique ability.
      This was why sorcerers feared him, and why he himself had so much confidence.
      He was certain that he'd never lose to a fellow sorcerer.
      ... Until he got thrashed by Kim Dojun.
      THWACK—!
      "Guh!"
      Kim Dojun's fist mercilessly struck the Sorcery Killing Technique murderer's face.
      His body threatened to fall backward.
      But Kim Dojun immediately grabbed the murderer by the collar.
      "You made! Me! Worry! For nothing! You bastard!"
      With each word, he landed another blow on the man's face.
      Unable to understand why he was being beaten one-sidedly, the murderer tried to pull out his knife.
      "Where do you think you're going!"
      CRACK!
      "AAARGH!"
      Kim Dojun snapped the man's right arm without hesitation.
      "You had the nerve to call this a fair fight and then pull a knife?"
      "Wa—!"
      THWACK!
      Another punch from Kim Dojun.
      The murderer, dizzy, tried desperately to fight back with his fists.
      "Throwing punches out in the open like that won't work!"
      SMACK!
      Kim Dojun dodged easily and landed another punch.
      "How could this...!"
      Yelled the Sorcery Killing Technique murderer, his face smashed to a pulp.
      "So, you're the 'Second Jack the Ripper,' huh?"
      Kim Dojun mocked him, sneering just as the murderer had before.
      "Wha—how—how are you...!"
      The murderer, unable to defend himself, stuttered.
      "You picked the wrong opponent."
      Kim Dojun climbed on top of him, drew back his fist, and declared,
      "I've got a nickname, too."
      He said.
      "They call me the Mad Dog of Cheonho-dong. Ever heard of that, you bastard?"
      CRACK!
      Kim Dojun's fist landed once more on the man's face.
    

  
    Chapter 74: So What? (2)
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      The Sorcery Killing Technique user couldn't understand the situation.
      He was certain he had unleashed Divine Construct Release.
      He had revealed his Divine Construct, the very same one that had taken the life of an S-rank sorcerer, a man who stood at the peak among hundreds of sorcerers.
      And yet, he couldn't even lay a finger on Kim Dojun before him.
      "Gyaaah!"
      On the contrary, he was getting beaten up by Kim Dojun like a dog on Boknal.
      No matter how hard he tried to make sense of why this was happening, his mind failed to process anything.
      "Agh!"
      Ever since he unleashed Divine Construct Release, Kim Dojun's fist had become a constant visitor to his face.
      "Agh! Agh! Agh! Agh!"
      Not just once, but already dozens of times.
      The Divine Construct Release that the Sorcery Killing Technique user had deployed had long since been destroyed.
      Yet, he couldn't even think of using Divine Construct Release again—he was simply being pummeled one-sidedly by Kim Dojun.
      "Why do you keep hitting only my face—urk!"
      "Do you know why they call me the Mad Dog of Cheonho-dong?"
      Wham!
      "It's because I keep hitting the same spot, you bastard!"
      With Kim Dojun's last punch, the Sorcery Killing Technique user's face caved in completely as he collapsed onto the cold floor.
      Looking down at the limp body that couldn't even twitch, Kim Dojun let out a long sigh and muttered.
      "I got scared for nothing."
      When the Sorcery Killing Technique user initiated Divine Construct Release a moment ago, Kim Dojun's tension had peaked.
      But from the moment the guy smugly divulged every ability of his Divine Construct Release, Kim Dojun had been able to handle him with ease.
      After all, the power Kim Dojun was wielding wasn't sorcery, but his own pure physical strength.
      "Tsk."
      Kim Dojun kicked the head of the Sorcery Killing Technique user who had just been beaten to a pulp and started following the hallway path to find Han Soyeon, who had vanished.
      Soon, when he opened the door at the end of the corridor—
      "... Well, what do we have here?"
      Kim Dojun could see it.
      A ritual being prepared, inside a large space reminiscent of a church, and it did not look wholesome at all.
      What caught his eye first was a red sorcery formation, seemingly drawn in human blood.
      The red sorcery formation emanated an ominous, dark crimson glow, as if to announce that the ritual was about to begin.
      Scattered around, clearly unsightly, were dismembered corpses of various possessed entities.
      Tied to a giant pillar at the center of the sorcery formation, Han Soyeon was grimacing.
      "This is a mess."
      Unconsciously letting out a hollow laugh, Kim Dojun spoke.
      Jin Tae-shik and Ji Seung-gon, who had been fervently preparing the ritual just before, stared at Kim Dojun with puzzled expressions.
      They tilted their heads, wondering why he had come alone—
      "...!"
      "......!!"
      Then, as if instantly grasping the situation, their eyes widened in horror.
      With those expressions, both the president and vice president of the association moved at the same time, not caring who made the first move.
      Wham—!
      "Grrgh!"
      Instantaneously, Kim Dojun appeared before Jin Tae-shik and landed a punch to his head.
      Crash! Crunch!
      Jin Tae-shik, sent flying, smashed into a pile of possessed entity body parts that appeared to be for ritual use.
      "H-how!"
      Stunned after seeing Jin Tae-shik fly, Ji Seung-gon, president of the Sorcery Association, looked at Kim Dojun, mouth agape.
      He stood rooted to the spot, unable to process the current situation. As Kim Dojun began moving toward him, he hastily formed a hand seal to cast a hindrance sorcery—
      "!"
      Even though he clearly used his spiritual power to lay a hindrance sorcery, Kim Dojun appeared before the president with lightning speed.
      'It has no effect?!'
      Whack!
      In that split second, Kim Dojun smashed his head, filling the president's mind with shock and confusion.
      "Urgh!"
      With a loud noise, the president tumbled into the heap of possessed entity corpses beside the vice president.
      Having thus obliterated the two men preparing the ritual, Kim Dojun immediately turned to rescue Han Soyeon.
      Tssh—!
      With a single bound from the president's location, Kim Dojun reached the center of the ritual formation where Han Soyeon was bound and spoke.
      "You okay?"
      "I'm fine."
      Han Soyeon replied with a slight smile at Kim Dojun's words.
      '... She's incredibly composed.'
      Even though she almost became a ritual offering, she remained unflinchingly calm. Witnessing this, Kim Dojun mused:
      'As expected of a future boss, something like this wouldn't faze her, huh...'
      With that thought, he tried to break the chains binding Han Soyeon, without hesitation—
      "Wait a seconnnd!!!"
      A voice rang out at that moment. Turning his head, Kim Dojun saw the association president, Ji Seung-gon, stagger toward them, blood trickling from his lips.
      "I thought you'd be completely out of it, but you're quite resilient, huh?"
      "Let's make a deal, a deal, Kim Dojun...!"
      Seeing Kim Dojun about to break Han Soyeon's chains, Ji Seung-gon opened his mouth.
      But when Kim Dojun just looked at him with an unconcerned expression, he hurriedly continued.
      "Kim Dojun, I've prepared for this ritual for ten years. Ten whole years! Ten years!"
      "So?"
      "This ritual means everything to me! I prepared for it at the risk of my life!"
      "So?"
      "Let's make a deal...! If you let this go, I'll do anything you say!"
      "So?"
      "A contract, a contract, I'll sign one! How about a sorcery contract? If not, a Blood Demise contract works too! Anything, as long as you let this ritual pass, I'll agree to any binding!"
      "So?"
      "....."
      Once again, hearing the exact same word from Kim Dojun's lips, Ji Seung-gon involuntarily shut his mouth.
      ####
      Ji Seung-gon couldn't comprehend what was happening.
      Originally, things hadn't unfolded exactly as planned, but they were close to perfect.
      With assistance from the Sorcery Killing Technique user, they had succeeded in capturing Han Soyeon. Even though Mongsang Siblings, allies of the Sorcery Killing Technique user, had failed to capture Kim Dojun, the killer himself had stepped in to handle him.
      Now, all that was left was to complete the ritual and use Kim Dojun as the control device to activate the key that was Han Soyeon.
      That's how it was supposed to go, but everything unraveled the moment Kim Dojun entered the ritual chamber alone.
      Kim Dojun instantly knocked down both him and the vice president. Even though he tried to control Kim Dojun with his secret techniques which allowed him to control everyone in the Sorcery Association like his own limbs, none of it worked on Kim Dojun.
      Everything he had prepared was ending.
      That's why he tried everything to cajole Kim Dojun. But when Kim Dojun kept repeating the same word several times, Ji Seung-gon finally understood.
      The Kim Dojun watching him now would never stop trying to save Han Soyeon.
      Therefore—
      "Why, exactly..."
      Ji Seung-gon glared with bulging eyes and asked.
      "Why are you trying to save that monster! Why!!!"
      He shouted at Kim Dojun with boundless fury in his voice.
      "Do you have any idea what that monster has done? Hm!? That monster never deserved to live in the first place!"
      The president's outburst.
      Kim Dojun looked at him as if annoyed.
      "What, Han Soyeon killing her own mom? That was just her talent running amok, right? And you're calling her a monster or whatever because of that?"
      "... Ha?"
      Ji Seung-gon made a face as if he couldn't comprehend Kim Dojun's words, then paused as if thinking for a moment.
      "Ha, I see, it's clear now."
      With an incredulous hollow laugh, he looked at Kim Dojun.
      "No!!"
      At that moment, Kim Dojun reflexively turned his head at the voice from behind—there he saw Han Soyeon.
      "...?"
      A terrified Han Soyeon.
      Her eyes were welling and trembling, her mouth twisted in misery, and she shook her head without even realizing it.
      "No, no, don't, don't!!!"
      Eventually, she glared furiously at the president and screamed.
      "What's wrong? Why are you like this all of a sudden?"
      Kim Dojun looked bewildered at Han Soyeon's sudden change in demeanor when she had been calm all along.
      "Right now, you think Han Soyeon killed her parents because her Divine Descent powers ran amok?"
      "... Yeah, so?"
      Since that's what was written in Han Soyeon's background in the game, Kim Dojun nodded.
      The association president then gave a twisted smile:
      "No, what you know is wrong."
      He began telling the truth.
      "Don't! You bastard!!!"
      Han Soyeon, hysterical, tried to move her barely-functioning body toward the president.
      "Han Soyeon killing her mother by accident? Ha! Hardly! She consciously controlled her powers, performed a Divine Descent, and killed her own mother!"
      "Stop it!"
      But the association president, now seeming to savor this moment, twisted his lips into a wide, sadistic grin and continued.
      "There was no accident! By her own will! She used Divine Descent to kill her mother, and on top of that, killed eight sorcerers who came to stop her!"
      "Stooooop!"
      "There was never any accident in her actions! From start to finish, she killed her mother and those sorcerers of her own volition! With her own will! She committed that atrocity!!"
      Throwing his head back as if he had discovered some ultimate truth, the association president now addressed Han Soyeon, whose empty eyes stared blankly at him.
      "Do you get it now? That woman you're trying to save isn't a girl. She's a murderer who killed her mother and sorcerers since she was very young. That's the kind of being you've come to save."
      He revealed the truth she most wanted to keep hidden.
      At that moment, Han Soyeon let out an empty sigh.
      As if everything had come to an end, as if there was no going back, she looked at the association president with hollow eyes.
      In contrast, the president's deadened gaze regained a lively gleam as he looked back at Kim Dojun.
      And then.
      "...."
      Kim Dojun, expressionless, looked at Han Soyeon and the association president, pondering for a while.
      "... So what you're saying is, Han Soyeon, by her own will, killed her mother?"
      "That's right."
      "And on top of that, killed eight sorcerers?"
      "Precisely!"
      Nodding enthusiastically, the president replied as if elated.
      But Kim Dojun, looking at the president's face with no expression, also nodded several times.
      "So?"
      He asked.
      "...?"
      Stunned, the association president stared vacantly at him.
      "So what?"
      That's what Kim Dojun said to him.
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      So What? (3)
      Han Soyeon hated her mother.
      She hated that her mother would always throw nearby objects at her whenever she looked her way. 
      She hated being physically abused for no reason. 
      Above all, she hated how her mother would always strangle her and resort to violence, bringing up her father who had run away.
      She simply hated everything.
      As a young child, Han Soyeon hated pain, hated her mother's resentful eyes, and also hated the hand that would be raised just to beat her.
      Yet, even so, Han Soyeon endured it.
      Even in that place where there was nothing but things she hated—where she only ever got beaten by her mother—she managed to persevere.
      After all, to her as a child, her one and only comfort and source of understanding was her father.
      Ever since she was old enough to understand speech, the "runaway father" her mother always talked about would sometimes come to visit when her mother was away.
      He would come to see her and comfort her.
      Of course, what her father said was nothing more than self-consolation, pouring out the guilt he felt for merely standing by and letting it happen. But even that was enough.
      For Han Soyeon, even those brief thirty minutes when she could meet her father were enough.
      In those thirty minutes, she felt warmth and happiness.
      As a child, she felt comfort from a man who, in truth, was just offering consolation laden with guilt over his own inaction.
      She believed he was the only one who truly understood her.
      Granted, the words "I'll come again next time" were, for her, perhaps words of despair. But even so, the young Han Soyeon was able to hold on.
      Because, at the very least, her father always kept that promise.
      But that didn't last long.
      When Han Soyeon turned eight, something happened.
      Her mother discovered that Han Soyeon had a talent for sorcery, and tried to sell her off somewhere.
      Behind her mother, eight sorcerers entered the room, and they tried to forcibly take the cowering Han Soyeon away.
      All while laughing broadly, saying, "Since her birth was never even properly reported, she's the perfect material without a thing to worry about."
      Naturally, Han Soyeon resisted.
      Was it because she heard what those sorcerers were saying?
      No.
      As a child, Han Soyeon didn't even understand what they were saying.
      She simply resisted because that painful home was the only place where she could meet her sole comfort—her father.
      That was why she didn't want to leave.
      She didn't want to lose the only person who could comfort her in this pain.
      She thought, if she wasn't here, her father would never come to see her again.
      So she resisted, and so she killed.
      She killed her mother, who was pushing her away, telling her to 'get lost already', and, likewise, she killed all of the sorcerers too, who, upon being attacked, tried to use sorcery to kill her.
      And then, she saw it.
      Her father's face, contorted in a grotesque grimace as he found her.
      She heard, from the only person who used to understand her, the word 'monster', a word that denied her existence.
      After that day, Han Soyeon was taken in by the Sorcery Institute, recognized for her talent.
      However, from that moment on, Han Soyeon refused to use her talent.
      Because, in the end, she had lost the one who understood her because of her actions.
      And, after being exposed to more information, she came to realize that what she had done could never be forgiven.
      She was abandoned by the only person who understood her.
      But she still needed someone to understand her.
      So she hid herself.
      She hid her talent, and she hid her past.
      She didn't have the knack for saying things to make people happy, but she tried her best to present herself in a pretty package.
      Of course, even so, she never found anyone who understood her.
      All she found were people who tormented her, just like her mother did.
      But Han Soyeon couldn't just get rid of them.
      She was afraid that if she stirred things up again, a new understanding person—someone she was still hoping for—might never appear.
      So she simply endured.
      If she resorted to violence, she feared she might never meet an understanding person in the future, so she just bit her tongue and endured.
      When she entered the Sorcery Institute, she finally found the person she had so desperately hoped for.
      Kim Dojun.
      When she first met him, he seemed like a strange person.
      But as she talked to him more, she realized that he knew more about her than she expected.
      She didn't know how he knew.
      But he knew.
      He knew she had killed her mother.
      Even if he didn't know the precise truth, Kim Dojun understood her.
      He said it was just an accident.
      He said she couldn't help it.
      He even said he would have done the same in her position.
      ... Of course, the truth was, killing her mother was not an accident.
      But Kim Dojun's words were so sweet.
      He understood that she had killed her own mother.
      He not only understood that she was being bullied, but even told her to deal with her bullies herself.
      It was so sweet, she thought to herself.
      Kim Dojun truly was the one who understood her.
      And that was all there was to it.
      She had finally found her understanding person.
      That liberated everything she had been suppressing and enduring until now.
      For the past few months, she had been incredibly happy.
      "...."
      But now, she was in despair.
      She had tried everything she could so that Kim Dojun—her understanding person—wouldn't find out the truth, but in the end, he heard it.
      The sin she had committed.
      The very mistake that no one in the world could ever understand, that even her only understanding person—her father—had called her a monster for before running away.
      She felt empty.
      And she was afraid.
      She was afraid of how that ever-confident, smiling face would look at her with a grotesquely twisted expression.
      She was afraid of the scorn that her sole understanding person would show.
      She was so terrified of all the things Kim Dojun might say after understanding her mistake that she trembled.
      At that moment.
      "So what?"
      She heard words flow from Kim Dojun.
      Words she thought would be impossible to hear.
      ####
      To be honest, right now, Kim Dojun was secretly relieved.
      'When I heard there was a hidden story, I worried it might differ from what I knew.'
      Thankfully, Han Soyeon's past wasn't all that different from what Kim Dojun already knew.
      'If it had been different, I might've been screwed.'
      He breathed a sigh of relief.
      "... Did you really understand what I said? That kid killed her own mother—!"
      "So what, and what of it?"
      He replied to Ji Seung-gon's rant with a calm expression.
      "She even killed the sorcerers—!"
      "Do I care?"
      Kim Dojun spoke with utter composure.
      'It's not like there's someone else who could be the boss in Han Soyeon's place, right?'
      From the beginning, Kim Dojun didn't really care whether Han Soyeon had killed her mother and the sorcerers, or even if she had hunted down and killed her runaway father afterward.
      Sure, he might've thought, "Wow, the average personality of a would-be boss is incredibly low~," but when it came to Han Soyeon, he didn't even think that much.
      "And besides, even if I got something a little bit wrong, it's true that her mother was abusive, right?"
      "Th-that's—"
      "See? I'm right. If I had parents who beat me every other day, threw stuff, and lost their minds, I'd lose it too. Honestly, I think even German suplexing her off the 63 Building would be justified."
      Seriously, if you hit, you should be ready to be hit back. Without hesitation, Kim Dojun turned and undid the chains binding Han Soyeon.
      Kwadudeuk-!
      With the sound of breaking metal, Han Soyeon, freed from her restraints, stared vacantly at Kim Dojun.
      As if she had something to say, she opened her mouth a few times before finally speaking.
      "Um... You don't hate me?"
      Han Soyeon spoke in a strained voice.
      As he met her eyes, which were still filled with anxiety, Kim Dojun replied.
      "Why should I hate you?"
      'If you're gone, I'm screwed.'
      Without Han Soyeon, all the build-up so far would be for nothing, so Kim Dojun had absolutely no intention of doing such a thing.
      Just think of all the time and effort he poured into her...!
      'There's no way I'd let that happen.'
      With those feelings, Kim Dojun firmly gripped Han Soyeon's shoulder.
      "There's nothing wrong with you, in fact, I'd say you've done really well."
      He said.
      "Ah...."
      Han Soyeon stared blankly at Kim Dojun's face.
      Her heart pounding in her chest, for a long while.
      'Wait, why is she staring so hard at me?'
      Made awkward by the way Han Soyeon looked at him, Kim Dojun tried to take her and get out of there.
      Puk-!
      A sudden, clear sound pierced his thoughts and made Kim Dojun turn his head.
      "?"
      He saw Ji Seung-gon.
      Or more precisely, Ji Seung-gon driving a jet-black dagger into his own heart.
      "Keuk—!"
      Crimson-black blood spewed from Ji Seung-gon's mouth.
      But although a dagger was clearly stabbed into his heart and he should have been suffering, instead he twisted his mouth into a grin.
      "Did you really think I'd let you leave this place? There's no way I'd let that happen...!"
      Pugeugeuk-!
      He then pushed the dagger in all the way.
      "I've already lost everything, so there's nothing left for me to lose. Now that it's come to this, I'll offer myself as a sacrifice and kill those who ruined my ritual!"
      He burst into mad laughter and formed a hand seal.
      Before Kim Dojun could react.
      "Kkyaaaaah!!"
      Something black began to erupt from Ji Seung-gon's body.
      Something indescribable and black, as if it had always been inside him, ripped through his flesh and began devouring it in turn.
      Kwadudeudeuk-!
      At that, the dismembered bodies of the possessed entities nearby began—
      Kagagak-!
      —to be sucked toward the black thing forming around the association head's body.
      No, on closer inspection, it was not being sucked in, but ground up.
      The bodies of the possessed entities disappeared the moment they touched the black thing, as if they were being shredded in a blender, and were sucked into the association head's body.
      By the time the association head's scream of agony was completely gone.
      By the time all the dismembered remains of the possessed entities had been sucked into that black thing.
      Kim Dojun saw a being that seemed to have been forged out of the abyss.
      No shade existed.
      No shadow, either.
      A being that could only be described as something black.
      The human-shaped thing's face formed grooves where its eyes would be.
      "... What is that?"
      Kim Dojun muttered without realizing.
      As the black something undulated along the grooves, it looked straight at Kim Dojun.
      "Bow, feeble human. I am the 'existence of possibility'."
      It spoke.
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      So What? (4)
      The shape of a human, forged from an abyss that seemed capable of absorbing even light.
      Two curved forms, from which black mist poured out, stared straight at Kim Dojun as they spoke.
      "I am a being born with infinite potential, unlike you petty humans."
      "Unlike the tens and tens of millions of humans, I exist solely as 'me', an absolute existence."
      "So, kneel before me. Worship me. Bow your head to me, who is different from you, a being with infinite possibilities."
      "And offer yourself to me—offer me your potential."
      The voice of the black something, resonating through the entire space as if it were speaking through everything, exerted such pressure that it seemed it could crush a person's mind by its presence alone.
      "..."
      Yet, Kim Dojun, who was facing this black being head-on, was clearly in a better state than even before the being introduced itself.
      Around the time when the being of possibility tilted its head ever-so-slightly in curiosity,
      Kim Dojun wore a clear smile.
      Because the being before his eyes was the very boss he had originally known.
      'The Being of Possibility.'
      The ending of the Sorcery Killing Technique starts branching out in earnest after dealing with all the maglignant spirits, but there were also situations where it would suddenly jump to the ending immediately after that.
      If the player failed to progress through certain key storylines, the story would seem to be going along fine—but then, suddenly, the ending would appear.
      'Of course, those endings are bad endings.'
      That was an ending Kim Dojun could never allow, not from his perspective.
      'Every bad ending in the Sorcery Killing Technique was the destruction of the world. The very first phrase written was telling you to see the ending by stopping the destruction of the world.'
      And the boss standing in front of Kim Dojun now—the 'Being of Possibility'—was not the main maglignant spirit, but was a boss that would immediately bring about a bad ending if not properly stopped.
      Excluding the maglignant spirits, it functioned as the final stage boss of Part 1 in the Sorcery Killing Technique.
      Despite the boss appearing at such an unexpected time, Kim Dojun grinned.
      'Because I know the settings.'
      The Being of Possibility, true to its words, had enough of a background that it could truly call itself a god.
      Kim Dojun remembered playing the game and retrying more than thirty times because of this Being of Possibility.
      Tap-!
      Reaching that thought, Kim Dojun immediately materialized in front of the Being of Possibility.
      "Oh, how impressive, primitive human, but I—"
      The Being of Possibility started to speak, smiling as if impressed by Kim Dojun's actions.
      But.
      Crack—!
      "Ah—?"
      With a single punch from Kim Dojun, a massive hole bored through the being's heart.
      "How... could this be?"
      The Being of Possibility stared at its own heart as if unable to comprehend. Kim Dojun grinned broadly.
      "That's because you only have the potential to exist right now, you moron."
      The Being of Possibility was certainly strong.
      After all, Kim Dojun had to retry thirty times, and the setting itself was extremely powerful.
      At birth, the Being of Possibility possessed not only tremendous spiritual power but also the ability to wield as many as 22 types of defensive sorcery.
      After that, as it confronted sorcerers who, not knowing better, came to deal with it, it would learn sorcery from the sorcerers in real time and become even stronger.
      Simply put, it gets stronger as it fights others.
      In actual gameplay, the player is given a 30-minute time limit.
      If the 30-minute window passes, the Being of Possibility becomes overwhelmingly powerful, making it extremely troublesome to handle.
      Which means—
      'If you don't give it time to learn, you can kill it easily, right?'
      Wham!
      Kim Dojun's kick sent the Being of Possibility flying far, far away.
      The being was hit directly, sent hurtling through the air, and embedded into the center of the wall.
      "Kuhek—!"
      With a pained groan erupting from its lips, it started to layer countless defensive sorcery around its body.
      It hastily drew sorcery formations over its own body.
      It pulled out a talisman made from a bodily substance as black as the abyss.
      The now-multiplied six arms each formed a hand seal, activating defensive sorcery.
      Yet still—
      Ka-boom—!
      Those desperate efforts—
      Crash—!
      Were utterly shattered by a single punch from Kim Dojun.
      More than a dozen defensive sorceries crumbled like glass shards, and once more, Kim Dojun's fist struck the Being of Possibility.
      "Gahk—!"
      Reeling from the strike, it was battered again and again by Kim Dojun's successive follow-up blows.
      Like that, with its body slammed madly against the wall, the Being of Possibility was relentlessly pounded.
      "This can't be... I should have encompassed... all possibilities—"
      Its entire body was punched full of gaping holes.
      "—I should have been... an absolute existence...!"
      It began to fade away, bit by bit.
      "Am I... not a perfect being, after all...? Why is sorcery(呪術)... so meaningless...?"
      Murmuring, the Being of Possibility watched as its form—wrought from a black abyss—slowly disappeared.
      "Was sorcery(呪術)... not the crystallization for achieving... perfection?"
      Bang!
      But Kim Dojun, without a moment's hesitation, smashed the being's head in.
      Crashshsh—!
      As the Being of Possibility instantly scattered into grains of sand, disappearing completely,
      "This is great."
      Kim Dojun couldn't help but smile, nodding at the unexpected windfall.
      ####
      After rescuing Han Soyeon, Kim Dojun began properly informing everyone, and setting the situation straight.
      Along with the lowest basement of the Korean Sorcery Association being revealed for the first time to the world, the shadowy documents inside became a feast for the reporters, scattering in all directions.
      The Mangchok brothers who came to kill Kim Dojun but ended up dead at the hands of the Sorcery Killer, and the Sorcery Killer who, until death, took a beating from Kim Dojun—
      By the time Kim Dojun returned, their bodies had completely melted, emitting black smoke.
      Meaning, they died without even leaving behind corpses.
      Thanks to that, the only one actually arrested at the scene was Jin Tae-shik, who had been knocked out by Kim Dojun and left lying on the floor next to the dismembered corpse of a possessed entity.
      Kim Dojun and Han Soyeon had to undergo investigation by the World Sorcery Association for about three days before they were allowed to leave.
      Additionally, Han Soyeon would be put under the protection of the World Sorcery Association for about a month.
      ... Though in truth, it was closer to observation than protection.
      The former Association President, deeming her dangerous, had cast complex covert sorcery to seal most of Han Soyeon's abilities for about a month.
      In other words, Han Soyeon was no different from a regular person at that point.
      Of course, even then—one could wonder who would risk targeting Han Soyeon now, but if the unexpected happened again, it would be a huge headache.
      In this situation, the temporary supervisor from the World Sorcery Association sent for them happened to be a righteous, protagonist character Kim Dojun had encountered several times in the game. Kim Dojun took this opportunity to advise Han Soyeon to accept the protection obediently.
      "Alright, if it's something you suggest, Dojun."
      Han Soyeon agreed to Kim Dojun's words without a hint of refusal.
      '... She seems a little different somehow.'
      In the past, she would at least ponder any suggestion given, but ever since this incident, Han Soyeon was showing him unconditional acceptance.
      'Well, I guess it's not a bad thing for someone to have a positive attitude toward me.'
      But the reason this made Kim Dojun feel something was off—though not quite to the level of a problem—was
      'It's just a bit too positive.'
      A few days prior—specifically, while under Association investigation until past midnight—Kim Dojun had gotten a bit grumpy.
      'Damn, this is annoying as hell.'
      'Are you okay? Is it tough?'
      'Of course it's tough.'
      'I'll kill them all. Just wait.'
      'Huh? What are you talking about?'
      'You said you're having a hard time...? They're bothering you, aren't they? So shouldn't I just kill them all?'
      'Wait, you can't even use sorcery right now.'
      'I have a knife.'
      'Where did you even get that...?'
      'Picked it up from back there earlier. Anyway, if I just have this, I can kill them. Humans are unexpectedly fragile—they can't react if you stab a vital spot.'
      '... Yeah, that's not really something I wanted to know.'
      'Wait for me, I'll kill everyone who's bothering Dojun—'
      Somewhat taken aback by Han Soyeon's attitude, Kim Dojun nonetheless found it easier to control her, since she followed his do-nots surprisingly well.
      'No matter how terrible someone's personality, it seems a debt of gratitude is never forgotten.'
      Thinking that, Kim Dojun shelved the topic of Han Soyeon and switched his thoughts to something else.
      'Now, what's left is those guys...'
      Before making what had happened publicly known, Kim Dojun had woken Jin Tae-shik to extract the whole story with a little bit of persuasion(?).
      During the persuasion process, a few teeth had been knocked out, making Jin Tae-shik's speech slurred, but in the end, what Kim Dojun was able to learn could be divided into two things.
      'What the Association President and Vice President intended by using Han Soyeon's talent was to bring about the descent of the Being of Possibility within her, erase its intellect with special sorcery, and then transplant it into their own bodies.'
      'The Mangchok brothers and the Sorcery Killer who tried to kill me were indeed criminals—but they were also part of a group known as "the Prophets."'
      Kim Dojun was more interested in the second revelation than the first.
      'Who the hell are these guys?'
      The Prophets.
      Having not played the game for some time, some memories were dim, but he still remembered the name of the group that constantly annoyed the player.
      Back in his dorm, even when he opened his pre-written setting notes, there was no information on the Prophets.
      'Are they just some worthless group that doesn't appear in the Sorcery Killing Technique?'
      That seemed the most logical conclusion, so Kim Dojun kept pondering the Prophets.
      'Should I just hand this over to Dan to look into?'
      He decided to put aside the issue of the Prophets, with the thought that if he couldn't reach an immediate conclusion, he might as well let Dan investigate and think more about it then.
      'All right, let's move on from this case...'
      Kim Dojun now recalled that the break period had just started.
      The Sorcery Institute's break lasted 90 days.
      During these 90 days, Kim Dojun's top priority was to help Shin Se-yeon kill her father.
      Of course, beyond that, he also had to take down Twisted Evil in the Temple together with Dan to obtain a spiritual tool, hang out with Tiarang, and take care of several other tasks.
      But even all that left 90 days feeling quite long.
      'Well then, shall I go meet another one of my future boss friends?'
      With that, Kim Dojun decided—it was time to meet yet another friend who would become a boss in the future.
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      World Sorcery Association.
      Supervisor 'Kim Soyul', dispatched from this place—essentially the highest level overseeing sorcery associations spread across the nation—sighed as if she had a headache.
      'After suffering so much to climb up to the World Association, who would have thought I'd be sent back to Korea.'
      Kim Soyul wore a gloomy expression.
      After joining the Korea branch of the Sorcery Association and working there for ten years, she had put in relentless effort, and eventually managed to enter the World Sorcery Association.
      The very center stage of sorcery she always dreamed of even in her sleep!
      And there, she was dreaming big dreams.
      That someday, with enough effort, she would rise to a significant position at the World Sorcery Association's global branch...!
      How much effort did she pour into that?
      She'd deliberately go to work at dawn to stay on the good side of her superiors, reading the room and deftly handling any tasks that might annoy them.
      Thanks to all that, at the World Sorcery Association, not only was her position solid, but her performance evaluations were excellent—people were even saying she might get promoted next year or the year after.
      But she hadn't even heard these things for long before she found herself back at the Korea Sorcery Association.
      'The president, that bastard....'
      Because the president and deputy president—whom she'd always disliked during her time in the Korea branch for their lecherous looks—had caused a massive scandal.
      Because of that, she was urgently dispatched back to Korea and would now have to stay as an auditor until the investigation of the Korean branch was over—likely for about a year.
      She couldn't help but feel depressed.
      'Of course, just being here for a year will be reflected positively in my performance review.'
      In reality, she'd be able to accomplish much more by working in the global branch for a year, and so she let out another sigh.
      'And that's not the only reason...'
      There was still another reason for her to sigh.
      Because of Han Soyeon, whom the crazy Korean president had tried to use in an occult ritual.
      To keep her safe and conduct an investigation, the association had kept her close. She was a good girl and didn't really cause any trouble.
      She even kept smiling gently, cheeks slightly flushed, even when left alone.
      ... To the point Kim Soyul wondered if maybe the ritual had driven her a little mad.
      But leaving that aside, the primary reason Han Soyeon caused Kim Soyul headaches was her behavior whenever she mentioned a certain name.
      'Whenever she hears the name Kim Dojun, it's like the girl falls apart...'
      Remembering this, Kim Soyul recalled the last conversation she had while investigating her.
      Specifically, their talk about Kim Dojun.
      "What did Kim Dojun do in the basement?"
      "Are you interested in Dojun?"
      "Of course, I need to report about it."
      "But if you report about him, won't Dojun get bothered by it later?"
      "Well, I might have to call him in briefly for an investigation."
      "Dojun said he hates being bothered. But you're saying you would summon him for an investigation?"
      "... That's necessary for the investigation."
      "... By the way, how many people will there be?"
      "What?"
      "Personnel. Dojun said not to kill them..."
      "Heek...."
      Recalling Han Soyeon's smile and those chilling eyes glittering with highlights as she said that, Kim Soyul couldn't help but let out a little moan.
      'Ah, what a fate...'
      She closed her eyes, sighing again as if suffering from a headache.
      ####
      Currently, Go-gun Group was slowly recovering after having taken a severe blow.
      Actually, it wasn't all that severe.
      Go-gun Group was a top-tier company—there was no way the business would collapse just because the eldest son got into some trouble.
      ... But in terms of public image, they'd taken heavy damage, which meant they were now pouring massive resources into rebuilding it.
      In the midst of this, Kim Dojun suddenly showed up.
      The very man who had not only wrecked the company's image, but virtually ended Goh Seung-jun's future as the heir.
      Goh Kuncheon looked at Kim Dojun standing confidently before him.
      "So, you're Kim Dojun?"
      "Nice to meet you."
      Kim Dojun simply waved his hand in reply—a gesture even members of the National Assembly would humble themselves before, when meeting Goh Kuncheon.
      Goh Kuncheon's expression soured, but—
      "The Manshin Temple monstrous relic acquisition, the slush fund diversion, the request to the forces confronting the overseas branch... What else was there?"
      "!!"
      Goh Kuncheon's jaw dropped at Kim Dojun's words, but he quickly composed his face.
      "You don't have to bother fixing your expression. I know everything already."
      "Evi—"
      "I have evidence, of course. Right here—"
      Kim Dojun said as he shook his smartphone.
      "I've also prepared backups elsewhere, and made sure that if I die unexpectedly, all this will get spread to the vicious media wolves."
      Of course, that was a lie.
      Kim Dojun didn't have a single piece of actual evidence about Go-gun Group's corruption.
      He was just listing things he'd seen in the [setting].
      So, he had no files, and there was no system to leak them if he died.
      ... Truth is, he didn't even have the technical know-how for such a setup.
      "Nonsense. There's no way you have evidence—"
      "Want to check right now?"
      But Kim Dojun's poker face and act of unlocking the phone won out.
      "... What do you want?"
      Goh Kuncheon eventually scowled and asked.
      "We're from different generations, but you're easy to talk to."
      At Kim Dojun's next words, goh Kuncheon nearly threw his ashtray in a fit of 'You're openly threatening me, you crazy bastard!' but managed to restrain himself and replied with superhuman patience.
      "... Speak."
      "There are two things."
      "..."
      "First, I want you to hand over the 'President's Ring' that Go-gun Group is keeping."
      "What? That's—"
      "You're refusing? Well, in that case, maybe letting the government collect those misappropriated taxes wouldn't be such a bad idea?"
      Grit—
      Goh Kuncheon ground his teeth.
      "... I'll hand it over."
      "I agree, it's much better for you to turn it over to me than to the government."
      Kim Dojun grinned slyly.
      Grind—
      Goh Kuncheon's ashtray grated audibly, but Kim Dojun ignored him.
      "It's not that I want to take without giving anything in return."
      He said, then made his second proposal.
      "... What?"
      Goh Kuncheon, apparently not understanding, listened for more.
      "Didn't I say? I'm not here to take everything for nothing. If you accept, it'll benefit Go-gun Group as well."
      Goh Kuncheon fell silent.
      Certainly, if he accepted Kim Dojun's second proposal, there was no downside for him.
      But why, he wondered.
      "I don't have any ulterior motives this time. I've gotten something valuable, so I'll help you out a bit in return."
      As Kim Dojun continued, goh Kuncheon stared at him.
      "... I'll accept that too."
      He said.
      "Oh, and could you prepare a few other things too? Nothing fancy, just some things I need for teaching."
      "All right."
      "And, just in case, don't try anything funny with me. Now that we've formed such a good relationship, if you anger me, you know what'll happen, right?"
      "I'll keep that in mind, too."
      With his response—and without need to say the words "this bastard..."—Kim Dojun nodded in satisfaction.
      "Well then, look forward to it."
      With those words, he left.
      ####
      Go-gun Group's eldest son, goh Ryuwon.
      But in truth, Go-gun Group's eldest son wasn't Goh Seung-jun.
      He's the second son, in fact.
      What's more, the true eldest son is still alive.
      Then why is Goh Seung-jun called the eldest instead of the second?
      That's because the real eldest son of Go-gun Group was such a delinquent he made Seung-jun look like a model child.
      Go-gun Group's black sheep: Goh Ryuwon.
      Since childhood, he'd always been a troublemaker.
      Seeing no potential as an heir, goh Kuncheon treated him as if he didn't exist from the start.
      As a result, goh Ryuwon became something of a taboo within the company, and to erase him from existence, the second son, Seung-jun, was publicly installed as the "eldest."
      Unceremoniously stripped of even the position of eldest, goh Ryuwon continued his school life as a second-year at a sorcery academy notorious for letting anyone in as long as they paid.
      He fit the stereotype of a "golden delinquent."
      Tanned, blond punk.
      His skin, which was obviously fair, was tanned to a bronze, broadcasting his delinquency. His hair, undoubtedly originally black, had been bleached to a flashy gold.
      The multiple earrings in each ear completed the look.
      At the moment, unlike the Sorcery Institute, the sorcery academy was still in session. But he and his fellow punks were skipping class, hanging out and smoking in an alley.
      "Goh Ryuwon."
      Someone—no, not just anyone—
      "Huh? What do you want?"
      Until Kim Dojun called out his name.
      "You're Goh Ryuwon, right?"
      "I said, who the hell are you?"
      Goh Ryuwon spat on the ground, glaring as Kim Dojun confirmed his identity.
      Kim Dojun stared at him.
      "Attitude. Fail."
      "What the hell are you saying, you bastard?"
      "Character. Fail."
      "Hey, who the hell are you?"
      "Overall. Fail."
      Having said that, Kim Dojun looked around the alley.
      "Everyone except Goh Ryuwon, go home."
      He declared.
      "Why's this guy showing off out of nowhere?"
      "The guy's a damn psycho."
      "... Huh? He looks kind of familiar."
      At the reactions of Goh Ryuwon's companions, Kim Dojun simply nodded and picked up a stone from the corner and threw it.
      BAM!!!
      "
      "?"
      "
      The gang watched as the stone embedded itself in the wall above their heads, with cracks forming from the impact.
      "I won't say it twice. Everyone but Goh Ryuwon, get lost if you don't want to die."
      At Kim Dojun's words—
      "S-Shit...!"
      The delinquents, realizing the situation, quickly tossed away their cigarettes and ran for their lives.
      "Hey, hey, you sons of bitches!"
      Shouting after his fleeing friends, goh Ryuwon soon saw Kim Dojun approach and was taken aback.
      "Hey, no, don't come! Don't come any closer! Do you know who I am!?"
      "Of course I do, that's why I called your name, you idiot."
      "You son of a bitch! Lay a finger on me and you're fucked, you hear me!? Do you know who—urk!?"
      Without another word, Kim Dojun grabbed Goh Ryuwon by the head—
      Whack!
      "Argh!?"
      —and smacked the back of his head.
      Tears nearly sprang to Goh Ryuwon's eyes from the pain.
      "I'm Kim Dojun. From now on, I'll be the top private tutor in Korea, tasked with turning a filthy delinquent like you into a student who gets into the nation's top university, the 'Simjoo Institute', in just one and a half years."
      He introduced himself, twisting his lips into a grin as he let go.
      "Well, since this is our first meeting—"
      He then pulled a battered aluminum bat from his bag.
      "Let's fill up your perseverance and character with thirty swings, shall we?"
      "W-wait—aaaaagh!!"
      And with that, for the first time ever, goh Ryuwon's scream echoed pitifully through the alley.
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      The Muryu Family.
      One of the top three sorcery families in Korea, and currently led by S-rank sorcerer Shin Cheon-gyun—also known as Eun-gyeok—the family mansion was an enormous palace-like residence in traditional Eastern style.
      And, at the end of this school term, Shin Se-yeon, who had returned to her family, encountered her father, Shin Cheon-gyun, five days after her return while making her way to the training ground within the mansion.
      "..."
      "..."
      Shin Cheon-gyun stared at her with a face completely devoid of expression.
      Seeing him, Shin Se-yeon involuntarily furrowed her brow.
      That was because, the moment she saw Shin Cheon-gyun, memories from her early childhood flashed through her mind.
      Memories of finding her mother and older sister, both horribly murdered, when she was very young.
      And Shin Cheon-gyun, who had watched that scene with a blank face.
      "I'm home."
      Although murderous intent boiled within her, Shin Se-yeon forcibly suppressed it and greeted him.
      For now, at least at this moment, she knew all too well that the timing was not right.
      However, upon receiving his daughter's greeting, Shin Cheon-gyun simply continued to stare at her.
      "..."
      Then, with not a single word in response, he walked past her, brushing by.
      "..."
      Even as Shin Cheon-gyun passed by her without a word or change in his expression, Shin Se-yeon didn't avert her gaze from him.
      Over ten years ago, after mercilessly killing his wife and daughter for an experiment, he had dismissed Se-yeon's tearful confrontation with just one sentence: "It was something I had to do for our family."
      With that simple phrase, he erased their deaths as if nothing had happened.
      Se-yeon stared at him unflinchingly.
      Squeeeeze—!
      She glared intently.
      ####
      Go Ryuwon, the true eldest son of the Gogoong Corporation, had never been hit in his life.
      ... No, that wasn't quite true. He'd been hit just once.
      After causing a disaster even the Gogoong Corporation couldn't handle, his father struck him with an ashtray.
      Other than that, there was no reason for anyone to hit him.
      After that incident, go Ryuwon had become someone whose existence was simply not to be acknowledged within the company.
      But that didn't mean the fact that he was the company's eldest son disappeared. Wherever he went, he could wield power without restraint.
      Thanks to this, he became the very image of a wild rascal you'd only read about in novels, swaggering through life without fear.
      "What's 1+1?"
      "2."
      Whack!
      "Argh! Why the hell are you hitting me!?"
      "You brat, have the nerve to speak so rudely?"
      Whack! Whack!
      "Aaah! Stop! Stop!"
      ... At least, that was the case before his private tutor arrived.
      At Go Ryuwon's mansion.
      He looked at Kim Dojun, who was staring back at him with an unfair expression.
      "What are you looking at?"
      "Wha—"
      "Wha?"
      "Let's get started, sir..."
      Ryuwon mumbled, tearing up a little.
      In fact, two days prior, Kim Dojun had suddenly shown up, claiming to be his private tutor, and beat him like crazy.
      Naturally, ryuwon immediately contacted his father.
      He expected that, having his own son beaten, his father wouldn't just stand by.
      But—
      'I sent him personally. Don't question it.'
      Those were the words he received.
      His father himself had dispatched that maniac.
      Even so, ryuwon didn't give up and tried to stop Kim Dojun using the security sorcerers in the mansion, but that failed as well.
      The security sorcerers belonged to the corporation and followed Go Gungcheon's orders, not Ryuwon's.
      Word got back to Dojun that Ryuwon tried to have him stopped, and as a result, he got beaten like a dog for another two hours.
      That's when Ryuwon realized:
      There was no way to escape this crazy bastard.
      With a face full of annoyance and dread, ryuwon glanced at Kim Dojun, who stood next to him.
      There was a big, underlined label: "Correction Machine No.1," and beside it, "Rod of Love No.1" written on the hideous aluminum bat in Kim Dojun's hand.
      "What's 2+2?"
      "4... sir."
      "What's 3+3?"
      "6, sir?"
      "What's 23232+125334?"
      "Huh?"
      Whack!
      "Ow!"
      "Just say the answer. Don't answer with a question."
      "How the hell is this a lesson, you psycho!?"
      "Still mouthing off?"
      Whack!
      "Aaaargh!"
      As soon as Ryuwon spoke, Kim Dojun swung the bat and began his corporal punishment.
      Ryuwon screamed involuntarily, but nobody came to help.
      Ryuwon howled.
      "If you're going to make up nonsense like this, you solve it! What the hell is 22323+32232!!"
      "58842."
      For a moment, ryuwon wore a blank expression as he tried to think.
      "You idiot! That's wrong!"
      After about 30 seconds, he frowned and shouted.
      "But I was fast, wasn't I?"
      "?"
      Dumbfounded by the bizarre reply, he froze for a moment.
      Whack!
      "Aaaah!"
      He screamed again as the bat struck him.
      Kim Dojun, wildly hitting Ryuwon, thought to himself,
      'Not easy.'
      Even as he kept mouthing off through all the beatings, ryuwon had some guts, Dojun admitted. But that didn't mean he planned to stop.
      After all, ryuwon was supposed to become one of the pre-bosses leading the Sorcery Killing Technique's maglignant spirit. The trigger: entering the Sorcery Institute.
      'In short, I have to make him study his ass off.'
      Honestly, if Ryuwon got his act together in his senior year and entered the Sorcery Institute, Dojun wouldn't have needed to do this.
      The problem was, ryuwon only entered the Institute eight years from now.
      That meant he slacked off until late and then pulled himself together at the last minute. Dojun had no intention of wasting those eight years, just sitting on his hands, so he decided to force him to study now.
      'I don't even know how to study, though.'
      Granted, Kim Dojun couldn't teach Ryuwon how to study.
      Everyone knew the reason: he himself sucked massively at studying.
      Especially when it came to sorcery basics—he couldn't even make it past the intro without falling asleep.
      Still, Kim Dojun had something to rely on.
      'This guy enters the country's top college for sorcery—Sorcery Institute—in a few years.'
      So what did that mean?
      Ryuwon wasn't stupid.
      In other words, he just needed a push to get started—he'd be fine once he actually started studying.
      Kim Dojun saw hope in that.
      He couldn't directly teach study skills, but he knew many ways to force independent study.
      "All right, sit."
      "Y-"
      "Y?"
      "... I'll work hard from now on."
      Watching Ryuwon collapse into his seat, looking completely resigned, Kim Dojun nodded in satisfaction.
      "Finally ready to study, are we?"
      "... Yes."
      "Let's start with basic sorcery theory. Open your book."
      Grumbling, ryuwon picked up his textbook at Dojun's words.
      On the cover, thanks to graffiti, sorcery Foundations Theory had become "■ourc■ ■■eory."
      Kim Dojun opened the book.
      'Pristine.'
      A sparkling white book.
      It was so new it still smelled like a fresh print, as if it had never been opened. Examining the Sorcery Foundations Theory, Kim Dojun set it on the desk.
      "Here."
      He handed Ryuwon another book.
      Ryuwon looked dumbfounded, staring at the book.
      "This is your new workbook."
      Of course, he didn't know whether it was a good one. Kim Dojun had just picked up a random sorcery foundations workbook from the bookstore.
      'It was on the "best books" shelf, so it must be decent.'
      Thinking so, he handed Ryuwon another object.
      "... Now what's—"
      "...."
      "What is this?"
      What Ryuwon received this time was something thicker than a normal necklace, in the form of a choker.
      "Put it on."
      "... This?"
      "Yes."
      "Just what the heck—?"
      "Defying me, huh?"
      Kim Dojun raised his bat.
      Ryuwon, at the sight, reflexively put on the necklace at lightning speed.
      'Three days of etiquette training really worked, huh.'
      Feeling strangely satisfied with Ryuwon's response, Dojun showed him a remote control in his hand.
      "Let's begin class."
      Without hesitation, he pressed the button.
      Then—
      Beep—beep—beep—
      A mechanical sound came from the choker around Ryuwon's neck.
      "... What's that sound?"
      Ryuwon, puzzled by the sound from his new necklace, asked. Kim Dojun answered,
      "Nothing special. It's just the timer on the bomb necklace around your neck counting down."
      "... What?"
      "Oh, by the way, the timer is set for 15 minutes. 15 seconds have already passed."
      "You're kidding, right...?"
      Ryuwon, momentarily panicking, glanced at Kim Dojun.
      Dojun just shrugged and pulled out another necklace exactly like the one Ryuwon was wearing.
      Beep!
      After manipulating the remote, he threw it to the side.
      And—
      BOOM!
      A huge explosion blasted Ryuwon's door off its hinges.
      "...."
      Stupefied by the power of the blast, ryuwon went blank.
      "Oops."
      "?"
      "Maybe I put in too much explosive."
      Muttering as he began putting distance between them.
      "Why are you backing away!?"
      Ryuwon shouted involuntarily.
      "Don't you see my school uniform?"
      "... Your uniform?"
      "It's the Sorcery Institute's uniform. Each set costs over 2 million won."
      "... And?"
      "I only have one. It's a pain to get bloodstains out."
      Ryuwon gaped in shock.
      "If your head explodes, there'll be a lot of blood—"
      "Aaaaagh! You crazy bastard!! Turn this off!!"
      Ryuwon screamed, desperately trying to remove the bomb necklace, but no matter how he tried, it wouldn't budge.
      "It's useless."
      "At least stop the timer!"
      "Sorry, there's only an activation button. No stop button."
      Dojun showed him the remote control.
      "Holy shit!"
      Just as he said—there was only one button, plus the timer control.
      Seeing this, ryuwon cursed involuntarily. Dojun immediately tossed him a box with a number lock on it.
      "If you solve problems 1 through 5 in the sorcery basics workbook and enter the numbers, you'll find the key to disable the choker inside."
      "You psycho! What if I actually die!?"
      "Nothing to be done—we'll have a small funeral."
      "You maniac! This is murder!!"
      "It's fine. Your father already promised to cover it up. Oh."
      "?"
      "13 minutes left."
      At those words—
      "Aaaaaaaagh!!!"
      Ryuwon screamed as he dove into the sorcery basics workbook.
      Twelve minutes later...
      Kim Dojun watched with satisfaction as Go Ryuwon, sniffling with tears and snot running down his face, unlocked the bomb necklace with a key and removed it.
      Click—!
      "?"
      Before Ryuwon could react, Dojun immediately strapped another bomb necklace on him.
      Beep!
      "All right, let's start Sorcery Foundations Theory, lesson 2."
      Beep—! Beep—! Beep—!
      "Fifteen minutes."
      "Fuuuuuck!!!"
      Ryuwon screamed again as he threw himself at the textbook.
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      About two hours later.
      "See, I told you, you can do it if you try."
      "You son of a bi-"
      "Son of a bi-?"
      "... Thank you for saving this son of a bitch."
      As Kim Dojun casually raised the stick, goryuwon immediately bowed his head.
      Nodding in satisfaction, Kim Dojun thought to himself.
      'Looks like the bomb collar study method was the right choice.'
      He had devised this study method based on his belief that people's brains work at full capacity in extreme situations, and wore a look of satisfaction.
      "That'll be all for today's lesson. Tomorrow, we'll be studying talisman sorcery, so keep that in mind."
      "Again?"
      "Again?"
      "... Sir?"
      "You don't like it?"
      "......"
      Goryuwon didn't answer, but his expression made it clear—he absolutely hated this, even to the point of cursing Kim Dojun with his eyes.
      Whack!
      "Ow! Why'd you hit me, sir...?"
      "I could feel you cursing at me with your eyes."
      "...."
      "Anyway, the lesson will go the same way tomorrow. So be prepared."
      "...."
      "If you don't like it, do some self-study."
      No matter what kind of look Goryuwon gave him, Kim Dojun finished what he wanted to say and simply left.
      'That crazy bastard...!'
      Goryuwon, genuinely feeling his life was at risk, began trying in earnest to find a way to escape from Kim Dojun.
      First, he tried hiding whenever it was time for Kim Dojun to arrive for tutoring.
      But no matter where he hid—even in areas where possessed entities appeared—Kim Dojun found Goryuwon with ridiculous ease.
      And every time he was found, goryuwon received a thorough beating as if it was payback.
      "Aaaaargh!"
      After getting beaten senseless for several days, goryuwon gave up on hiding and even tried reporting the situation to a journalist.
      "You say, 'Sorcery genius Kim Dojun routinely assaults a regular civilian for no reason...'?"
      "Damn it! It's true!"
      "Damn it?"
      WHAM!
      "Aaaargh!"
      "No matter how much I beat this guy, he keeps rebelling, huh?"
      Thanks to the support of Go-gun Enterprises, all of Goryuwon's attempts to report were crushed by Kim Dojun.
      After more than five failed attempts to struggle free, goryuwon finally realized.
      He couldn't escape—he just knew it.
      But still, goryuwon was desperate.
      'I can't keep getting caught by this lunatic...!'
      Haunted by the ticking sound ringing in his ears like a neurosis, he tried absolutely anything he could think of.
      He even begged Goguncheon to get Kim Dojun off his back, promising to reform and live diligently from now on.
      Aside from that, he even pleaded directly with Kim Dojun to let him go.
      "If you get into the Sorcery Institute, it's all over for you! Hey, you can do it too."
      "Please...!"
      Click—
      "15-minute timer ON."
      "For fuck's sake!"
      Every conversation with Kim Dojun ended up like this.
      So by the time he had received about a week's worth of tutoring from Kim Dojun...
      "Screw this! Just kill me then!"
      "Look at this clown, threatening to slit his own belly?"
      "Kill me! I can't live like this!"
      He even threatened to kill himself, saying just finish him off if that was what Kim Dojun wanted.
      ... Of course, goryuwon never actually intended to die.
      No matter how stupid he was, he knew his life before Kim Dojun had been plenty luxurious and peaceful.
      Moreover, he concluded that his private tutor, Kim Dojun, would never really kill him, which is why he acted that way.
      However, seeing Goryuwon pull the "just kill me" card despite the bomb collar on his neck, Kim Dojun...
      "Hmmm."
      Looked thoughtful for a moment, then promptly made a call.
      "Ah, yes, it's me. Kim Dojun."
      "...."
      "I need a big body bag. Yes, yes, ah~ things just ended up like this."
      "...?"
      "Anyway, send the bag over, and send a bunch of people too. I'm taking down the house, so make it look like he died from a collapse due to shoddy construction—"
      "I'm not dead yet, you psycho!!"
      He even took it further, trying to arrange for his corpse to be discreetly gotten rid of, completely destroying Goryuwon's bluff.
      By the tenth day of Kim Dojun tutoring Goryuwon...
      Grit—
      "I... I'll study hard, sir..."
      Whack!
      "Speak properly if you don't want to die."
      "...."
      In the end, goryuwon declared his defeat to Kim Dojun and quietly put the bomb collar on.
      ####
      Choi Yuroun, practitioner of the Hundred Shikigami.
      She was one of the few S-rank sorcerers in South Korea, and had reached that level using spirit familiars. Her knowledge of shikigami was second to none within the country.
      And currently, she—
      "You really want to fight that guy again?"
      Nod nod.
      —was getting persistent requests from her shikigami, baeg-Gwi-Rang.
      Looking at Baeg-Gwi-Rang, whose enormous head looked like it could devour Choi Yuroun in one gulp, yet was nodding eagerly, Choi Yuroun made a troubled face.
      "... Why?"
      Grrr—
      Baeg-Gwi-Rang growled as soon as she asked, as if he'd been waiting for this.
      Of course, Choi Yuroun knew this wasn't hostility directed at her as his master.
      She could communicate with most of her shikigami through thought and feelings.
      "You're really that upset? You didn't even use your full strength last time, did you?"
      Baeg-Gwi-Rang wore a face that screamed, 'Yes, I'm that upset!'
      Choi Yuroun recalled the rumors she'd heard about how Baeg-Gwi-Rang had lost.
      'They say he got beaten like a dog on the hottest day of summer...'
      She'd heard it not only from him but from others around her, but honestly, the phrase puzzled her.
      Baeg-Gwi-Rang, beaten so one-sidedly?
      'With that bulk?'
      Aside from the one shikigami that earned her the title 'Hundred Shikigami Practitioner,' Baeg-Gwi-Rang had the largest body of all.
      So how could anyone beat him so badly?
      Mmm—
      Baeg-Gwi-Rang groaned as Choi Yuroun deliberated.
      'He must really be indignant.'
      Despite more than two weeks having passed, baeg-Gwi-Rang kept pestering her, so Choi Yuroun considered.
      "... Well, I'm curious too."
      In the end, she decided to grant Baeg-Gwi-Rang's request.
      "Fine, I'll do it."
      Nod nod!
      Baeg-Gwi-Rang nodded enthusiastically at her response.
      "But if the other side refuses, there's nothing I can do. So keep that in mind."
      Still considering that Kim Dojun might refuse to fight Baeg-Gwi-Rang, she decided to cover her bases.
      "Maybe I'll call my old teacher from the Sorcery Institute for the first time in a while."
      She contacted the instructor who had once taught her at the Sorcery Institute.
      [Well, this is unusual, you reaching out.]
      "Come on, saying it like that, you make it sound like it's been a full year since I last contacted you, instructor Kang Cheol-shin."
      [It's been more than a year and a half, actually.]
      "...."
      Was it? She mentally checked the dates, then cleared her throat and continued.
      "Anyway, I'll make sure to call more often from now on!"
      [So, what's this about?]
      "Well, you know a student named Kim Dojun at the Sorcery Institute? Could I get his contact information?"
      [For what reason?]
      "My shikigami took a beating from him and keeps bugging me to arrange a rematch."
      [Impossible.]
      "Huh?"
      [No matter your reasons, I can't give out a student's personal info from the Sorcery Institute. But I'll contact Kim Dojun and relay your request. In exchange, though...]
      "... In exchange?"
      [I'd like you to fill in as temporary instructor next semester.]
      "Ah, that's a bit... I feel like you're trying to get me cheap, instructor~"
      [Think about it. We're shorthanded since a few instructors are out because of this recent incident.]
      After chatting a bit more, Choi Yuroun hung up.
      ####
      Meanwhile, after Choi Yuroun relayed the message to Kang Cheol-shin—
      Kim Dojun was, as always, tutoring Goryuwon.
      "Not doing it!"
      Once again, he witnessed Goryuwon's "just kill me" act.
      Even with the bomb collar still ticking around his neck.
      "Then die, by all means."
      "Gladly, I will~"
      "?"
      Kim Dojun was momentarily at a loss, but Goryuwon grinned.
      "Anyway, there's no bomb in this collar, is there?"
      "...."
      Over the past few days, Kim Dojun had demonstrated the bomb collar exploding for Goryuwon multiple times.
      The core of this study method was to constantly make him believe that his head could explode at any moment if he slacked off.
      But after seeing it repeatedly, goryuwon finally noticed the difference.
      The difference between the collars Kim Dojun threw and the one he put on himself.
      'The bomb collars he throws have bombs inside; the one I wear doesn't!'
      The moment he realized this, goryuwon sprawled out on the floor.
      Knowing that Kim Dojun hadn't put a real bomb on him, he figured it was all just threats and that Kim Dojun actually cared about his life.
      "Do what you want, asshole!"
      Acting as if to say, "Go on, try me,"
      Goryuwon sprawled confidently. Kim Dojun smacked his lips and replied,
      "Caught on, huh?"
      "I figured you out ages ago!"
      Goryuwon cackled as if he had the upper hand for once, despite the beatings he'd taken over the past ten days.
      Feeling oddly admiring of his persistent antics, Kim Dojun, as if he had no choice, picked up another bomb collar and was about to say—
      "Looks like I'll have to switch to another method, then..."
      —when he suddenly trailed off.
      A moment of silence.
      Wondering what was happening, goryuwon looked at Kim Dojun.
      At that moment.
      "... Huh?"
      Kim Dojun looked genuinely startled for the first time.
      "?"
      Seeing a reaction he'd never seen before, goryuwon tilted his head.
      "I made a mistake."
      "... A mistake?"
      Hearing those words, goryuwon had a bad feeling and instinctively asked.
      "That one's real."
      "?"
      "That bomb collar you're wearing right now, it's real."
      Kim Dojun showed Goryuwon the inside of the collar he was holding.
      It was perfectly clean—no bomb inside.
      "So this is the end."
      "You crazy bastard, what do you mean the end!"
      "There are 8 minutes left. Use the time to do anything you want to do one last time. Thanks to your bellyaching, your survival rate has dropped to zero."
      "Just unlock it! Didn't you write down the code somewhere!?"
      "I left it for the security staff because I couldn't be bothered."
      "Damn it! Security, get up here now!"
      "There's no security."
      "?"
      "You didn't know? Whenever I'm tutoring, I send everyone else away just in case."
      As Kim Dojun spoke, goryuwon's face turned increasingly pale. Watching Kim Dojun slowly back away, he screamed and belatedly clung to "Introduction to Possessed Entities."
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      To sum up, goryuwon succeeded in surviving.
      With problem-solving skills that could only be described as miraculous, he solved the first five questions of the "Introduction to the Possessed Entity" test with less than eight minutes left and managed to finish with about fifteen seconds remaining.
      "Amazing."
      Kim Dojun clapped his hands as he watched Geum Taeyang, who was crying as if he really was about to die.
      "Next time, let's go with a real bomb collar instead. It seems like the efficiency would at least double."
      "You crazy bastard!!!"
      "Crazy bastard?"
      "... I said you're the crazy bastard."
      When Goryuwon had the bomb collar on, Kim Dojun let the insults slide, but without it, he'd immediately reach for the stick. So, goryuwon quickly shrank back.
      Looking at him, Kim Dojun spoke.
      "If you hate the bomb collar that much... well, I guess there's no helping it."
      "?"
      "I'll bring an even better study method for the next lesson."
      "...."
      With those words, Kim Dojun left Goryuwon's house.
      Sitting alone, goryuwon thought,
      'This is... a good thing, right?'
      Certainly, he was relieved when Kim Dojun promised to remove the bomb collar.
      '... But why don't I feel that happy?'
      Recalling Kim Dojun's words about a "better study method,"
      Goryuwon involuntarily shuddered.
      ####
      The day after Goryuwon trembled with worry about what might happen to him in the future.
      Kim Dojun received a call from the Steel God on his way to meet Dan for previously requested information, and was told that Choi Yuron, the One Hundred-Faced God, wanted to make contact.
      'Finally got a bite, huh.'
      After receiving Choi Yuron's contact information from the Steel God, he went to meet Dan as usual.
      "Been a while."
      [Hello, master!]
      He nodded once at Dan and Tam, who greeted him as before. Then soon after, he received the information he'd previously asked Dan to look into.
      "Just as you said last time, here's info on the new organizations formed after Twisted Evil's collapse, as well as info on the Twisted Evil organization in the middle zone."
      "Oh."
      Kim Dojun nodded, checking the information map he had asked for.
      Dan continued.
      "I also looked into Mongsang's Lervie."
      Listening again to what Dan said,
      Before long,
      "... So, in conclusion, except for a major incident a while back, there's nothing particularly unusual?"
      "That's right."
      "Not a single thing?"
      "According to info I bought from an info agency, there was a big spiritual power event recently in the zone where Mongsang's Lervie had been sleeping, but other than that, apparently nothing stands out."
      "... So that's all?"
      "Yeah."
      Kim Dojun nodded and resumed.
      "Oh, and there's one more thing I want you to look into."
      "What is it this time?"
      "The Prophet. Look into them."
      "... The Prophet?"
      "Yeah, just in case—do you know anything?"
      Dan thought it over briefly, then shook his head.
      "I know all the famous names from the back alleys, but I've never heard of that one. Is it a small group?"
      "I have no idea, so please check it out."
      "Got it."
      Dan nodded, then asked,
      "So, will you be going today?"
      "Of course. I plan to start the next phase soon."
      "Plan?"
      "I have one."
      "...."
      Dan looked puzzled at Kim Dojun's words, but as ever, Kim Dojun never shared his plans anyway. And if he asked, he might get hit, so Dan just let his curiosity go.
      "What's the situation inside the Grand Hall of Gods?"
      To this, Dan replied,
      "Just as you expected, most of the Twisted Evil gangs inside the Grand Hall of Gods seem to have collapsed. New organizations have popped up amid the chaos, but..."
      "But?"
      "As you said, there's no sign of any group trying to move under Twisted Evil's control."
      "That's good. Anything else?"
      Pausing to think, Dan continued as if something came to mind.
      "Come to think of it, there's a group called 'Twisted Evil Killers' rampaging in the outer zone, hunting down Twisted Evil's gang members—it's causing a stir."
      "The Twisted Evil Killers? Wasn't it just one person?"
      "You seem to know something—did you hear it somewhere?"
      "I picked up on it touring the Inhuman Arena."
      At this, Dan shook his head and continued,
      "From what I've gleaned, the Twisted Evil Killers aren't just one person but a group. Given the info I found, they're most likely those folks from the Arena."
      "... The Arena? The one in the Grand Hall of Gods?"
      "Yeah, remember when you wrecked the Arena, one of Twisted Evil's main facilities? At that time, the control sorcery formations on the fighters inside were all destroyed, and those who escaped are now the Twisted Evil Killers."
      Because those fighters were enslaved by Twisted Evil, Dan added, and Kim Dojun replied,
      "... So, this whole situation is because of what I did?"
      "That's right."
      'I didn't intend that.'
      Kim Dojun thought as much at Dan's reply, but only shrugged.
      'It's all good—actually, this situation is a big win for me.'
      The birth of Twisted Evil Killers wasn't something he had planned, but it wasn't detrimental to him—rather, it was a very favorable development. Kim Dojun nodded.
      "So, in that case, I bet Twisted Evil's members are running around trying to catch those guys, right?"
      "No."
      Dan shook his head.
      "Really? Wouldn't they normally go all out for revenge?"
      "Maybe before, but things are a bit different now, aren't they?"
      "That's true."
      "Right now, Twisted Evil has lost a lot of members since we swept out all their people from the outer zone. Of course, their main force is still in the middle zone, though."
      After a pause, Dan continued,
      "I hear even the squads from the middle and inner zones are getting annihilated by the Twisted Evil Killers."
      "They must be pretty strong, huh?"
      "I don't know the details, but anyway, because of the situation, there are virtually no Twisted Evil members left in the outer zone now."
      "For real?"
      "The info says so."
      "Wow, if that's true, things are looking way up for me."
      Kim Dojun grinned with glee.
      Dan tilted his head in slight puzzlement, but—
      "Then I don't need to do what I originally planned; I can go straight to recruiting."
      "Recruiting...?"
      Dan didn't understand Kim Dojun's cryptic words, but Kim Dojun immediately headed to the Grand Hall of Gods with Dan.
      ####
      The place Kim Dojun headed to in the Grand Hall of Gods was the site of the old black market run by Twisted Evil.
      The abandoned building, apparently left unrepaired, was still completely shattered. Kim Dojun approached.
      Following behind, Dan once again looked at him as if he couldn't fathom what was going through his mind.
      Kim Dojun, ignoring whether Dan thought anything of him through his mask, pulled out some talismans he had gotten last time at the black market.
      'Amplification talismans.'
      Just like their name suggested, the moment you stick them on, your voice booms out like a loudspeaker.
      Kim Dojun picked up five of those and stuck them around his neck.
      [Ah—Ahh.]
      He spoke, seemingly satisfied as his voice rang out loud and clear throughout the outer zone of the Grand Hall of Gods.
      He quickly turned and looked at Dan.
      "?"
      Dan tilted his head.
      "Fox mask, huh...."
      Muttering softly so the talismans wouldn't pick it up, Kim Dojun began,
      [I am the Scorpion Strange Sage.]
      He began his announcement.
      [In 30 minutes, there will be a meeting at the destroyed black market to form our new group, 'Yoho (妖狐)'. Anyone interested should gather—this includes all organizations; attendance is mandatory.]
      His transformed voice thundered throughout the Grand Hall of Gods.
      [Of course, even though it's mandatory, if you really don't want to come, that's fine. Refusing will simply be seen as you wanting to become an enemy of our new group, 'Yoho'.]
      "...."
      [You really don't have to come. Really. I do have the locations of those listening at the info agencies right now, but don't worry about that.]
      "...."
      [Really.]
      Watching Kim Dojun effectively threaten that not showing up meant you'd die—
      'This isn't an announcement of good news; it's the kind of news you die after hearing...'
      Dan kept his silence.
      [Alright, I'll give you 30 minutes. Those who want to jump in, do so—or if you want to die, just stay right where you are.]
      "...."
      [Ah, my mistake. If you want to be our enemy, just stay put.]
      'Is that... what he calls good news?'
      Dan wondered, and thirty minutes later—
      '... They really showed up in droves.'
      Seeing the black market packed with people, Dan laughed helplessly.
      Of course, few looked particularly happy, but the fact remained—they had all shown up.
      As Dan silently watched, Kim Dojun peeled off three of the five amplification talismans from his neck.
      [Ah, ah—]
      He tested his now quieter voice, then said,
      [Welcome, everyone. As you know, I am the Scorpion Strange Sage.]
      "...."
      The crowd fell silent at his words.
      But Kim Dojun continued,
      [I gathered you here today to present you with a good offer. Can you guess what it is?]
      "...."
      Still, the crowd remained quiet.
      After scanning the audience, Kim Dojun stomped on the ground.
      KUGUGUGUK-!
      The black market's remains exploded into shards, flying outward.
      [Answer.]
      At Kim Dojun's curt word, the people gathered in the market swallowed nervously, then finally began responding.
      "W-what?"
      "What is it?"
      "What do you want...?"
      As people started answering variously,
      Kim Dojun nodded, seemingly satisfied, and continued.
      [We're forming a group called Yoho. And I'd like all of you gathered here to join Yoho.]
      "...."
      [Of course, I know people would push back if they thought there was no benefit. So, I'm about to make you an offer you'll like.]
      "...?"
      [First, the moment you join Yoho, you'll immediately come under our protection. Meaning, you won't have to worry about getting randomly stabbed in the outer zones.]
      "-Oh."
      [Second, since the outer zones have gone to hell and it's a tough place to live, instead of collecting money from you, we're actually going to pay you until things stabilize again.]
      "Oh-!"
      The assembled people started murmuring with excitement.
      But Dan, hearing this, stared at Kim Dojun in confusion.
      '... Is that even possible?'
      Logically, splitting up money among all these people was nearly impossible.
      Where would he even get that much money?
      That's not all. Protecting these people from Twisted Evil would be impossible for Kim Dojun alone.
      '... Or is it?'
      On second thought, maybe it's possible—but then Kim Dojun would end up tied down here, which isn't really an option. So in the end, Dan was left just wondering what kind of plan Kim Dojun had.
      Watching the crowd's mood rising from Kim Dojun's big promises,
      "Now, to celebrate the founding of the Yoho group, our Yoho boss—the King of Yoho...no, the 'Yo King (擾王)'—will now share what his plans are going forward, so please quiet down."
      Noticing suddenly that Kim Dojun was looking at him, Dan wore a bewildered expression.
      "?"
      Soon—
      "Go ahead, boss—please tell us your plan."
      "Wha...?"
      At Kim Dojun's words, Dan could only imagine a bundle of hooks dangling over his head.
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      'The boss? Me?'
      He looked at Kim Dojun with a truly bewildered expression.
      From the very beginning until now, Dan had never heard Kim Dojun speak of any real plan, and this time, too, he had simply followed him without knowing anything.
      "Wait a second—!"
      Dan tried to urgently speak to the group that were all staring at him at once.
      "Ah, ah, sorry, boss. I didn't give you a talisman."
      Kim Dojun handed Dan a talisman like the one he had just used, bringing it right up to his ear.
      "Do your best."
      He said this.
      Do my best? You crazy bastard! Dan was about to snap and shove the talisman back at Kim Dojun.
      "I don't want to persuade you either."
      At Kim Dojun's continued words, Dan couldn't help but lower the hand he reflexively raised.
      Even during that short conversation between Kim Dojun and Dan—
      "What? The boss of Yohou isn't the boss of Giant Scorpion?"
      "Seriously, so it seems."
      "That guy is the boss? And Giant Scorpion is just his subordinate?"
      "This is crazy..."
      "If you think about it, it does make sense. That guy called Yowang has always just been with Giant Scorpion, but never actually done anything himself, right?"
      "Oh, that's true...!"
      "Then just how strong is that person called Yowang anyway?"
      The misunderstanding began to snowball.
      Just then—when Dan, whose only thought was, *I know absolutely nothing, and I'm not strong, I just followed along*, felt the words almost come out of his throat—
      "At least S-rank...!"
      "At least?"
      "Look at what Giant Scorpion's shown so far—he's definitely an S-rank sorcerer. But if he's calling that guy 'boss' so politely...!"
      "At least S-rank, maybe even..."
      "No way, special-grade?"
      "...!!"
      Just like that, amidst the ruined underground market, Dan, who had been a 'random guy hanging next to Giant Scorpion,' was now being seen as 'boss of Giant Scorpion, possibly an S-rank or even special-grade sorcerer.'
      "S-special grade?"
      "Crazy!"
      "A hermit-level prodigy!"
      In less than thirty seconds, Dan had gone from 'who-knows-what kid next to Giant Scorpion' to 'boss of Giant Scorpion and special-grade sorcerer.' The cry of 'What utter nonsense, you dumb bastards!' almost slipped his mouth again.
      Grit—!
      He saw Kim Dojun quietly clenching his fist behind him.
      "
      "...."
      "
      Noticing all eyes around him shining with admiration, Dan realized—
      There was no way he could escape from here.
      Of course, words kept echoing in Dan's head.
      The boss? Me? Seriously? Me, really?
      A storm of questions looped endlessly in his mind.
      But—
      "Gives me chills... A hermit-level prodigy, they say."
      "Just what is he really?"
      *What do you mean 'what is he,' you fucker? I'm just an ordinary sorcerer!*
      Remembering that he couldn't say what was on his mind, he shut his eyes tight.
      And on that day—
      [Ahhh,]
      In just thirty seconds, a possibly S-rank, possibly special-grade, hermit-level prodigy was born.
      [... I am Yowang.]
      The birth of Yowang.
      ####
      There is a secret basement in the enormous home of the Muryu family, unknown to anyone other than the high ranking members.
      Only the family head and a few chosen ones could enter.
      And among the underground rooms, there was one deeper still, only accessible by the family head.
      There, the head of the Muryu family, Shin Cheon-gyun, was conversing with one person.
      "...."
      That person was wrapped head to toe in bandages.
      Anyone would find such a sight unsettling; bandages were wrapped not only over the whole body but even covering the eyes, nose, and mouth.
      Between those bandages, there were long words written, and the grotesque stone tablet he held in his hand only heightened the eeriness.
      The only other discernible fact was—
      "Is the preparation going well?"
      From the deep, thick voice, one could only guess the person was male.
      "... It's going fine, even without being told."
      "Excellent."
      "I might as well ask—in your place, is the preparation going well?"
      "Likewise, it's all on track. A few more weeks and it's over."
      "What a drag."
      "Can't be helped, even if it's tedious. It'll be over soon, so bear with it a little longer. Keep the kids in line, too. And most importantly—"
      Staring at the wall behind where Shin Cheon-gyun sat, the bandaged man continued.
      "Manage that one as well."
      "I'm aware. Haven't I said so every time?"
      "You know why, don't you? That one is the key, that's why I keep repeating myself. No telling when things will begin, but when it does, we'll absolutely need that person."
      At the bandaged man's words, Shin Cheon-gyun nodded with a reluctant, yet understanding, tilt of his head.
      "It would be nice if this ended quickly."
      "I agree. In any case, when it looks like the plan is starting, I'll be in touch."
      With that, the body of the bandaged man began to fade as if blowing away in dust, leaving Shin Cheon-gyun alone.
      "... I really wish this ended soon."
      He gazed at the door behind his chair.
      "I hope it starts quickly."
      He muttered, thinking of the girl who had returned at the end of this Sorcery Institute semester, now carrying a totally different look in her eyes compared to before.
      ####
      "What are you thinking!?"
      "Don't be so loud."
      "... What are you thinking, really."
      As soon as Kim Dojun raised his fist a little, Dan lowered his voice right away.
      [What a loser.]
      Looking at Dan with pity from within the shadows, Tam stared with a disappointed expression. Kim Dojun answered.
      "Calm down. Everything is going according to plan."
      From the very start, when he'd first taken Dan to the Shrine, Kim Dojun had been planning to make Dan the boss.
      'That's why I systematically crushed the freaks of the outer zone. Kept making sure Dan couldn't just switch his mask, too.'
      Not just any boss, but the boss of a large group that would become one of the three pillars of the Shrine after Geoak collapsed!
      'There's a lot to gain if Dan becomes the boss.'
      If Dan did become boss, there would be two immediate benefits.
      The first: preventing the emergence of a second Geoak.
      Kim Dojun had to wipe out Geoak anyway.
      Those guys would eventually join the maglignant spirit and become explicit enemies, and there were spiritual tools to get by taking them out.
      'If you wipe them out and nothing happens, fine. But if a second Geoak shows up, that's a pain... If I put Dan in one of the three pillars, he'll plug up that spot too.'
      ...but to Kim Dojun, that was just a minor advantage. The real benefit was the second one.
      'I don't have to go hunting heirs myself. That's a huge win.'
      What if Dan didn't become boss?
      Kim Dojun would have to keep running around, collecting information and individually tracking down the Ryuo family heirs for Dan to consume.
      But if Dan became one of the three bosses of the Shrine?
      The heirs could be hunted down with free labor, no effort from Kim Dojun!
      That wasn't all.
      'The underlings might take out the heirs themselves, and Dan can even run a delivery service, picking up clan heirs for me! Ah~ That's the good life.'
      Grinning at the future where everything progressed on its own, Kim Dojun explained his plan to Dan.
      Dan, upon hearing the plan, made a dumbfounded face—
      "Your face."
      —and clamped his mouth shut before speaking.
      "There's some logic to what you're saying, but there are far too many complications."
      "Like what?"
      "If I become the boss, don't I have to go to the Shrine to manage the organization?"
      "Then just go?"
      "?"
      "Wipe out all of Geoak and then go there."
      "Then what about the Sorcery Institute?"
      "You'd drop out. Weren't you only at the Sorcery Institute to hide from the Ryuo heirs?"
      "That's, um..."
      "You don't want to go?"
      "To be honest, isn't it too dangerous?"
      Dan didn't have the courage to flat out say, *Of course I don't want to, you asshole*, so he phrased it gently. Kim Dojun—
      "Hmm..."
      Looked thoughtful for a moment, then nodded.
      "So you mean it's dangerous at the Shrine, and that's why you don't want to go?"
      "That's right."
      "Then I'll just make this place dangerous, too."
      "...?"
      "I can make it dangerous really fast."
      "Wha...?"
      With a meaningful grin, Kim Dojun started shifting his body naturally toward a path where the spiked bat stood.
      "... I suddenly want to go. A man should be able to stand his ground in dangerous places."
      Dan spoke up, flustered.
      "Good thinking."
      With a tone like he'd been waiting for this, Kim Dojun returned to his spot, and Dan cursed inwardly before continuing.
      "... Even if that's settled, there's another issue."
      "What is it?"
      "Just how are you planning to get money? Also, now that word's out we formed a group, geoak won't just sit back anymore...!"
      At Dan's words, Kim Dojun immediately replied.
      "That—"
      "That?"
      "Is that my problem to solve?"
      "...?"
      "I'm not the boss. Should I be thinking about that?"
      "???"
      Dan's jaw hung open.
      *Are you actually insane?* Dan's eyes seemed to say. Seeing that, Kim Dojun just gave a smirk and answered.
      "I'm joking."
      "So you have a plan, right?"
      "Of course."
      Kim Dojun smiled, recalling the plan he was supposed to execute today.
      Relieved, Dan nodded.
      "So, how will you get the money?"
      "That's for you to figure out."
      "...?"
      "Why are you looking at me like that?"
      "I mean, wasn't it you who made the big promises about money in the first place...?"
      "I mean, sure, I made the promises."
      "...."
      "But in the end, shouldn't the boss handle it?"
      "?"
      "Eh, it'll work out."
      "...."
      Dan stared at Kim Dojun like he was truly insane.
      'Come to think of it, he's always been like this...'
      He suddenly remembered this was typical behavior for him.
      Regardless of what Dan thought, Kim Dojun, with a very confident expression, continued.
      "Anyway, since we need to get moving for real, shouldn't we go make Geoak groggy, fast?"
      Smiling, he added,
      "Boss, fighting!"
      And with that, threw in a "See you in a few days," then set off.
      Dan stared for a long time at the spot where Kim Dojun had completely disappeared from sight.
      "KIM DOJUN, YOU SON OF A BITCH!!!!"
      Unable to hold back, he swore.
      "What, did you call me?"
      The moment he finished cursing, Kim Dojun reappeared from just outside his field of vision, and Dan frantically shook his head and replied,
      "N-no, I didn't say a— single— word like that?"
      Dan was so startled, his voice cracked.
      To that, Kim Dojun said,
      "Really? That's weird..."
      He tilted his head once, then walked off.
      Dan let out a sigh of relief.
      [...]
      Tam, who had been observing the entire situation, looked at Dan with a look of utter disappointment.
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      The day after Kim Dojun created a group called Yoho with Dan as its boss, the Demon Realm of Tiger's Dread was in utter chaos.
      [Is it true that Yoho has taken over almost the entire outer zone now? (22)]
      [I heard the boss of Yoho, the Fox King, is stronger than the Scorpion Monster Sage. Who could they be? (81)]
      [Things are seriously messed up right now (11)]
      [Summary of what the creator of Yoho, the Scorpion Monster Sage, and the boss of Yoho, the Fox King, said yesterday (71)]
      [From Twisted Evil's perspective, this must really sting (63)]
      Most of the trending posts were filled with talk about the Scorpion Monster Sage and the mysterious, reclusive genius, fox King, who appeared yesterday.
      In the midst of that situation—
      "..."
      Dan was at the Pantheon.
      The reason, of course, was to deal with the situation Kim Dojun had caused.
      Naturally, you couldn't just declare you were making an organization and have it go "Ta-da!" like in a game. 
      There was no guild window popping up to manage members, and even for basic things like a group's hideout or organizational structure, you had to do the work yourself.
      Basically, after a group was formed, things might get easier, but to set it up in the first place, you had to suffer through a lot.
      Right now, the task Dan was doing was for proper management—a registry of the members and representatives of groups who began joining after Kim Dojun's declaration yesterday.
      Yesterday had just been verbal sign-ups; today was the first 'real' round of recruitment.
      Thanks to that, Dan was now in a temporarily rented underground meeting room (courtesy of Kim Dojun's "persuasion"), calling in applicants one by one to check their details.
      'I just want to go home.'
      He thought this sincerely.
      Why was he thinking this?
      It was simple: Dan never wanted to be a boss.
      But with everything already out of hand and knowing that Kim Dojun's next round of persuasion would be scary if he refused, he ultimately accepted the role.
      'But this is way too much...!'
      Dan, masking his frustration behind a mask, gazed at the never-ending line of applicants and recalled Kim Dojun's earlier attitude.
      'The boss should handle member management.'
      'Aren't things like member management usually the job of underlings?'
      'Guild masters do it in games.'
      'That may be true, but still—'
      'Okay, then! Do your best. I got you the venue, after all. I've got somewhere to be, so I'll leave you to it!'
      And with that, Kim Dojun vanished.
      Dan had wanted to yell, "That's just in games, you crazy bastard!" but all he managed to say was "... Fine."
      In the end, he was stuck facing a flood of incoming members on his own.
      'Okay, I can deal with this... I can!'
      Truthfully, up to that point, Dan thought he could handle it.
      Facing tons of applicants by himself was tolerable.
      Meeting older guys who looked up to him was fine, and even the people trying to subtly probe him for information were manageable.
      But then—
      'This is seriously terrifying...!'
      He looked at the two men and women standing before him.
      A man with an unmistakably striking purple longsword at his waist, and
      A woman with an oni mask hanging to the side of her head, both hands fitted with dangerous-looking, venom-dripping knuckles that glowed with engraved sorcery patterns.
      Had Dan not known who they were, he might have let it slide, but unfortunately, he did know them.
      The man with the purple sword was a sorcerer known as 'Execution Sword.'
      The woman beside him, wearing the deadly knuckles, was a sorcerer known as 'Poison Fang.'
      Even knowing that much would have been bad enough, but Dan knew even more.
      Both of these sorcerers had been designated first-class criminals by the Association, and they each had completely insane personalities.
      'Why the hell did these maniacs show up all of a sudden!? Weren't they lone wolves?'
      Knowing all this, and lacking the power to stop them, Dan sat in terror, watching them.
      And then, the next moment—
      "?"
      Dan realized.
      At some point, execution Sword's blade was at his neck.
      "??"
      The threat to his life happened so fast, he didn't even have time to react, staring ahead with a blank expression.
      'Shit, I'm screwed...!'
      That thought flashed in his mind, and he tried to jump up.
      "Interesting."
      Just before Dan could move, execution Sword sheathed his blade with a small, entertained smile.
      "So you are really the boss of the Scorpion Monster Sage. You kept your composure—it seems my skill couldn't even draw a proper reaction from you."
      "?"
      "Actually, if I really attacked now, maybe I'd end up being the one in trouble?"
      Execution Sword spoke as if he knew everything.
      'What the hell is this guy talking about?' Dan thought, holding himself perfectly still, unable to react.
      "... Is that the right answer?"
      Murmuring to himself, execution Sword finally said:
      "I'm Execution Sword, ilgwang. I look forward to working with you."
      With that, he turned and left.
      Poison Fang, who had come with him, added,
      "I'm in too."
      "?"
      "If you can ignore the poison I just spread, then that's enough to acknowledge you."
      'Wait, you spread poison?'
      "I'm Poison Fang, doku Sasaki. Let's get along, okay?"
      Without hearing Dan's internal scream—'Where did you spread it!?'—she left with Execution Sword.
      Left alone, Dan jumped up frantically, searching for any sign of poison.
      "...."
      Looking between his legs, he realized the chair and wooden floor under him were turning a sinister black as they corroded. Only then did he realize he'd nearly died not once, but twice, just now.
      "... Save me..."
      He couldn't help but mutter pitifully under his breath.
      ####
      Inside the Pantheon hideout, in a zone designated as 'inner territory.'
      "That Scorpion Monster Sage bastard created an organization called Yoho in the outer zone?"
      "Yes, sir."
      "And they're taking over territory at high speed?"
      "We haven't seen that movement yet. It seems, since it was all declared so suddenly, they're focusing on consolidation first."
      "... So all this time they've built this organization right in our faces. What were our people doing?"
      "Because of the Twisted Evil Killers, we've had unnecessary casualties continuing, so we pulled them all back to the middle zone for now."
      "... Hah."
      At I Seokdo's report, Aryong made an incredulous face.
      "Scorpion Monster Sage, Twisted Evil Killers... both of these bastards are causing chaos at once."
      He rubbed his head in frustration and began thinking.
      After some time passed,
      "From now on, let it be known that Twisted Evil considers Yoho an enemy."
      He declared.
      "Understood."
      I Seokdo nodded immediately at Aryong's words.
      "And gather all our execution squads. Everyone, including those currently deployed."
      "... All of them, sir?"
      "Yes. Everyone. Bring everyone sent to the middle zone back to the hideout as well."
      "But if we do that, all our current projects—"
      At his protest, I Seokdo fell silent as Aryong's furious glare bore into him.
      "... Understood."
      He changed his response at once.
      "And when you've got the execution squads all assembled—"
      With a deadly serious face, Aryong murmured,
      "—We'll sweep Yoho away."
      I Seokdo looked like he wanted to say something more, but after noting the barely restrained rage in Aryong's eyes, he quietly bowed his head.
      "Understood. I'll bring in all the currently deployed execution squads at once."
      He headed for the door at a brisk pace.
      Left alone in the room after I Seokdo departed, Aryong muttered,
      "... I don't know where these bastards crawled out from."
      With eyes burning with killing intent,
      "If they think I'll go down easily, they're dead wrong."
      He stared at the dragon tattoo inked onto his skin.
      "It's a mistake."
      ####
      A few hours after Dan finished the registry of new members.
      With Dan looking half-dead beside him, Kim Dojun left the Pantheon with him, then took out his smartphone and called Choi Yuron.
      [Hello?]
      The voice of Choi Yuron, the Hundred Spirit Summoner, came over the line.
      "Nice to hear from you. This is Kim Dojun."
      Kim Dojun spoke up.
      [I was waiting for your call.]
      Choi Yuron's voice was a little upbeat—Kim Dojun got right to the point.
      "I'll make this brief. From what I heard from Instructor Iron God, you wanted to spar with White Ghost Wolf again. Is that right?"
      [... I like people who get to the point. That's correct. Strictly speaking, it would be more of a practice match than a fight, but yes, that's essentially it.]
      "Fighting White Ghost Wolf isn't a problem. But since I'm doing you a favor, I'd like something in return."
      [I figured you'd say that. What is it? As long as it isn't excessive, and it's something I can provide, name it.]
      Without any displeasure, Choi Yuron replied coolly.
      As if to say that was all, Kim Dojun continued,
      "Then, if you could arrange a meeting with one of your uncontracted spirit entities, 'Johwasu' (Harmonizing Water), I'd like that."
      He brought up the opportunity he could gain from Choi Yuron.
      [... Johwasu?]
      "Yes."
      [Are you a spirit summoner?]
      "No, I'm not—"
      [Then there's no point in meeting them, is there? There are reasons why my uncontracted spirits remain with me, even though I own them.]
      Choi Yuron sounded skeptical.
      Her doubt was more than reasonable.
      If you weren't a spirit summoner, you practically never used spirit entities. Sometimes other sorcerers might use them as supplements in their own sorcery, but the kind Kim Dojun was asking about wasn't for that kind of use.
      "If you just let me meet them, I'll handle the rest."
      Despite knowing Yuron's doubts, Kim Dojun simply replied.
      [... Fine then, but that's your only reward, okay? Don't try to change your request later.]
      After a moment's silence, yuron agreed.
      "I'll keep that in mind."
      [Then, when do you want to meet?]
      "They say you should strike while the iron is hot. I'll just finish one errand and come over today."
      With that, the conversation ended.
      "Alright, time to put this to use."
      Kim Dojun smiled as he looked at the "Ring of Command" he had obtained through his negotiation with the Go-gun Group.
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      It works, though? (2)
      Before heading to Choi Yuroun— 
      Kim Dojun stopped by Go Ryuwon's mansion for a tutoring session, taking out the items he'd brought with him.
      Go Ryuwon was staring at the three items Kim Dojun had placed before him.
      "Okay, pick one."
      "... What are these?"
      "Hmm?"
      "... What?"
      Seeing Go Ryuwon now immediately use honorifics, without being defiant, Kim Dojun felt a small satisfaction that his personality was improving at least a little. He nodded once and explained.
      "These are three study methods I prepared for you, since you're so against that bomb necklace. Because I'm such a generous guy."
      "Gene...rous...guy...?"
      "Yeah, I'm generous."
      "...."
      Go Ryuwon shot Kim Dojun a 'You've got to be kidding' look.
      "Why? Do you want me to show you what I'm like when I'm not generous?"
      At that single remark, go Ryuwon immediately went quiet and looked back at the items before him.
      "An outlet, water, a lighter...?"
      "Yeah. You just have to pick one of the three."
      "What kind of study method uses these...?"
      "I'll tell you once you pick."
      "No, you're supposed to tell me so I can decid—"
      Whack!
      "Ow!"
      "Did you just yell?"
      As Kim Dojun raised his hand, go Ryuwon instinctively assumed a defensive posture.
      "I wasn't... yelling, I just..."
      "Then hurry up and pick."
      Looking seriously wronged, go Ryuwon nonetheless turned his attention back to the items.
      On the desk sat an outlet, a bottle of water, and a lighter.
      Looked at this way, they really did appear completely ordinary.
      At a glance, it was just a 500 ml water bottle, a snipped-off electrical outlet, and a lighter.
      But since Go Ryuwon had no idea what kind of crazy method the guy who made him wear a bomb necklace "for studying" might come up with, he began to rack his brain as hard as he could.
      'The lighter is absolutely out.'
      Eliminating the lighter, which seemed the most dangerous, he was left to choose between water and the outlet.
      A few minutes later—
      Whack!
      "Hurry up and pick, you bastard! I'm busy!"
      "Damn it—!"
      "Damn?"
      "D—documenting all the visual information was overwhelming, so I was just thinking. I'll pick the water."
      Having just been struck by Kim Dojun, go Ryuwon managed to talk his way out of trouble using his quick wits and chose the water, which at least looked safest.
      "You're sure about the water?"
      "Yes."
      "No regrets?"
      "... No regrets."
      "If you pick this, you're stuck with it for at least a month, you know?"
      Kim Dojun asked several times, as if confirming.
      At that moment, go Ryuwon wondered if he was making the wrong choice, but quickly shook his head.
      No matter how he thought about it, water gave off a safer image than the lighter or the outlet.
      "I'll go with the water."
      With a determined look, go Ryuwon made his choice, and Kim Dojun nodded reluctantly.
      "Alright, since you want it so much, I'll make sure not to put the bomb necklace on you anymore."
      With that, he tossed the bomb necklace far away.
      The next moment.
      Thunk—!
      "?"
      Go Ryuwon felt a helmet being placed on his head before he even had time to react.
      A transparent glass helmet that allowed him to see 360 degrees in every direction.
      "?"
      Go Ryuwon looked utterly baffled at the situation.
      Beep!
      Kim Dojun took out a remote and pressed a button.
      Dribble, dribble—
      "Huh? What's this?!"
      Go Ryuwon suddenly felt a steady but gentle stream of water begin to run from below his neck.
      With a panicked expression, he grabbed the helmet.
      But Kim Dojun, who'd fitted him with the helmet in the first place, spoke with a calm expression.
      "I invented it. It's called the Submersion Helmet, a study device...."
      "Study device...?"
      "Yeah. From the moment I press the button on the remote, your helmet fills with water."
      "Are you kidding me?! This isn't a study device, it's a torture device!!"
      He had been doing his best to stay composed, but now curses flew out at Kim Dojun's explanation.
      Kim Dojun, however, just shook his head firmly.
      "It's not a torture device, it's a killing device."
      "?"
      "My study methods only begin when your life is truly on the line."
      "...."
      Go Ryuwon's face twitched, as if dying to let out a string of curses.
      Ignoring his reaction, Kim Dojun calmly took out a box with a number lock and handed it over.
      "The method is the same as the bomb necklace. Solve the problems, get the right answers, and you'll be able to pull out the key to remove the helmet. If you fail...."
      Watching him thoughtfully, Kim Dojun continued:
      "It might not be so bad...?"
      "?"
      "If the bomb exploded and your head flew off, cleanup would be messier, but if you just die like this, your skin just goes bluish, so after a cremation you could probably pass for having died of cardiac arrest or something, right?"
      Kim Dojun began pondering this seriously.
      Once again, go Ryuwon realized the man wasn't in his right mind, and looked down at his open textbook and problem workbook, frantically starting to study.
      About two hours after Kim Dojun's "tutoring" began—
      "Gah—koff—koff—!"
      With water entering his mouth and making him suffer, go Ryuwon struggled, but found that he'd been able to solve advanced sorcery comprehension problems he'd thought impossible.
      'My study method really is the best.'
      Kim Dojun smiled.
      Meanwhile, go Ryuwon, desperately solving problems while gulping down water,
      'Save... me...'
      teared up at the new device, which, if anything, was even harsher than the bomb necklace, and at the same time,
      'It can't go on like this...!'
      He began to steel his resolve for something.
      ####
      After finishing the session with Go Ryuwon, Kim Dojun arrived at Choi Yuroun's traditional-style mansion.
      '... Why did he ask to meet Jowhasu?'
      After a brief greeting, as she led Kim Dojun to the room where Jowhasu was before his battle with Baekgwi, Choi Yuroun found herself musing on the question.
      Jowhasu (調和水).
      The shikigami, which took a water-like form and constantly shifted shape, was obtained by Choi Yuroun from the spirit zone in China, and its grade had yet to be determined.
      In other words, it was a rare type of shikigami.
      But the reason Choi Yuroun was obsessed with Jowhasu was not simply because it was rare.
      After all, jowhasu was merely unusual; it wasn't actually a combat-type shikigami.
      There was only one reason she kept it around despite being unable to form a contract with it.
      'To reach Special Grade.'
      Special Grade.
      In most circles, S-Grade was considered the highest level for a sorcerer, with Special Grade treated as a sort of non-existent rank.
      But that was because Special Grade sorcerers were even rarer than S-Grade, and in the past several decades—almost a whole century—not a single one had appeared.
      Still, since the rank of Special Grade definitively existed, she set it as her target.
      She'd read in an old tome that for a shikigami user to become Special Grade, jowhasu was absolutely essential.
      It was a book whose author wasn't even known, with no clear date written, but it was the only clue that described a path for a shikigami user to reach Special Grade, so Choi Yuroun kept Jowhasu around, contract or not.
      "Hoo...."
      Already four years with Jowhasu, Choi Yuroun was starting to give up hope of forming a contract.
      Over the last four years, she'd tried absolutely everything.
      She'd spent astronomical sums buying things that shikigami liked and offering them as gifts.
      She'd lived for days at a time with Jowhasu, talking with it.
      She even wondered if the problem was with herself and introduced it to other shikigami users.
      Besides that, she'd done all sorts of things anyone else would call bizarre, all in the hopes of forming a contract with Jowhasu. But in all those four years, never once did she succeed.
      Not only did she fail, she hadn't even exchanged a single word with Jowhasu, despite her many efforts over four years!
      That was why she introduced Jowhasu to Kim Dojun with half a sense of resignation.
      If this was right after she'd just brought Jowhasu and found the mention in the tome, she would have been more guarded—but four years of failure had convinced her that Jowhasu was simply out of reach. Plus—
      'I don't know why he wants to meet Jowhasu, but it's a cheap price to pay.'
      No matter what, if letting Kim Dojun meet Jowhasu got her what she wanted, she was satisfied enough.
      "This is it. Go through this door and you can meet Jowhasu."
      With that thought, she led Kim Dojun to the room, and standing before the door, said,
      "And just to be clear, our deal ends here, got it? Don't try to change it later."
      She warned him repeatedly.
      Hearing this, Kim Dojun looked at Choi Yuroun.
      '... Even in-game, I thought her costume design was really unique.'
      He thought that while looking at the masks hanging all over her outfit, then simply nodded.
      "Understood."
      With that, he entered the room.
      And then, Kim Dojun saw it.
      In the darkness, the only shining thing was a massive entity made of water swimming through the air.
      But, to be more precise, it wasn't a snake—it had the shape of a dragon.
      A dragon-shaped entity floating in midair, made of water.
      'So this is Choi Yuroun's serendipity.'
      Staring at the sight, Kim Dojun couldn't help but think this.
      Actually, jowhasu is not the protagonist's fateful opportunity, but the opportunity of the character "Baek-shik-shin Choi Yuroun" from Sorcery Killing Technique.
      In the game, after she contracts with Jowhasu, she goes from already powerful S-Grade to becoming even more formidable.
      With a few more fortuitous encounters, Choi Yuroun is eventually able to transcend S-Grade.
      ... Judging by how the game depicted it, it's more like she reached the border of Special Grade than fully achieving it, but still.
      ... Anyway, in short, this was someone one else's opportunity.
      'Well, considering its properties, it wouldn't hurt to share some of it.'
      Recalling Jowhasu's traits from the game, Kim Dojun smiled and pulled out the Ring of Command he carried.
      ----
      Ring of Command
      Grade: Top-tier.
      Effect: Allows the wearer to comprehend all languages known by the sorcerer "Chu Hyeoja," who crafted the ring.
      ----
      That log floated up in his mind.
      'I got this just for this moment.'
      Although the Ring of Command had other uses, Kim Dojun specifically acquired it to share in Choi Yuroun's opportunity at this very moment. He smiled as he slipped it onto his finger.
      As soon as he put on the ring, a strange ringing echoed in his ears, and he frowned for a moment.
      [Oh—]
      A deep voice resonated in his ear, where until now there had been only silence, making him smile involuntarily as he realized the ring's effect was working.
      [A young man... Hm, this is... tempting.]
      "?"
      Hearing that, Kim Dojun involuntarily raised a question mark above his head.
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      It Works, though? (3)
      When Kim Dojun was listening to the words thrown at him by the Chohwasu, the latter floated its body made of water through the air and then came before him to speak.
      [As expected, young men are arousing.]
      "..."
      [Haa, haa]
      "You son of a bitch!"
      Thwack!
      At the sound of deep, heavy breathing, Kim Dojun unconsciously blurted out a curse and swung his fist at Chohwasu, slamming the little dragon swirling around him into the ground.
      [You pack quite a punch.]
      "..."
      [Maybe I don't dislike it?]
      "......"
      Chohwasu continued speaking as if nothing happened, leaving Kim Dojun feeling dizzy, wondering if he should just forget about making the contract. But in the end, he shook his head.
      If he wanted to fully collect and freely use the "Unity" he was gathering, this guy was essential.
      So after a moment of hesitation, Kim Dojun—
      [Haa, haa—]
      "... Guess I can't help it?"
      Slowly raised his fist.
      Thwack!
      And began to beat up Chohwasu.
      [Kk! Ha!]
      Each time Kim Dojun's fist landed, chohwasu was slammed here and there, letting out pained groans.
      [Persistent... But maybe that's good—]
      Strangely enough, even as Kim Dojun pounded him like a madman, chohwasu kept letting out his signature deep-voiced groans, as if he actually enjoyed it.
      [Mmm, good—]
      Before long—
      [... Mmm]
      As soon as Kim Dojun started hitting harder—
      [Ah.]
      Chohwasu's chillingly teasing voice—
      [Wa—]
      Started to carry notes of desperation.
      [Wait, wait—!]
      [Ah, ahh—you hit my bone! I said you hit my bone!!!]
      Thwaaaack!
      Despite Chohwasu's cries, Kim Dojun kept throwing mad punches.
      After about 10 minutes of this—
      "Well, I think we can finally have a proper conversation now. What do you think?"
      [...]
      Chohwasu couldn't help but tremble at Kim Dojun's words.
      "Let's form a contract, chohwasu."
      The Chohwasu, which had been slumped like some melting slime, instantly recovered its spirit at the proposal, responding in an angry voice.
      [Hmph! You think I'd form a contract with you? You were violent to me!]
      "And I could do it again right now."
      [?]
      "You're not going to form a contract?"
      Kim Dojun raised his fist threateningly as he spoke, and while Chohwasu flinched for a moment, it soon answered with a proud voice.
      [You're the one who needs me! Anyways, you can't really do anything to me! And if you kill me, you'll become enemies with the one who tried so hard to recruit me!]
      Chohwasu assessed its situation accurately.
      Kim Dojun nodded, agreeing.
      "I guess I can't do much."
      [See!]
      "But I can beat you up, right?"
      [?]
      "Look, even though I beat the crap out of you, you're still alive and well, aren't you?"
      [So... the contract!]
      "If you won't contract with me, I ought to at least beat you up, especially since you really seem to enjoy it."
      *Grin.*
      "See, when you beat up a regular person, they bruise up and look all pitiful, but your skin's made of water. So you look totally fine on the outside—makes it fun to hit you."
      Kim Dojun spoke with a grin.
      "So, will you contract with me or not?"
      [...]
      "Look, there are a lot of perks if you do. I'm not going to bug you much. You can just tag along, see the world... all you have to do is show up and help out whenever I call."
      At Kim Dojun's words, chohwasu thought, "The biggest drawback would just be contracting with you," but upon glancing at Kim Dojun's clenched fist and curling up like a coiled snake, it considered for a moment, then sneaked a glance at Dojun—
      [... Fine.]
      It replied.
      "Good decision."
      Kim Dojun smiled.
      ####
      For Shin Se-yeon, the Muryu clan had never been a place of happy memories since she was a child.
      Her joyful memories ended at age six, when her mother and older sister were alive.
      But after her mother and sister were murdered in the cruel experiment orchestrated by Shin Cheon-gyun, the Muryu clan always left her uneasy.
      "..."
      Perhaps if someone had cared for her back then, the Muryu clan might not have felt so hostile.
      But on that day, under the pretense of an 'experiment',
      Shin Cheon-gyun silently replaced the people within the clan who were close to her sister and mother.
      By the time she turned seven, everyone Shin Se-yeon had known since her earliest days had disappeared from the clan.
      After that, Shin Se-yeon was treated as if she didn't exist.
      In the training ground, Shin Se-yeon looked at members of the Muryu clan passing by her.
      She might have greeted them, but whether because of Shin Cheon-gyun or not, they all pretended not even to see her.
      Even if their eyes met by chance, they immediately looked away.
      "..."
      She'd often heard herself called a genius born of the Muryu clan.
      In other words, she was said to have grown up with the clan's abundant support.
      Yet, even after receiving more than enough support and making the clan famous, the attitudes of its members toward Shin Se-yeon didn't change.
      Of course, the reason she had worked so hard and made the clan renowned was so she could eventually depose Shin Cheon-gyun, whom she felt she could never defeat by her own strength, and then expose everything by becoming clan head herself...
      Still, the clan's attitude toward her was excessively contradictory.
      They consistently supported her, but treated her as if she didn't exist—a paradoxical situation.
      'But it doesn't matter.'
      Still, Shin Se-yeon stood firm.
      Since learning sorcery, her goal had always been to kill her father, and she had the courage to endure anything for that.
      "... Whew."
      So, she kept her gaze on the departing figures of the Muryu clan members as they disappeared into the distance.
      'In a week.'
      Finally, she'd set the date to assassinate her father, Shin Cheon-gyun.
      ####
      "...?"
      Hundred Spirits Priestess Choi Yuron stared blankly at the situation before her.
      She saw the Chohwasu spinning in circles around Kim Dojun.
      Unlike its usually smooth movements, it was a bit jerky(?) right now, but it was definitely the Chohwasu.
      "Huh??"
      Not quite able to process what she was seeing, Choi Yuron's brain froze for a moment before she asked with a befuddled expression,
      "Did you contract with it?"
      She pointed at Chohwasu, as if she couldn't believe it.
      "Yes."
      "???"
      Hearing Kim Dojun calmly confirm it, she—with dozens of hooks floating over her head—stuttered out her next question.
      "How?"
      She was so astonished that her voice unintentionally went up a pitch.
      But Kim Dojun, unfazed, just shrugged with an easy expression.
      "It just, you know, worked?"
      That's what he said.
      "No, but how did you contract with that one? It's supposed to be a spirit you can't even communicate with, but you're supposed to speak to make a contract?"
      Unable to believe it, she asked again with a baffled look. Kim Dojun nodded, as if he understood, and held out his finger.
      "I could talk to it using this."
      "... This?"
      "This ring—it's called the Spirit Summoning Ring. If I wear it, I can communicate with Chohwasu."
      He explained.
      Then, as White Ghost Wolf was sharpening her claws in secret, fired up for the upcoming fight, but sulking because Kim Dojun hadn't come—
      "So, do you need anything?"
      "No?"
      "Really, nothing at all? Like, school's tough, or life feels a bit rough these days... Anything like that?"
      Choi Yuron was literally trying to curry favor with Kim Dojun.
      ####
      Choi Yuron was on the verge of losing her mind.
      And for a good reason—because that guy had taken Chohwasu.
      Well, to be precise, it wasn't exactly "taken."
      After all, it was Choi Yuron herself who'd responded to Kim Dojun's request to meet Chohwasu.
      More importantly, the contract Kim Dojun had made wasn't a "soul contract," but just a regular contract.
      'If it had been a soul contract, then it would really have been lost to me.'
      Since it wasn't a soul contract, but a simple one, yuron still had a chance; she was desperate to borrow the Spirit Summoning Ring Kim Dojun was wearing.
      "Tell me anything that's bothering you~ Big sis will fix it all, okay?"
      The ultra-cool persona she'd projected at first was gone; instead, yuron oozed "helpful big sister" vibes, even dragging out her words.
      Honestly, she was thinking that, since Dojun made the contract, maybe she could ask to borrow it at least once. But she didn't want to push it.
      If she pushed it and Kim Dojun got annoyed and refused her forever? That would be a total disaster. So Yuron kept trying to butter him up to get what she wanted.
      "Hmmm. Something I'm struggling with..."
      Kim Dojun pretended to ponder.
      "... You want to borrow this ring, don't you?"
      "That's right... And you don't have to use honorifics with me!"
      Yuron said, friendly as ever.
      Considering what to do, Kim Dojun finally decided,
      "Well, there's nothing I particularly want right now... Just help me out with a few favors later, please."
      He figured that giving her a small favor to repay wouldn't hurt, especially since Yuron might end up an ally later, and she was the type who couldn't just swallow her debt and pretend it never happened—a proper hero type.
      "R-really? You'll lend it to me?"
      "Just for a little while."
      "Th-thank you! I'll definitely repay this debt!"
      Yuron looked ecstatic, as if she'd grabbed a lifeline from heaven.
      Kim Dojun handed her the ring.
      She carefully put it on, glancing at Chohwasu still hovering around Dojun—
      "...!"
      There was a slight ringing in her ears, then—
      [Hmm....]
      For the first time ever, chohwasu's deep voice sounded in her mind, and she couldn't help but break into a big smile.
      "Chohwasu, I want to form a contract with you! Let's make a contract!"
      She immediately and desperately declared her intent.
      Chohwasu watched calmly—
      [No.]
      "... Eh?"
      Flatly rejected her.
      As Yuron stood there, stunned by the outright rejection—
      [You're too old.]
      "...?"
      [Old hag.]
      Chohwasu declared, as if making an announcement.
      Craack-!
      Choi Yuron felt something inside her shatter.
      "What did you just say, you damn crazy lizard!!!"
      She let out a curse.
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      [Haa, do you get it? Basically, humans are only truly beautiful until their teens. Twenty years old? Sure, that's not too bad either. But past your twenties? Isn't that just old and crusty?]
      "What the hell are you saying, you crazy bastard! And I'm still twenty-nine, you know!?"
      [?]
      "?"
      [??]
      "Why!"
      [So, this is... twenty-nine?]
      Johwasu had an expression that seriously looked like he was seeing something he shouldn't.
      Kim Dojun was genuinely surprised that a snake could even make such a face.
      "You son of a bitch!"
      With her patience snapped, Choi Yuron was now openly swearing and trying to grab at Johwasu with a furious look.
      Whoosh!
      But Johwasu-nimbly dodged Choi Yuron's grasp, wagging his tail lazily as he continued.
      [Besides, the clothes you're wearing are just hideous.]
      "What's wrong with these clothes!? Do you even know how high-quality this spiritual robe is, even if it looks like this!? Let me tell you, this spiritual robe was made by a famous Japanese artisan—!"
      Incensed again by Johwasu's words, Choi Yuron began vigorously explaining everything about her spiritual robe.
      [Anyway, I have no intention of making a contract with an old hag.]
      With that, johwasu simply slipped away behind Kim Dojun's back as if flowing away with the water.
      That day.
      In the end, after Kim Dojun disappeared, all that was left was Choi Yuron, who had unconsciously gotten defensive about her age and had her mental state broken from the argument.
      "Kiing..."
      White Ghost Wolf, who had been eagerly sharpening her claws in anticipation of fighting Kim Dojun again, could only let out a whimper as she stared at her master, who looked utterly devastated as though she were scattering into dust in the distant, fading sunset.
      ####
      About two weeks had passed since the Sorcery Institute's semester ended.
      Contrary to Kim Dojun's expectations, quite a lot had happened after that, so he didn't have much time to stay in the dormitory, but he still regularly turned on his computer to log into Lantiarval.
      'Work keeps me busy, and even though I'm keeping an eye on Goryuwon, that doesn't mean I should slack on clearing Tia... Honestly, though, I still haven't thought of how to make her feel anything other than anger.'
      Still, Kim Dojun thought it was better to at least keep searching for possibilities rather than give up entirely, so he'd been relying on the power of internet searches and had been chatting with Tia up until recently.
      Whether it was thanks to his efforts or not, Tia's attitude toward Kim Dojun had shifted slightly.
      [Iron-Blood: Hey.]
      [Iron-Blood: Whatcha doing.]
      [Iron-Blood: Ah, this bastard's not answering again.]
      [18yohighschoolgirljjang: lol]
      [Iron-Blood: Pissing me off...]
      [18yohighschoolgirljjang: Just have the game on while searching.]
      [Iron-Blood: Searching what.]
      [18yohighschoolgirljjang: lol]
      [Iron-Blood: If you type 'lol' one more time I'll kill you, you bastard.]
      [18yohighschoolgirljjang: lolol]
      [Iron-Blood: Didn't I say I'd kill you?]
      [18yohighschoolgirljjang: That's two times lol]
      [Iron-Blood: ??]
      "Hmmm..."
      Her overall attitude hadn't drastically changed.
      But what mattered here was that he could at least have somewhat normal chats with her now.
      ... Of course, if others were to ask, "Is this really what you call a normal chat?", they'd surely all shake their heads vigorously. But Kim Dojun, for his part, was satisfied.
      'It's much better compared to the past, when she displayed clear boss-villain behavior.'
      While it was Kim Dojun himself who had triggered Tia's nasty temper, he had long since forgotten those days and just looked at Tia as she was now.
      The chat wasn't a one-sided stream of curses like before; at least it was taking the form of a conversation.
      Granted, the main content was probably Tia repeatedly trying to ask where he lived, but he didn't think that was such a bad twist.
      'If we can at least talk, then things can only improve... The internet really is helpful.'
      Dojun unconsciously nodded to himself, recalling the times he roamed the internet before meeting Tia.
      'But what actually worked?'
      He pondered for a moment.
      'Could it have been the jokes?'
      He recalled the recent time when he'd managed to make Tia type 'lol' in response to a joke.
      'But didn't she hate that kind of stuff before?'
      He remembered quite vividly that Tia used to foam at the mouth in rage when he'd made jokes like that in the past, and so he hummed to himself, deep in thought.
      'Eh, maybe I'll just ask her.'
      Now that they could talk, he decided he might as well ask Tia directly.
      [18yohighschoolgirljjang: Hey.]
      [Iron-Blood: What?]
      [18yohighschoolgirljjang: Aren't my jokes funny?]
      [Iron-Blood: ?]
      [18yohighschoolgirljjang: ?]
      [Iron-Blood: Are you serious?]
      [18yohighschoolgirljjang: ??]
      [Iron-Blood: Now that I think about it, that's pissing me off... Don't make me remember weird shit, it's disgusting.]
      As soon as he poked, Tia immediately slammed him with a savage retort.
      "Was it that bad...?"
      Kim Dojun muttered, his voice unconsciously deflated at her reaction, and spent some time chatting with Tia.
      "Come to think of it, this is infuriating!"
      [18yohighschoolgirljjang: Shut up.]
      [Iron-Blood: ? What's with the sudden attitude, want to die?]
      [18yohighschoolgirljjang: FU]
      [Iron-Blood: ???]
      Slightly angered that his jokes were so dismissed, Kim Dojun spat back at Tia and logged off Lantiarval.
      "Getting closer to a would-be final boss is tougher than I thought..."
      Having already forgotten that he had thoroughly wrecked Tia's mental state in the past, Dojun mumbled to himself as he sank back into thought again.
      ####
      A vast cavern, location unknown.
      A grotesque scene was unfolding there.
      Against the far wall of the cavern, countless skulls were piled up into mounds so tall, one could not hope to count them by eye.
      Five such mountains of skulls.
      Was that all?
      In the space right in front, decorated almost like an altar, disordered piles of what looked like possessed entities' skulls lay scattered everywhere.
      And in that cavern, full of such heaps of corpses...
      [Grrr—grrk—]
      A centipede, massive enough to coil around the entire expanse, ceaselessly scuttled about on thousands of legs.
      Kadadadadadak—!
      With a revolting sound, it filled every nook and cranny of the vast cavern—no, this being, known in the world as a first-grade possessed entity, called a second-grade possessed entity "Gongwang (King Centipede)" by the masses, for its appearance meant a small town could be laid to ruin in an instant—a disaster in its own right.
      Gongwang was staring at a man.
      A man wrapped head to toe in bandages.
      The expression of the man standing before Gongwang couldn't be read.
      For his face was hidden beneath the bandages as well.
      But even if his face was unseen—
      "This is a sacrifice... more than fitting—"
      From his voice, one could tell his mood.
      "—A top-grade offering."
      A hint of amusement colored the man's tone.
      [Kiiiiik-!]
      Perhaps the Gongwang sensed the scorn in his words, and began to twitch his many legs in preparation to attack.
      Yet even as Gongwang lunged, the bandaged man did not move.
      Instead—
      Swish.
      He unraveled the bandages.
      Starting from the index finger of his right hand, the knot unraveled, and the tightly wound bandage swiftly unwound.
      Soon, what emerged was a jet-black finger.
      Upon it, white incantations glimmered.
      "Form Zero—"
      [Kieeeeeeeek—!]
      Just as Gongwang threw its gigantic body from the wall and rushed toward the man—
      "Temporary Release."
      With the echo of his voice—
      Crack—!
      Gongwang's head dropped off.
      With no warning.
      With no oddity, no signal.
      Simply—
      Kwaarang!
      —it fell off.
      Only moments ago, gongwang's gigantic form had been aiming for the man, but now it collapsed to the floor, all strength gone.
      Then, its head, severed without apparent cause, toppled, too.
      [Kieek—!]
      Gongwang writhed, as if unable to comprehend what had just happened.
      [Krr... grrk—!]
      But soon, the light in its eyes faded entirely, and it fell silent.
      The man gazed at Gongwang's perfectly silent form and, smiling, began winding the bandage back around his index finger.
      Thus perished Gongwang, a disaster that had ravaged six villages alone over the past two years—his life ended by the bandaged man, leaving only his severed head behind.
      "It's ready."
      Looking at the corpse of Gongwang, the man's smile deepened.
      ####
      The underground of the Muryu clan.
      Deeper still, in the basement only the clan head could use, Shin Cheon-gyun was being handed something by the bandaged man.
      "... This is."
      Murmured Shin Cheon-gyun as he looked at the box he'd received from the man.
      "A sacrifice."
      "You said it would take weeks, yet you finished rather quickly."
      "I managed to find the materials sooner than expected."
      As if he'd worked quite hard, the man muttered while taking a seat in a chair prepared for him by Shin Cheon-gyun.
      "You know how to use it, yes?"
      "Of course."
      A calm voice.
      Nodding in satisfaction, the bandaged man glanced at the small door behind where Shin Cheon-gyun was seated.
      The bandaged man, staring at it, spoke.
      "It's alive, right?"
      "Of course. I check every day."
      "Yeah?"
      "It must not die for the ritual—it is the key, after all."
      "Strictly speaking, as long as it retains its value as a key, death doesn't matter... But the effect is better if it's alive—provided it doesn't try to run away."
      "Indeed."
      As they spoke, the bandaged man kept his eyes locked on the door, but soon turned his gaze back to Shin Cheon-gyun.
      A brief silence.
      After a moment—
      "Heh."
      The bandaged man let out a laugh, then rose from his seat.
      "Well, I delivered the item, so the rest is up to you."
      "... Weren't you going to participate in this ritual as well?"
      "I had planned to, but something troublesome came up."
      "... An issue?"
      To Shin Cheon-gyun's question, the bandaged man nodded and began to disperse into dust as he had before.
      "Yeah, so you'll have to handle this alone. Well—strictly speaking, not quite alone, right?"
      "...."
      "Anyway, I wish you success."
      With those words, spoken just as his head became dust and scattered, the bandaged man was gone, leaving Shin Cheon-gyun alone in the room.
      After maintaining silence for a long while in that room, Shin Cheon-gyun finally stood up, recalling how she had become increasingly murderous toward him lately.
      "I thought I'd have had to wait a little longer."
      At the same time—
      "It's nearly time."
      He muttered to himself.
      And then.
      ....
      A week passed.
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      A peaceful week had passed.
      Of course.
      "Sa...save me...."
      For Danina, who was working hard doing manual labor at the Temple for All Gods, 
      and for Goryuwon, who was currently being tormented by the so-called water study method(?), gasping "Gghk-sa...sal! Gurgle-!", 
      it must have been terrible.
      But anyway, Kim Dojun had, quite literally, enjoyed a peaceful week.
      From Kim Dojun's perspective, most things had been proceeding smoothly so far.
      'Dan is doing well on his own, too.'
      Ever since Dan had become boss, he had been showing up at the Temple for All Gods almost daily, dutifully managing Yoho.
      'Well, there was that one time in the middle he suddenly threw a fit and refused to work, though.'
      Kim Dojun recalled Dan throwing himself on the floor a few days ago, as if daring him, saying he couldn't keep risking his life like this.
      'I'm done! I quit! I said I'm not doing it anymore!'
      'Don't want to do it? Then don't. But instead, let me show you my persuasive side—'
      'You're going to persuade me again!? This time I don't care if it's violence or whatever! Don't you know how many times I've risked my life here!?'
      Dan had vehemently insisted he truly didn't want to do it anymore, even as Tam looked at him with a pitiful expression.
      'Anyway, I'm never doing it again this time!'
      'Yeah? Then don't.'
      '...?'
      'Why are you looking at me like that?'
      'Do you really... mean it?'
      'Sure, if the successor of the Ryuoh family and a second-year student at the Sorcery Institute doesn't want to do it, who's going to stop you?'
      'Wait—'
      'Maybe I should even make a post on the bulletin board? Something like, "If you want to know the identity of the Yoho boss in the Spirit Zone, hit that like button!"
      I could easily take Best Post that day.'
      'N-no! If you do that, you'll—!'
      'Me, who cleared out the outer zone alone, and you, the Ryuoh family's successor and Sorcery Institute second-year. Who do you think is safer?'
      '....'
      'Anyway, shall I post it now?'
      Naturally, that day,
      right at the moment Kim Dojun turned on the computer and started writing the post just as he'd threatened, Dan suddenly had his "motivation" recharged.
      'Good thing.'
      Recalling how Dan clung to his pants leg, promising again and again he could do a good job, Kim Dojun smiled in satisfaction and shifted his thoughts elsewhere.
      'Goryuwon is doing well too.'
      A week ago,
      when Goryuwon protested that he hated the bomb collar, Kim Dojun finally agreed and instead gave him a safer(?) necklace that would allow for the water study method.
      And since then, goryuwon had been working hard without much resistance.
      'Although... it seems like he's been drinking a lot of water these days.'
      And lately, he was making more and more disgruntled faces, but—
      'Achievement without pain is meaningless.'
      Thinking that, Kim Dojun recalled Goryuwon, who was still following the study method well for now.
      And finally—
      [Oh.... This one's a little tempting.]
      Kim Dojun glanced behind him at Johwasu, who was in his semi-corporeal state, flailing his arms at the computer.
      The familiar spirit, now browsing weird internet sites and picking up strange words as he looked through various pictures on the computer Kim Dojun had set up for him.
      [Doing 300 somersaults is totally doable...!]
      Now, even doing somersaults in front of the computer, johwasu made Kim Dojun shake his head in disbelief.
      'That guy is the real problem...'
      Actually, johwasu himself wasn't really a problem.
      After all, Kim Dojun had already finished contracting him, and after having "manners" instilled several times, it only took a raised fist to get Johwasu to behave.
      The real issue, however, was Choi Yuron.
      '... Just how many times have I met her in the past week?'
      Ever since he met Choi Yuron and contracted Johwasu, she'd been coming to see him almost daily.
      Naturally, it was to try to contract with Johwasu.
      But for the entire week, johwasu had refused all of Choi Yuron's persistent requests.
      'Honestly, I have no idea how contract formation even worked in the Sorcery Killing Technique storyline.'
      ... Thanks to that, Kim Dojun had already gotten over five "I'll help with any trouble you have"
      IOUs from Choi Yuron.
      'Well, as long as it's Choi Yuron, iOUs are fine.'
      If it were anyone else, it would have been only natural to secure a contract in exchange for his help, but Kim Dojun made an exception for her.
      He knew even without a contract, Choi Yuron would keep any promise she made.
      'Choi Yuron is a true paragon in the game.'
      Knowing her personality was to always keep her word, Kim Dojun happily accepted her verbal promises.
      'Besides, writing out contracts each time is kind of a pain...'
      Thinking that, Kim Dojun glanced at his smartphone.
      A smartphone with no calls, messages, or alarms.
      'I thought it was about time for it to start... but maybe she's still not ready.'
      As he looked at his phone, Kim Dojun thought of Shin Se-yeon.
      He recalled how, at the start of summer break, she had nodded firmly, seeming resolved to execute her plan.
      '... It's possible she just has no intention of contacting me.'
      After musing about Shin Se-yeon a while, Kim Dojun simply shrugged.
      'Guess I'll wait a bit longer.'
      There was still plenty of time left before the second semester started, so he decided to wait patiently for Shin Se-yeon to carry out her plan.
      'At this point, there's nothing I can do but wait. I've triggered everything anyway.'
      During the three months since the Sorcery Institute's classes resumed, Kim Dojun had trained Shin Se-yeon, pressing all the right triggers along the way.
      Especially the one related to a gun, which would be vital for her to develop the resolve to kill Shin Cheon-gyun.
      So—
      'Even if Shin Se-yeon doesn't contact me, I'll get a notification once the maglignant spirit descends anyway.... I've prepared everything on my end.'
      Kim Dojun looked in the direction of the Muryu family, sorted out his thoughts, and was just about to close his eyes when—
      "... Maybe I should go tease Tiana."
      He decided to log in to Lantiarval.
      ####
      For Shin Se-yeon, "guns" were not much of a threat.
      Most sorcerers, when they reach a certain level, could create barriers that block bullets with ease.
      Yet, the reason why guns held particular meaning for her was the sorcery of her own Muryu family.
      The Muryu family's sorcery had a slightly different lineage than typical sorcery.
      Rather than sorcery being the core, their style centered peculiarliy on martial arts (武).
      Of course, even if martial arts were central, without sorcery it would be incomplete, so in the end, sorcery remained the most important.
      Still, to master their craft, the "Mu" in Muryu—meaning martial—could not be ignored.
      In other words, Muryu family's sorcery required excellence in both martial arts and sorcery to wield properly.
      By combining martial arts and sorcery to reach the pinnacle, her father—Muryu family head Shin Cheon-gyun—could strike with fists faster than a speeding bullet.
      Thus, being able to dodge a bullet was the bare minimum requirement for Shin Se-yeon to potentially kill her father.
      And with Kim Dojun's help, she'd recently succeeded in dodging bullets, finally meeting that condition.
      She now had the minimum ability to avenge her mother and sister, who had been ruthlessly killed under the guise of "experiments" by her father.
      "...."
      The dark night.
      Even long past midnight, Shin Se-yeon lay awake, not sleeping a wink.
      It was because she had decided to carry out her revenge tonight, 
      and because she had so many preparations left to complete.
      "...."
      She carefully checked the items she'd prepared in advance, and finally picked up her smartphone.
      No calls, no messages, no notifications.
      "...."
      For her, who had been fueled solely by vengeance against her father since early childhood, the smartphone was little more than a clock.
      At least, that was true back when she was determined to overthrow her father from his family head's seat through diligent study and training.
      But ever since meeting Kim Dojun, who promised he'd help her kill Shin Cheon-gyun outright, the phone's value had shifted beyond that.
      Tap—
      Shin Se-yeon opened her contact list.
      Displayed was a single number.
      The man who had suddenly appeared at her side, as she walked this road alone, and started walking it with her.
      She didn't know his intentions or why he'd chosen to help her.
      But he most definitely accompanied her on the solitary, lonely road she had traveled.
      "...."
      Staring at the screen, she moved to tap the message button— 
      but hesitated.
      After a long moment of deliberation,
      Tap—
      She ended up setting the phone down without doing anything.
      If tonight's task succeeded, it would be best for Kim Dojun not to get involved here any further.
      'From now on, I have to do it alone.'
      She closed her eyes, then opened them with resolve, stood up, and left the room.
      "...."
      The dawn in the Muryu household was silent.
      A quietness as if not a soul existed.
      But to Shin Se-yeon, it was a familiar circumstance, so she walked on without hesitation.
      Soon, she arrived at an old, dilapidated house deep within the Muryu estate.
      For something inside the family grounds, the house was poorly maintained and constantly devoid of guards.
      But Shin Se-yeon already knew a family basement was hidden here, so she went straight inside without hesitation.
      Advancing deeper into the house,
      "...."
      She confirmed the basement entrance, left open as if there was no intention of hiding it, and let out a heavy sigh.
      To her knowledge, her target for vengeance, Shin Cheon-gyun, was inside right now, probably drafting a report on his gruesome experiments.
      "... Hoo."
      Barely loud enough for anyone to hear, seyeon sighed and cautiously, silently, descended underground.
      She made it to the large conference room in the basement without incident, then entered the corridor beyond,
      and finally, when she stepped into the innermost space that only the family head could access—
      "!"
      Se-yeon saw him.
      "I was waiting to see when you'd come."
      Her father, Shin Cheon-gyun, sat as if anticipating her, staring directly at her.
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      "...."
      Shin Se-yeon instinctively formed a hand seal and drew up her spiritual power at Shin Chun-gyun's words, which sounded as if he had known she was coming from the start.
      He was not only her father and head of the Muryu clan—but also a sorcerer known as the "Eungeok."
      All that information flashed through Shin Se-yeon's mind in an instant, reminding her of one absolute fact.
      'I have to finish this now...!'
      Too many things had diverged from what the original Shin Se-yeon had planned.
      For some reason, Shin Chun-gyun knew that she would come to kill him today.
      That alone meant that her surprise attack had already failed.
      However, Shin Se-yeon did not give up.
      After all, now that her intent to attack had been exposed to Shin Chun-gyun, there was no turning back.
      Nor would she ever be able to make preparations like today again.
      "... Hup!"
      Roughly controlling her spiritual power, she brought forth two types of sorcery.
      One was Muryu, the clan's signature sorcery that had allowed her to come as far as the Sorcery Institute.
      The other was astrology—something Kim Dojun had insisted she learn, swearing it would be the way for her to kill her father.
      Buuuum—
      As that peculiar activation noise, audible only to her, rang out, she saw Shin Chun-gyun before her.
      No—more accurately, she saw a projection of his future, one second ahead, his soon-to-take action lingering before her eyes like an afterimage.
      'Only one chance...!'
      Shin Se-yeon immediately drew the dagger she kept hidden on her person.
      The "Poison Fang"—the single-use artifact she had bought in secret by siphoning off the Muryu clan's funds, which would place a curse of death with just one stab.
      Certainly, for the astronomical price she had paid, the dagger's effects would vanish after a single use, but that fact was immaterial to Shin Se-yeon.
      She'd only ever intended to use it on the man before her, anyway.
      Thud—!
      She launched herself from the floor directly at Shin Chun-gyun.
      And yet, even in that moment, Shin Chun-gyun merely stared at her complacently.
      Se-yeon sensed something was off.
      With her eyes that could see glimpses of the future, Shin Chun-gyun remained standing in place.
      Even the "future" when her dagger touched his heart showed him collapsing easily, as if felled by her blade.
      But even while sensing something was amiss, Shin Se-yeon did not stop.
      Strange though it was, this moment looked to her like an irreplicable chance.
      So she surged forth.
      ― Thock!
      The Poison Fang in her grip struck Shin Chun-gyun's heart.
      Just as she'd seen, Shin Chun-gyun collapsed—exactly as in the future she'd glimpsed.
      Yet even as she realized she'd finally enacted the revenge she'd so long desired, Shin Se-yeon did not smile.
      For good reason.
      'He's... smiling?'
      On the face of Shin Chun-gyun as he fell was a hideous, chilling grin—one so grotesque that Se-yeon shuddered at the sight.
      Crash!
      As his body fell, it shattered the desk, slamming down onto the wooden floor.
      Even so, while her vision of the future had become reality before her eyes, Shin Se-yeon still could not smile.
      Because—
      "Is it over now?"
      With the dagger embedded in his heart, Shin Chun-gyun asked the question with a twisted expression.
      At once, Shin Se-yeon dashed to his fallen form.
      Splurt—!
      She yanked the dagger out, covering herself with fresh blood.
      Unconcerned, she plunged the dagger into his body again.
      Thok—!
      Yet still, Shin Chun-gyun kept smiling.
      The instant Se-yeon raised the dagger once more to stab again—
      "Does a revenge ten years in the making taste sweet?"
      "!"
      Shin Chun-gyun spoke.
      "Why stop? Stab me more. Over and over, until you're satisfied. I will indulge your revenge."
      "Wha...?"
      At his words, seyun's brows drew together in confusion.
      "Hurry, do it! More! More!! More!!!"
      Shin Chun-gyun shouted, that grotesque grin stretching wider, as if urging her on, but Se-yeon no longer stabbed the dagger down.
      At that moment—
      "This is boring."
      The twisted smile vanished, replaced with a blank, impassive face.
      "Pity. Watching a foolish bitch take her revenge was rather entertaining. Ah, was my acting too poor this time?"
      "What are you—"
      Se-yeon began to speak.
      But she could go no further.
      Wham—!
      "Kuh!?"
      A searing pain burst from behind her, launching her into the wall.
      "Ugh!"
      As Shin Chun-gyun stood up, wholly unconcerned, he seized Se-yeon by the hair.
      "Well, don't worry too much. For a fool like you, I'll kindly explain the situation myself."
      —he sneered.
      "My daughter."
      At those words, Shin Se-yeon lost consciousness.
      ####
      "Hic...!"
      When Shin Se-yeon next opened her eyes, she was in a pitch-black room, unable to see anything.
      She struggled to focus her eyes, trying to understand her surroundings.
      But the darkness yielded nothing.
      Clang—
      "Nngh..."
      Her entire body was bound. As she tried to recall the events that had just taken place, her mind spun in confusion.
      "Awake, now, foolish girl?"
      A small candle flared into life before her, revealing Shin Chun-gyun standing there, just as she had last seen.
      In one hand, he held a candle.
      In the other, the Poison Fang Se-yeon had wielded.
      "... Who are you?"
      Staring at him, seyun fired off the question.
      The reason was simple: his body.
      His wounds were still gaping—the blood still seeping from the spot where she had stabbed his heart, his torn face unhealed.
      Yet Shin Chun-gyun appeared perfectly unfazed, and Se-yeon instinctively realized—
      The being before her, atmosphere and spiritual power aside, was not actually her father, Shin Chun-gyun.
      "Me? Why, I'm Shin Chun-gyun."
      He tried to deceive Se-yeon with utter nonchalance.
      But Se-yeon's face became resolute.
      Seeing her expression, Shin Chun-gyun shrugged, as if he found it all boring.
      "So my acting was really that poor, huh?"
      "...."
      "But isn't that a bit funny too? After all—"
      "...?"
      "—I've lived as Shin Chun-gyun for over ten years now."
      "...!"
      "So, don't you think I have the right to call myself Shin Chun-gyun?"
      "What...?"
      He giggled at his own riddle, clearly amused by Se-yeon's confusion, and patted her shoulder lightly.
      "... Don't look so glum. As a reward for having the gall to try to kill me, I'll tell you something."
      Then, squatting in front of her, he spoke.
      "The secret of the Muryu clan."
      "...."
      With a wide smile, Shin Chun-gyun locked eyes with Se-yeon and asked,
      "Se-yeon, how many survivors do you think there are in the Muryu clan?"
      "... What?"
      "The survivors of the Muryu clan—your family, your relatives, everyone who bore the clan name. How many do you think are alive within it?"
      "...."
      Se-yeon fell silent.
      Grinning wider, Shin Chun-gyun answered himself.
      "And the answer is—ta-da! Two!"
      "... What does that—"
      Se-yeon finally responded.
      To her knowledge, the Muryu clan had dozens of relatives.
      That wasn't all.
      Even branch families, for whom she wasn't a direct kin, numbered plenty.
      After all, the Muryu clan was one of the three greatest families in Korea.
      So Se-yeon neither understood the question nor the answer, but Shin Chun-gyun continued, undaunted.
      "Se-yeon, haven't you ever thought it odd? Starting from a certain day."
      "...."
      "Your relatives, who once looked after you with such pity when your mother and sister died—one day, they just started acting like you didn't exist."
      "...."
      "And then, members from the branch families, who always cared for you, stopped speaking to you at all. Before long, they ignored you entirely. As if you had never existed at all."
      "...!"
      "Next came the servants. Those who comforted you, who received your affection—all started disappearing, one by one. Some said they quit, some said they were ill—it was always one or the other. Do you know why? It's because—"
      He grinned—
      "—they were all replaced."
      "... What did you say?"
      "Your relatives, the branch families who held key positions in the Muryu clan, and even the servants—every last one was replaced. By 'us'."
      "What...?"
      Se-yeon scowled in complete incomprehension at Shin Chun-gyun's claim.
      He, however, simply wore an amused smile.
      "Yes, it's a hard story for a fool like you. Want a simpler explanation?"
      He brought his lips right to her ear.
      "The Muryu clan was destroyed thirteen years ago, already—by our Prophet."
      "...!"
      He whispered the 'truth.'
      Shin Se-yeon, wide-eyed in total shock—
      "Every single Muryu clan member was slaughtered thirteen years ago—their hearts pierced."
      "The branch families? We couldn't be bothered to deal with them one by one, so we gathered them all up in a spirit zone and massacred them."
      —heard him speak the truth.
      "Oh, and the servants were amusing, but truly, the most fun were your mother and your sister."
      "!"
      Shin Se-yeon's grimace darkened, but Shin Chun-gyun went on blithely.
      "Your sister, Shin Yurim, was it? She was the most fun to kill~"
      He smiled.
      "You son of a bitch!"
      A demonic fury overtook Se-yeon at those words, and she tried to rise somehow, but the chains binding her body only tightened all the more.
      Watching her, Shin Chun-gyun lifted both hands above his head in mock surrender, as if to calm her.
      "Calm down~ I prepared a present, since I figured you might react that way."
      "You bastard! Let me out of this!"
      Se-yeon cursed.
      "I told you, there are two Muryu clan survivors."
      Regardless of her shouting or curses, Shin Chun-gyun lifted the Poison Fang Se-yeon had brought with the same playful manner.
      "Shin Chun-gyun is still alive."
      He spoke those words.
      "!"
      The moment Shin Se-yeon's curses ceased and her eyes snapped wide open, the once-inky room filled with light as more candles were lit.
      And then, Shin Se-yeon saw it.
      In a ceremonial chamber, sitting debilitated with age—her father.
      She realized at once.
      That the decrepit man at the heart of the ritual chamber was, in fact, her father.
      And then, in that instant—
      "Your dearest wish is to kill your father, isn't it?"
      He grinned—
      "I'll grant your dearest wish."
      Shin Se-yeon saw the smile of a devil.
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      What Only She Didn't Know. (3)
      Shin Se-yeon's mind was still in chaos.
      Bombarded by a torrent of information all at once, her scrambled thoughts clouded her judgment.
      And the thing wearing Shin Chun-gyun's face, speaking the truth while looking at her with boundless ridicule, only stoked her anger.
      Yet, even in the midst of all that, Shin Se-yeon instinctively shouted.
      "No!!!!"
      That's what she screamed.
      What the man wearing Shin Chun-gyun's face said made her judgment falter and incited her rage, but even in that moment, Shin Se-yeon realized one clear truth.
      That her father, Shin Chun-gyun, whom she had hated all these years, was no longer someone to hate.
      "Wow~ You almost burst my eardrums."
      The thing wearing Shin Chun-gyun's face continued sneering as it spoke, watching Shin Se-yeon scream.
      "I guess family is family after all, huh?"
      And as if there was nothing left to hide, it peeled off the Shin Chun-gyun skin it wore.
      What was revealed was a man with the character '先' (First) tattooed across his face.
      He nonchalantly crouched down right next to Shin Chun-gyun, who, like Shin Se-yeon, sat constrained to a chair, and slung an arm over his shoulder.
      "This guy screamed just like that when he killed your mother and sister."
      "You son of a bitch!!!"
      At the same time as her scream, Shin Se-yeon thrashed wildly, but the restraints still bound her tight.
      Across from her, the man just chuckled, gazing at Shin Chun-gyun.
      For over ten years, Shin Chun-gyun had been kept barely alive—his appearance now pitiful in the extreme.
      His face and body were covered with wrinkles she had never seen before; his hair, untended and hanging down to his waist, was wild, making him seem almost a madman.
      Yet even in his wretched state, Shin Se-yeon had no doubt—this was her father.
      "Sey... yon...?"
      The old, cracked voice she heard in her ear—the voice she thought she'd never hear again after that day.
      Shin Se-yeon tried to open her mouth to respond, but—
      "Huh?"
      She found herself unable to speak.
      No—she couldn't make a sound.
      And that was because, in the very moment she tried,
      "You said you wanted your wish granted, right?"
      The man who'd been crouched by Shin Chun-gyun's side stabbed the dagger Se-yeon brought into Shin Chun-gyun's shoulder.
      "K-agh..."
      Shin Chun-gyun let out a short, choked scream.
      "You fucking bastard!!!"
      Shin Se-yeon's body convulsed in a spasm.
      "Let me go!!!"
      She struggled so violently that blood started to flow from her bound wrists and ankles, but she didn't care, thrashing desperately.
      The man only enjoyed her struggle, snickering as he continued.
      "Why are you cursing? I just granted your wish. You wanted to kill your old man, didn't you?"
      He sneered.
      "Your dad ended up like this trying to save your mom and sister...!"
      "Shut uuuuuuuup!!"
      Eyes bloodshot, Shin Se-yeon bellowed her intent to kill.
      But the man looked even more delighted by her screams, bobbing his head.
      Thunk—!
      He drove the dagger deeper into Shin Chun-gyun's shoulder.
      "Kuh... agh!"
      "Stop!!! I said stop!!! You bastard!! Can't you hear me!? I said stop!!!"
      Watching Shin Chun-gyun's aged body crumble, Shin Se-yeon shook her head, shouting now, desperate.
      The man, grinning, only pressed the dagger in further.
      Drip, drip—
      "Please, I'm begging you... don't...!"
      Shin Se-yeon, voice stripped of venom, pleaded, tears streaming down.
      "That—"
      His sneer widened.
      "I don't want to."
      As though her reaction was exactly what he wanted, the man laughed, and, in front of him, Shin Se-yeon despaired.
      For the first time in her life—
      An unbearable despair, as if everything was tumbling into the abyss.
      "Uh—"
      Her eyes caught on Shin Chun-gyun.
      Among the decrepit body, the still-clear eyes—the light in them fading, bit by bit.
      Slowly, and forever—
      As if to show there was no coming back—quietly.
      "No, please... Please!"
      Shin Se-yeon muttered in despair.
      And the more she gave in to that miserable expression,
      "Marvelous, this is a masterpiece...!"
      She saw only the man, now howling with laughter.
      'Please, please, someone—someone help me... Please...! Please!!!'
      As Shin Se-yeon's gaze passed dying Shin Chun-gyun to the man—
      She thought.
      If only she'd had a little more strength.
      If she'd had the power to kill that man, or at least enough to stand against him.
      Or at the very least, the power to break free of these restraints.
      Would this situation be different?
      Yes, everything would have been different.
      If she'd had such power, she wouldn't be bound here like this.
      With the strength to escape, she could have saved her father, Shin Chun-gyun.
      'If only... I'd had power! If only...!'
      And so Shin Se-yeon thought—
      [Do you want revenge?]
      A voice echoed.
      ####
      [Iron-Blood: Hey, come outside the village just once, would you?]
      [18yoHighSchooler-chan: lol]
      [Iron-Blood: Don't you play the game?]
      [18yoHighSchooler-chan: I'm playing, duh?]
      [Iron-Blood: ?]
      [18yoHighSchooler-chan: The game of teasing you.]
      [Iron-Blood: fuck off]
      [18yoHighSchooler-chan: lol]
      Whenever Kim Dojun logged into Lantiarval, he'd get spotted like a ghost and the girl would always show up to the newbie village to chat, and watching the chat start to fill up with swearing again, Kim Dojun thought.
      'I think chatting alone won't cut it anymore with her.'
      He'd already made her feel one of the four emotions she needed to, rage.
      But the others still remained, so Kim Dojun decided he should try meeting Tia in person.
      And if asked what he'd do when he met her?
      To be honest, Kim Dojun didn't know either.
      He just knew that, like this, progress would never move forward.
      So, as Tia continued to curse energetically, Kim Dojun determined to make plans to meet her soon.
      'Time to log off?'
      [Iron-Blood: You little shit, is this fun for you? Fun?]
      [Iron-Blood: You were behaving for a while and now you start this crap again? Am I a joke? Am I funny to you?!]
      [Iron-Blood: Answer]
      [Iron-Blood: Answer me, fuck]
      [Iron-Blood: 3]
      [Iron-Blood: 2]
      [Iron-Blood: 1]
      [Iron-Blood: You little shit, you're dead for real.]
      [18yoHighSchooler-chan: I quit, bye]
      [Iron-Blood: What?]
      Watching Tia's stream of curses, and seeing her leave with a single message before immediately logging out of Lantiarval, Kim Dojun decided to call it a day, lay down in bed, and picked up his smartphone.
      After playing around on his phone for a while—
      [A maglignant spirit, "Azmo of Greed," descends!]
      "!"
      The alert popped up right before his eyes, making him bolt upright unconsciously.
      ####
      Shin Se-yeon, in the midst of tears streaming down her face from that voice she heard by her ear, instinctively looked up.
      And then, in the next moment, she saw.
      Before her appeared a soul scattering blue spiritual power in every direction.
      Even through her body's instinctive shivers, Shin Se-yeon instantly understood what it was.
      'A maglignant spirit...!'
      Without question, Shin Se-yeon saw that the soul staring at her was a maglignant spirit.
      The spiritual power it radiated now gave off an ominous feeling just by touching her skin.
      [I asked if you desired power.]
      The maglignant spirit opened its mouth.
      Shin Se-yeon knew.
      If she said yes here, she would obtain the power she desperately needed, but would soon be robbed of her body.
      And then, she would become a possessed entity, bringing calamity.
      Still—
      "I want it."
      Shin Se-yeon answered the maglignant spirit's question.
      Instant, without a second's hesitation.
      She answered so, looking at Shin Chun-gyun.
      Looking into those eyes in which life was slowly fading.
      More precisely: her father's eyes, eyes in which his consciousness still remained for now.
      'If I do it now, I might be able to save him...!'
      Shin Se-yeon knew how overwhelming the power of a maglignant spirit was—knew that with it, she would surely be able to save her father.
      The maglignant spirit that descended before her was, indeed, a calamity, yet to her, it seemed like a single ray of hope.
      "I... want power...!"
      She tried to make a contract with Azmo of Greed.
      To make a contract—and gain hope.
      But then.
      She saw the maglignant spirit's grim face slowly twist upward into a smile.
      By the time the corners of that mouth curled grotesquely into a chilling grin—
      [Nope.]
      "Wha—?"
      She felt her hope shatter to pieces.
      "W-what?"
      Shin Se-yeon, her eyes wide with disbelief, demanded to know what was happening.
      But the maglignant spirit snickered, just as the man earlier had sneered.
      [It's true, I was drawn here by your greed. If there hadn't been a proper vessel, I'd have no choice but to make a contract with you, unpleasant as it might be, and free you from despair with my power.]
      "But then... why?"
      Now looking at Azmo of Greed with empty eyes, Shin Se-yeon asked.
      Azmo replied,
      [Because—]
      With a twisted smirk—
      [—It's more fun this way.]
      That was the answer.
      "What, did you just say?"
      [I love humans best when they're in despair. I am 'Greed,' but dig deeper and my true nature is 'Despair.' Greed—stealing what is precious to others and relishing the despair produced from that!]
      [So, when there's an obvious 'substitute' made to replace you in the vicinity, there's no need for me to enter you at all!]
      Behind Azmo of Greed's gleeful laughter, the man's face appeared.
      Just as if he'd known all along this would happen—eyes wide, his mouth splitting into a monstrous grin.
      [This is fun! Delightful!]
      As the maglignant spirit broke into hysterical laughter at the now emotionless, hollow-eyed Shin Se-yeon who had lost everything,
      The man, who had been smiling with anticipation as if he'd seen it coming, followed suit, cackling alongside the spirit.
      Amid their two demonic peals of laughter—
      Shin Se-yeon could do nothing but sit there, dazed and powerless.
      "── ── -─ ─"
      All she could do was gaze, in silence, at her father whose faint signs of life were quietly fading away.
      Her heart shattered.
      At the same time, tears welled up again and streamed down her face.
      Despair crushed her.
      And within that despair—
      "Someone, please—"
      —Shin Se-yeon, clutching her broken heart, collapsed to the floor.
      "Please, someone... help me...."
      As she squeezed her eyes shut against the devils' howls of laughter—
      KWAANG!
      The basement ceiling exploded.
      "—"
      Shin Se-yeon saw.
      A man grasping the shattered corpses of the Muryeong clan's sorcerers in both hands.
      "...."
      With infinitely calm eyes, he looked at her.
      "Who are you?"
      Asking so—was Kim Dojun.
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      What Only She Didn't Know. (4)
      The malignant spirit's grin, which had reveled in Shin Se-yeon's despair, suddenly froze.
      Likewise, the laughter of the man who had been mocking Shin Se-yeon's despair alongside the maglignant spirit also ceased.
      The reason was none other than Kim Dojun, who had burst through the ceiling and descended underground.
      "...."
      After quietly surveying his surroundings, Kim Dojun flung to either side the sorcerers from the Muryu clan he had been holding in both hands.
      Crash! Bang!
      The sorcerers slammed into the side walls, making a sound one could hardly believe came from a human hitting a wall.
      Yet Kim Dojun, having tossed aside the sorcerers, paid them no attention and instead gazed back at Shin Se-yeon, who stood there dazed and crying as she looked at him.
      "Who are you?"
      Once again, Kim Dojun questioned.
      "... Huk."
      Unable to hold back her tears, Shin Se-yeon sobbed involuntarily.
      And as Kim Dojun watched her,
      'Huh? Shin Se-yeon hasn't been possessed by the maglignant spirit??'
      He looked at her with a somewhat perplexed expression.
      "...."
      Just to be sure, Kim Dojun looked intently at Shin Se-yeon.
      But the more closely he looked, the more her tears seemed to fall, as if she were unbearably sorrowful.
      'At a glance, she doesn't seem to be possessed...?'
      Seeing her like this, it didn't seem like she'd been possessed by the maglignant spirit, so with a slightly confused expression, Kim Dojun looked around once more.
      The scene before him: Shin Se-yeon, tightly bound in restraints and sobbing uncontrollably, a strange figure bleeding profusely, collapsed on the floor.
      And then, standing next to a man Kim Dojun had never seen or even heard of—whose face bore a strange Chinese character—stood a maglignant spirit.
      "...?"
      Now finally noting the presence of the maglignant spirit which still was not possessing anyone, Kim Dojun thought, what on earth is this situation? and scanned the area again.
      No matter how he looked, the situation was not as he had anticipated.
      '... Even though I arrived quickly, I did have to take some time tearing through all the Muryu clan goons who tried to stop me on my way in.... Normally, she should have been possessed by now, right?'
      But before he could dwell on it,
      "It's me."
      Turning at the sound of a voice, Kim Dojun saw the man give a twisted smile.
      A man with a huge Chinese character engraved on his forehead.
      Snap—!
      As soon as Kim Dojun looked at him, the man snapped his fingers.
      With a thunderous rumble, Muryu clan members began flooding in from the stairway and ceiling, as if they'd been waiting for this moment.
      "So, what are you gonna do now?"
      With the man asking this while still smiling, Kim Dojun's face twisted in disbelief.
      'This bastard, dropping a "It's me" even though he hasn't even performed a maglignant spirit possession.'
      But as he thought that,
      'Since Shin Se-yeon hasn't been possessed, and the maglignant spirit is clearly still at that guy's side... Looks like all I have to do is take that bastard out.'
      Having already assessed the situation, he immediately lowered his stance—
      "What do you mean, what will I do—"
      Tsut-!
      "You're dead."
      —And lunged straight at the man.
      The Muryu clan sorcerers, startled at Kim Dojun's overwhelming speed, hurriedly launched their sorcery and rushed him.
      But—
      Thunk-!
      "Huh?"
      Kim Dojun grabbed the leg of the sorcerer throwing the first kick at him.
      "Hup!"
      He swung the man around, flattening all those trying to close in on him.
      Heading directly to Shin Se-yeon, Kim Dojun—
      Crunch!
      —easily snapped the restraining tools she couldn't break, then immediately vaulted through the ceiling, tossing her outside the basement.
      'The maglignant spirit seems attached to that side, but better safe than sorry.'
      Deciding to keep her safe first.
      "Don't come in."
      After uttering that, Kim Dojun turned to head back into the basement. Two sorcerers trailing him were effortlessly caught in each hand.
      "You're all dead!"
      He used the two as blunt instruments, mowing down the Muryu clan members converging on him.
      Smack!
      With a single punch from Kim Dojun, dozens of sorcerers were sent flying,
      With one driving sweep, the ranks of the sorcerers were shattered instantly.
      And so, in under ten minutes—
      "... Pathetic."
      Kim Dojun had succeeded in flattening every Muryu clan sorcerer.
      And—
      The man who had been watching Kim Dojun with curious eyes just moments before—
      "You, I remember you."
      He abruptly pointed at Kim Dojun and muttered.
      "You're the one who interfered with our plans before, aren't you? Name was, Kim Dojun, right?"
      "What...?"
      Kim Dojun's brows furrowed at the man's words.
      But the man, as if it had just clicked, grinned slyly.
      "Yeah, that guy. You're the one who messed up our plans and sent all our people to the grave. I remember you from the photos."
      He tapped his forehead as he spoke.
      Kim Dojun frowned thoughtfully.
      "... The Seer?"
      He spoke of the figure he'd heard about back when rescuing Han Soyeon.
      "Correct."
      Nodding as though to confirm, the man grinned even wider.
      "Well well, this is lucky, isn't it?"
      Murmuring as if in a good mood.
      "And why do you consider it lucky?"
      At Kim Dojun's question,
      "Because I get to take out the guy who interfered in our plans, of course."
      He replied with satisfaction.
      KWOAAAAAA—!
      Simultaneously, an explosion of blue spiritual power erupted from the body of the white-haired mutant, who had lain slumped until moments ago.
      "...!"
      The mutant rose with a brilliant light.
      At the same time, his once-white hair ignited into blue flames, hardened blue-black carapace began to grow over his wrinkled skin.
      Clouded eyes, instead of clarity, now streamed darkness and blue-black spiritual power; razor fangs extended as if the body had become a possessed entity.
      And then—
      At the very instant the fatal spike was dislodged from his shoulder, Shin Chun-gyun—or rather:
      [... A body without a soul, infused with the life force of the Monarch of Greed. Not bad.]
      —Azmo of Greed had descended.
      ####
      "...."
      The moment Azmo of Greed appeared, the whole world was dyed in blue flames.
      At the same time—
      "Kk-haaaack!"
      "Ugh—Ugh! Ugh!!"
      "It hurts! It hurts!!"
      The Muryu clan sorcerers, just recently flattened by Kim Dojun, all clutched their heads in agony.
      The sorcerers' screams echoed like a wailing canyon.
      Yet beyond them, Azmo of Greed stood fully awakened, now smiling in exactly the same form Kim Dojun had seen in the Sorcery Killing Technique.
      The man behind him, wearing a twisted grin of satisfaction,
      "Well, I don't know why you came here, but just think of it as getting your beating early."
      He formed a hand seal.
      Along with that, his body began to vanish.
      "No matter what, us Seers never forgive those who meddle with the 'Plan'."
      Even though the appearance of a maglignant spirit should have triggered a barrier, the man began dissipating naturally into black smoke, speaking with a breezy air—
      "Well, I've done my job here, so I'll just—"
      —Never finished.
      "... Ah?"
      For, as he was turning into black smoke, the man abruptly reverted to his solid form.
      For the first time, the perennial grin on the man's face gave way to panic.
      "...!"
      He once more formed a hand seal.
      But despite using exactly the same seal, no sorcery activated; as he tried yet again—
      [It's useless.]
      The moment Azmo of Greed spoke—
      Grab-!
      "What the—!"
      He grabbed the man's head.
      [Your sorcery and spiritual power, I've already stolen them—]
      Azmo of Greed grinned maliciously.
      "W-wait, I'm the one who created this body for you with the highest-grade life force, right? How could you—"
      The man stammered in distress.
      [Well,]
      Azmo, still gripping the man's head, looked straight at him.
      Grin—!
      Smiling wider—
      [Watching the face of someone who never thought they'd be betrayed fill with despair—]
      Pop—!
      [—Is delightful.]
      He crushed the man's head as it tried to disappear.
      Thud—!
      The man's body collapsed, limp.
      Azmo of Greed, grinning wide, turned to face Kim Dojun, who had watched this anticlimactic death.
      [So then—]
      Smiling even bigger, he twisted three fingers into the form of a stemmed hand seal.
      [Which of your powers shall I steal to gift you with despair?]
      He said with palpable glee.
      ####
      Kim Dojun, who had played Sorcery Killing Technique, knew the sorcery Azmo of Greed was about to use.
      'He has only two spells.'
      Though it was fewer than Gatura of Salvation—his first opponent—when Kim Dojun played the game, Azmo of Greed was the most troublesome enemy to face.
      '... Both of his spells steal the other's sorcery and spiritual power.'
      One of Azmo's spells, plunder (簒奪), stole a sorcerer's technique—in the event he used it, the opponent could never use that spell again as long as Azmo lived.
      Another spell, siphon (收奪), permanently stripped the opponent of all spiritual power. For sorcerers, either spell was a devastating mismatch.
      But that was for a 'sorcerer.'
      [Show me your despair, human, right here before me.]
      As Kim Dojun thought, Azmo of Greed formed a hand seal—
      [Siphon (收奪)]
      —and invoked sorcery.
      A blue mist gathered and shot toward Kim Dojun, the spiritual power he'd densely stored through spirit dispelling began siphoning into Azmo.
      Azmo grinned in utter satisfaction.
      But he didn't stop there: contorting his hand bizarrely, he formed the Wisdom-Within Seal (智中印).
      [Plunder (簒奪)]
      He used the spell to steal his opponent's sorcery, never losing his mirth.
      Thus, Kim Dojun, struck by Siphon and Plunder, lost his spiritual power and sorcery in one stroke.
      As said earlier, had Kim Dojun been a sorcerer, this would have ended the fight instantly.
      For a sorcerer, losing both one's powers and techniques meant there was no way to attack—it was tantamount to checkmate.
      However, Kim Dojun was unconcerned. From the beginning—
      "So, are you done?"
      —he wasn't a sorcerer.
      Creak—!
      Kim Dojun smiled and flexed his body.
      Crack— Creak-crack—!
      The wooden floor groaned, unable to withstand his strength.
      [...?]
      Azmo of Greed stood momentarily dumbfounded.
      "Alright, I'm coming."
      Kim Dojun paid him no mind and dashed forward.
      "Let's see if you can actually block this."
      In an instant, he appeared before Azmo.
      [!]
      And immediately smashed Azmo of Greed's face.
      CRASH—! BRAKAKAKANG—!!
      The chilling sound boomed out as Azmo of Greed crashed through several walls, and the fight erupted.
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      Azmo of Greed (1)
      Azmo of Greed, according to the lore, is an incredibly powerful maglignant spirit.
      From the beginning, the powers of plunder and deprivation wielded by Azmo of Greed were, to sorcerers, abilities that could only be described as a disaster.
      However—
      Bang!
      [Kreak!]
      That story did not apply to Kim Dojun at all.
      Bursting up from the basement into the grounds of the Muryu family estate, Azmo's face twisted brutally as he instinctively raised his guard.
      But—
      "You can't do that."
      [!]
      Kim Dojun, who had already reached him, grabbed Azmo's hand—which was attempting to guard—and forcibly dragged it down.
      Smack!
      Once again, Kim Dojun drove his fist into the maglignant spirit's face.
      [Ghk-!]
      Azmo let out a moan, full of pain.
      Of course, Azmo had no intention of just standing there to take the beating—he immediately raised his fist to strike back at Kim Dojun. But—
      As if Kim Dojun had no intention of allowing the maglignant spirit's counterattack—
      Crack-! Crack-! Crack-! Crack-!
      Still holding onto Azmo's hand, he delivered a flurry of punches to Azmo's face in rapid succession.
      With each strike, Azmo's clenched fist, which he'd tried to use for a counterattack, began to loosen. By the time his massive body was lifted into the air—
      "Hup!"
      Kim Dojun, letting go of the maglignant spirit's hand, followed through—
      Crack—!
      And kicked him away.
      CRASH!
      With a sound like the air erupting, Azmo of Greed was sent flying, smashing through countless buildings far into the distance.
      He managed to barely steady himself amidst the confusion, thinking,
      'How is this possible?!'
      As a maglignant spirit, after descending, he'd seen Kim Dojun, who had come to rescue the woman designated as a vessel—and he'd sensed his strength.
      He was certain that, as a sorcerer, Kim Dojun could easily be counted among the upper ranks.
      However, Azmo of Greed never feared him.
      After all, over the past several centuries, he had descended numerous times to face off against humanity.
      From the moment he saw Kim Dojun, Azmo of Greed had been able to completely analyze the types of sorcery he used. Above all, his own abilities granted him superiority over any sorcerer.
      'That's how it should be—!'
      Azmo of Greed, feeling pain and shame, tried to stand.
      Thump!
      "!"
      He could feel a hand grabbing his head.
      "Soul cultivator, this is a premium haul, you know."
      With those words—
      Crunch!
      [Gah-!]
      Kim Dojun slammed Azmo's face into the ground, then started running, grinding Azmo of Greed's head against the earth as he went.
      CRUSH—
      The land of the Muryu clan began to be shredded by Azmo's face.
      Crack-crack-crack—!
      Concrete shattered.
      Crackle-crackle-crackle—!
      Grinding through the floors of houses, Kim Dojun rampaged for a while, using Azmo of Greed to absolutely devastate the grounds of the Muryu family.
      "And for parking—!"
      He brought his leg down hard on the head of Azmo, who was trying to rise with a scrambled mind.
      CRUNCH! WHAM—!
      The blow created a crater in the ground like a spiderweb.
      However—
      [Kraaaah!]
      Even after all that, Azmo of Greed raged back to his feet, wildly swinging his arms to push Kim Dojun away.
      [You bastard—!]
      From the previously amused face of Azmo of Greed, Kim Dojun could now see boiling rage.
      Fwoosh—!
      As if to represent the maglignant spirit's emotions, the blue mist in both his eyes blazed even more fiercely, and in Azmo of Greed's pupil-less right eye, accompanied by blue smoke,
      "!"
      Kim Dojun realized something was coming out and immediately lunged forth, kicking Azmo in the neck.
      [Guh-!]
      With another mighty impact, Azmo was sent flying once again.
      Even then, Azmo tried to use his hand to pull something out from his eye,
      "No, you don't—"
      Kim Dojun, appearing in front of Azmo in a flash, immediately struck the eye where something was about to emerge.
      "—Not yet."
      With that, Kim Dojun's relentless assault resumed, sending Azmo of Greed's body helplessly flying through the air.
      Sometimes in the sky.
      Sometimes slammed into the ground, Azmo of Greed was ceaselessly battered back and forth.
      And then—
      "Haaah—!"
      He smashed Azmo's floating head down with both fists—
      WHAM—!
      That brought Kim Dojun's long series of attacks to an end.
      Thud—!
      "Huff—! Huff...!"
      Landing on the ground, Kim Dojun exhaled raggedly.
      After attacking Azmo of Greed for almost tens of minutes without giving him a single moment to recover, Kim Dojun gasped for breath, his lungs maxed out.
      [You...bastard...!]
      Azmo of Greed, exhaling blue spiritual power, glared at Kim Dojun.
      Azmo's condition, after suffering Kim Dojun's nonstop beating, could hardly be considered normal.
      The blue carapace that had protected him at first was cracked all over; blue maglignant spirit blood was streaming down his head, which had suffered countless blows; and the carapace on his abdomen was nearly destroyed.
      Never before had Azmo of Greed suffered so much at the hands of a single sorcerer, and he was now consumed by rage.
      '... As expected, is Azmo of Greed impossible?'
      Kim Dojun, on the other hand, recalled the time with Gatur of Salvation.
      Back then, when Kim Dojun unleashed relentless attacks, even if most of the damage was reduced since they weren't attacks of sorcery, he was still able to inflict considerable harm.
      But Azmo of Greed, known in the Sorcery Killing Technique game for being one of the most defense-oriented maglignant spirits, had indeed taken damage—but not on par with Gatur of Salvation. It was evident he hadn't been dealt devastating harm.
      "Tsk."
      Kim Dojun clicked his tongue regretfully, still catching his breath.
      At that moment—
      Bang!
      Azmo of Greed leapt up.
      To be precise, in the opposite direction from Kim Dojun.
      And—
      "!"
      Kim Dojun saw it.
      Azmo of Greed, distancing himself, was trying to pull out a divine relic from his eye—the one he couldn't pull out before.
      The moment Kim Dojun realized this, although his body hadn't yet recovered, he forced himself to move and tried to stop him.
      [Too late—!]
      Azmo of Greed had already pulled the divine relic from his eye.
      It was a pillar-shaped object covered in dozens of mouths.
      [Divine Construct]
      A smile returned to Azmo of Greed's lips as he spoke.
      —Chomp!
      The mouths on the structure opened wide with a chomp, revealing their sharp teeth.
      And then.
      As Kim Dojun finally caught up and readied his fist to strike, the maglignant spirit—
      [空手來萬手去 (Empty Hands Come, ten Thousand Hands Return)]
      —spoke.
      At that moment, the world began to change.
      The maglignant spirit's world, tinged blue, began to be consumed by deep blue flames.
      The ground, which used to merely reflect the light of the fire, was swallowed by blue flames.
      The once-dark sky, and everything nearby, was devoured, paradoxically creating a world devoid of light—one dominated by deep navy blue.
      And in its center—
      [I am Greed.]
      Azmo of Greed stood.
      [Come with empty hands.]
      With a smile—
      [Grasping everything with Greed.]
      —he declared.
      [I am Greed.]
      And then—
      [... Let me show you what I have achieved.]
      Dozens of mouths began to sprout and open across the deep blue world.
      Chhk—!
      "!"
      Azmo of Greed suddenly appeared in front of Kim Dojun.
      At a speed utterly unthinkable compared to his appearance before.
      Smack—!
      "Kh!?"
      Unaware, Kim Dojun was struck and lifted into the air.
      Clang—!
      Chains of deep blue erupted and bound his body.
      "!"
      [Ilbaekwol (One White Moon)]
      A deep blue moon materialized around Kim Dojun and fired itself at him.
      ####
      As he watched Kim Dojun, now completely at his mercy, Azmo of Greed regained the smile that had disappeared from his lips and formed a hand seal.
      Bang!
      The "One White Moon" struck Kim Dojun, driving him straight into the ground. Kim Dojun tried to recover his stance, but—
      [Myeongwang Formation]
      Before he could even compose himself, another set of deep blue chains burst forth, binding him again.
      From Azmo of Greed's mouth, countless names of sorcery were continuously unleashed.
      [Sacheon Strike]
      A countless number of snake heads leapt out, lunging at Kim Dojun—
      [Jinguryong (Dust-Clad Dragon)]
      A dragon made of dust roared and appeared in the deep blue sky—
      [Jongyeon Gyeoksal (Final Execution Kill)]
      From the heavens, a gigantic hand descended.
      None of these were originally the sorcery of Azmo of Greed.
      All the sorcery he was now unleashing, everything raining down on Kim Dojun, was that which he had stolen from the sorcerers who had over the years challenged him during his descents.
      When he was just an ordinary maglignant spirit,
      He had nothing.
      Not a single sorcery, not a single spiritual tool—he had nothing but his sturdy body.
      But as one who earned the name "Greed," he started with empty hands and stole everything.
      He stole the sorcery of sorcerers who challenged him.
      He stole the spiritual power of sorcerers who challenged him.
      Then, as he drove them to despair, he stole their lives.
      Delighting in the despair born of greed, Azmo of Greed grew stronger.
      And—
      This "Empty Hands Come, ten Thousand Hands Return" was a world in which Azmo could freely use all the sorcery he had ever seized.
      With each of his many descents, he attacked Kim Dojun using the very sorcery he'd stolen from the greatest sorcerers of each era—those once hailed as the mightiest.
      [Heh—]
      Only after the first wave of attacks ended did that same, almost painful smile reappear on Azmo's lips.
      Kim Dojun was, at a glance, clearly in bad shape.
      Before Azmo had unleashed the Divine Construct, Kim Dojun's clothes had been perfectly fine, but now they were completely shredded, and one arm was bleeding profusely.
      Kim Dojun kept his head bowed.
      Seeing this, Azmo of Greed, beaming brightly, approached and spoke to him.
      [Given your mysterious strength, I figured you'd survive even this much, but you really are impressive...!]
      He continued—
      [Yes, you can't just die like this! You need to show me despair! I want to see that self-assured face twisted in agony.]
      And further—
      [Strangely, I couldn't steal anything from you, but that's fine too. Right now, even without stealing anything from you, I can kill you. Or maybe, see you despair without killing you... Because—]
      —he said.
      [That's what's fun.]
      Standing before the utterly battered Kim Dojun, Azmo of Greed looked down with a sly grin.
      Kim Dojun kept his head bowed.
      Azmo of Greed reached out, grabbing his hair to check Kim Dojun's expression.
      "So fucking noisy, seriously."
      At the suddenly calm voice, the smile slipped from Azmo's lips.
      "Since you keep blabbering like an idiot, let me tell you something."
      Azmo of Greed saw—
      "You think I, what, really let you unleash your Divine Construct—"
      Kim Dojun lifted his head, revealing a self-assured expression.
      "—without thinking it through, even for a moment?"
    

  
    Chapter 91: Azmo of Greed (2)

    
      Azmo of Greed (2)
      The Sorcery Killing Technique is a game.
      However, ever since Kim Dojun entered this world, he had come to realize in many ways that the Sorcery Killing Technique was no longer just a game, but reality.
      He felt that fact most acutely when he encountered Gatura of Salvation.
      ... To be more precise, it was when Gatura of Salvation used Divine Construct Liberation—a technique he hadn't even seen in the game—to put him in mortal danger that Kim Dojun painfully realized this place was not a game.
      At that time, if it hadn't been for the necklace he had obtained in advance as a spiritual tool, he might have died.
      "Did you really think I would just grant you Divine Construct Liberation without any thought?"
      [... What?]
      In fact, Kim Dojun already knew what kind of ability Azmo of Greed's Divine Construct Liberation possessed.
      'Although it's not an ability in the game...'
      In the game, Azmo of Greed didn't use Divine Construct Liberation.
      That's because, originally, Azmo of Greed was a boss who appeared in the first part of the game's story—set up as the second boss to be taken down in the Sorcery Killing Technique, according to the level design.
      In other words, all the information Kim Dojun originally had about Azmo of Greed was just the two sorceries, 'Plunder' and 'Seize', which this maglignant spirit employed.
      Yet, the reason Kim Dojun was able to know about Azmo's Divine Construct Liberation was because information regarding 'Azmo of Greed' had circulated widely.
      Not from the game, but from the library and the internet.
      Azmo of Greed had already descended into this world dozens of times, causing disasters and slaughtering numerous sorcerers.
      As a result of the deaths and calamities brought on by this maglignant spirit, information about him had spread so widely that anyone could easily learn about him by searching a bit on the internet or in the library.
      And from this abundance of information, there were two things Kim Dojun found helpful.
      The first: once Azmo of Greed liberated his Divine Construct, he could freely use all the sorceries he had obtained until then.
      The second: when Azmo of Greed activated Divine Construct Liberation, the abilities 'Seize' and 'Plunder', which he had used previously, would become nullified.
      Of course, the second piece of information was originally not particularly necessary for Kim Dojun.
      That is, if Kim Dojun had no need to use spiritual power.
      "Johwasu. Assimilate."
      As Kim Dojun's low voice echoed through the air—
      SMAACK-!
      [Khk!?]
      When Azmo of Greed was struck by Kim Dojun's surprise attack and sent flying back, Kim Dojun—almost as if waiting for this—opened his clenched fist.
      What lay within were the fragments Kim Dojun had collected so far—Fragments of the Powerless.
      Bzzzzzz-!
      Immediately, the johwasu that manifested in front of Kim Dojun began to spin once around toward the two fragments in his hand, then disappeared as if being sucked in.
      FLASH-!
      A bright light exploded forth, and a notification window appeared before Kim Dojun, who had been enduring until now.
      ----
      Salvation of the Powerless.
      Grade: SS
      Description: In an era when the mighty and monstrous existed, an unnamed scholar, powerless his entire life, poured his soul into creating this grudge-infused artifact, longing to kill the mighty.
      Effect: While carrying Salvation, 50% of physical attacks are converted into sorcery attacks, and as long as spiritual power exists, you retain B-rank resistance!
      ※ Activating via johwasu's assimilation! If all spiritual power is depleted, salvation will lose its power!
      ----
      A notification window appeared, letting him know he could now kill Azmo of Greed.
      And—
      "Now—I can properly beat you up."
      With a smile as if he had been waiting for this, Kim Dojun charged forward.
      [Underworld Suppression (冥往鎭)!]
      Flustered by Kim Dojun's sudden change in demeanor, Azmo of Greed immediately formed a hand seal and recited a sorcery.
      "That's not going to work a second time."
      [!]
      Effortlessly dodging the Underworld Suppression chains as if they were nothing, Kim Dojun reached Azmo in an instant.
      Once again, Azmo hurriedly tried to form a hand seal.
      But.
      BOOOOOOM-!
      Kim Dojun's fist was faster, slamming directly into Azmo's abdomen.
      ― CRRK-!
      The shoulder guard that had withstood Kim Dojun's relentless attacks for dozens of minutes—cracking but never shattering—
      CRASH-!
      Completely exploded.
      FWOOSH!
      [Kyaaaagh!]
      Azmo's abdomen was pierced.
      "Well then, let's start the second round."
      Kim Dojun smiled.
      ####
      The moment Kim Dojun pierced Azmo's abdomen, his true purpose was accomplished.
      Originally, before losing his spiritual power, he had intentionally allowed himself to be pummeled and rendered a wreck without showing assimilation, even letting Azmo of Greed perform Divine Construct Liberation—just to create an absolute and undeniable weakness in the maglignant spirit.
      He had already experienced that his pure physical strength could not break through Azmo's defenses, and only after pounding away for dozens of minutes and finally using assimilation for the final blow did Azmo's shoulder guard break.
      Now that he had created a clear weakness, Kim Dojun was going to focus on breaking Azmo's Divine Construct Liberation by distracting him—without any further worries.
      Since a weakness had formed, even if Kim Dojun's spiritual power was sealed again, the initiative remained his.
      'This guy's consumption of spiritual power is insane.'
      Even Kim Dojun, usually insensitive to spiritual power, could feel the enormous drain that assimilation was causing.
      "Huup!"
      Kim Dojun plunged in again, throwing a fist at Azmo's face.
      However.
      [You bastard—!]
      Azmo, clutching his pierced abdomen and screaming, managed to block Kim Dojun's punch by any means possible.
      At the same time, with the hand that blocked the punch, Azmo immediately formed a hand seal.
      [Talisman Formation (護符成)!]
      As soon as he activated the sorcery, a round sphere was formed, pushing Kim Dojun away.
      With that, his full-fledged battle with Azmo began.
      Kim Dojun desperately tried to break through Azmo of Greed's defenses to land a decisive blow.
      Conversely, Azmo tried to shake off Kim Dojun's attacks and cast sorcery in any way he could.
      Every time Azmo attempted to escape with a defensive sorcery, Kim Dojun stuck to him, shattering his sorcery and pressing the attack.
      Azmo clenched his teeth, activating new sorceries every time one of the stolen sorcerers' techniques got smashed, determined not to allow another effective hit.
      'How the hell is he...!'
      A thought raced through Azmo's mind.
      No matter how he looked at it, the being before him was inexplicable from Azmo of Greed's perspective.
      Even earlier, after having stolen spiritual power and sorcery, Kim Dojun had completely toyed with him at superhuman speed; it was the same now.
      'How can he break all these sorceries at once...!'
      Azmo of Greed had, after several descents, seized the sorceries of the era's greatest sorcerers—and among those, some techniques that couldn't be broken even by the original owners. Kim Dojun was now smashing through all of them with ease.
      [Kh!]
      Azmo's face twisted in pain again as another sorcery was smashed.
      "That's why you should have finished me off early...!"
      [You bastard!]
      As Kim Dojun taunted while swinging his fist, Azmo's face twisted into something like a demonic snarl, but he was forced to focus on defense.
      He knew if he allowed even one more blow, it would be truly irreversible.
      Thus began their grueling war of attrition.
      However, in the end, it was Kim Dojun who brought the attrition to a close.
      'Drawing this out any further won't benefit me.'
      Kim Dojun's spiritual power was holding out for the moment, but if the battle continued as a test of endurance, he would be at a disadvantage.
      After all, his spiritual power was finite.
      Therefore.
      'I'll end it this time.'
      Kim Dojun stopped in place as he thought so.
      As soon as Azmo realized Kim Dojun had stopped, he took the chance to cast every sorcery he could muster.
      [Talisman Formation (護符成)!]
      A dazzling spherical barrier formed around his body.
      [Six Castles Wall (六城壁)!]
      A massive wall rose up in front of the sphere.
      [Seven Star Formation, master Casting Evil Dispelling Arts, arang's Polar Circle, combined Curse Unbreakable, monstrous Castle Barrier──────]
      With each chant, an additional layer of powerful sorcery surrounded Azmo like an impregnable fortress.
      Immediately after.
      [Thunder Lord Compilation (雷公編)]
      A gigantic thunder drum materialized behind Azmo, and lightning began to strike.
      [Fire Scatter Crown (火散冠)]
      Flames erupted in all directions as a massive crown of fire formed above his head.
      [Moon Soul Forge (月魄鑄)]
      Hundreds of gleaming swords materialized in the air to guard Azmo.
      [Under the Moon (月下)]
      A colossal full moon rose over Azmo's head and began to fall toward Kim Dojun.
      In addition, there were the dust dragons he'd seen at the very beginning.
      Thousands of snakes.
      Hundreds of crescent moons.
      Dozens of grotesque monsters.
      Terrible curses.
      All targeted at Kim Dojun.
      A catastrophe conjured in less than ten seconds.
      Even before such disaster, Kim Dojun did not panic.
      Whether the full moon fell toward him,
      Or the hundreds of glowing crescents rained down, their blades glinting,
      Or the thousands of snakes, or grotesque monsters, or the dragon of dust bore down on him,
      Kim Dojun did not panic; he simply tensed his legs.
      And in the final moment—
      At the very instant Azmo, believing himself protected within his sorcery, kept on chanting,
      KWAAAAAANG─!
      Kim Dojun launched himself.
      Hundreds of crescent moons scattered in all directions.
      Thousands of snakes were crushed and whirled away.
      Grotesque monsters dissolved into dust and scattered.
      The dust-formed dragon dissipated.
      And like a ballista, Kim Dojun's fist—compressed to the limit—
      BOOOOOOM!
      Blasted through Azmo's fortress.
      CRACKKKK─!
      Punching through the maglignant spirit's abdomen, piercing the heart.
      GUAAAHH!
      Blue blood burst forth.
      Azmo's face went blank.
      [Keuh-!]
      Blue blood spewed from Azmo's lips.
      In Azmo's mind flashed the word 'death', a sensation he had experienced countless times.
      But even as the word 'death' flickered before his eyes,
      His mind was filled not with anger or irritation at dying,
      but just one overwhelming thought and question.
      [What is that, exactly?]
      He wanted it.
      [The power that tore apart all the sorcery I had ever plundered—]
      He wanted it.
      [That—]
      That thing.
      [Exactly,]
      That power.
      [What is it?]
      He wanted it.
      Greed gleamed in Azmo's eyes.
      The desire to obtain, by any means, the power he had just witnessed overtook his entire being.
      I want it. I want it. I want it. I want it. I want it. I want it. I want it. I want it. I want it. I want it. I want it. I want it. I want it. I want it. I want it. I want it───────────
      However.
      "You won't get it even if you die."
      [...?]
      Kim Dojun's words followed.
      "This power isn't sorcery."
      [What...?]
      With that reply, Azmo of Greed—
      CRUNCH!
      Saw Kim Dojun crush the blue heart he'd been grasping.
      [Impossible—]
      Azmo of Greed, with the same look of despair he'd so enjoyed seeing in others, slowly began to fade.
      THUD-!
      Once Azmo's body had completely disappeared and collapsed, Kim Dojun dropped to the ground on the spot.
      "Damn, thought I was going to die."
      He muttered weakly.
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      Azmo of Greed (3)
      Kim Dojun, who had been watching the gradually vanishing Azmo of Greed, took out the spirit liquor flask from inside his cloak with trembling hands and opened its lid.
      Shiver—
      Even though his hands holding the spirit liquor flask were shaking uncontrollably, Kim Dojun did not let go.
      Then, the body of Azmo, which had begun crumbling into dust and fading away, started to flow into the inside of the spirit liquor flask.
      After holding up the flask for some time, Kim Dojun finally confirmed that the remaining body of Azmo of Greed had been completely sucked inside.
      ----
      Spirit Liquor Flask (鬼酒甁)
      Grade: ??
      Number of uses: 0 times
      Effect: You can bottle a defeated spirit in the flask and brew it into 'liquor'.
      When all of the liquors brewed from the spirit are drunk, you gain spiritual power according to the spirit's grade.
      Brewing "Fragment of Azmo of Greed" into 'liquor'.
      Time required: 91 days 23 hours 59 minutes 45 seconds.
      ----
      "As expected, it works."
      Kim Dojun, confirming that the spirit liquor flask could be used even though in the game it wasn't possible on maglignant spirits, closed the lid with a faint smile.
      Just as he was about to stand up—
      Wobble—!
      "Huh?"
      Kim Dojun felt his body sway.
      The feeling of doubt lasted only a moment.
      "Bleagh—!"
      He began spitting out dark red blood from his mouth.
      Not just a handful, but a quantity enough to kill an ordinary person on the spot.
      "Why, is this...?"
      Kim Dojun muttered to himself, struggling to steady his quivering body.
      [You've used too much spiritual power.]
      It was Johwasu by his side who answered Dojun's confused muttering.
      "What... did you say?"
      [Just as I said, Kim Dojun. Your spiritual power is certainly abundant compared to others, but even so, it was nowhere near enough to continuously maintain my assimilation. Moreover—]
      "Bleagh—!"
      [... To keep up the spiritual flow in the spiritual tool you had me assimilate, you didn't have nearly enough spiritual power left.]
      "Damn it—!"
      [Besides, you rushed at the maglignant spirit in the end and took all the sorcery attacks with your body. There was no way you could endure all the spiritual power consumed that way.]
      Kim Dojun kept coughing up blood so much that he could barely catch the rest of Johwasu's words.
      However, even while coughing up blood, Kim Dojun didn't think his decision had been wrong.
      If the battle had dragged on, he would have inevitably lost anyway, so instead, he had bought himself time to prepare against Azmo.
      Time to use enough sorcery for Azmo to feel confident and hold his ground, not even thinking to flee from Kim Dojun's attacks.
      'Still, this is worse than I expected.'
      ― Tudududuk!
      "Shit, really...!"
      Kim Dojun frowned as even a nosebleed started running.
      [... At this point, I'm curious how your body is still intact. An ordinary person would long be dead, even an S-rank sorcerer would already be unconscious with this much loss....]
      But Johwasu remarked as if observing something bizarre.
      'So the last part was the problem?'
      Upon hearing Johwasu's words, Kim Dojun frowned and thought about it, but soon shook his head.
      Despite the spiritual flow, his external wounds were serious—truly a wrecked state.
      His left leg was all but numb.
      And if he hadn't had a spiritual flow at all?
      'I'd probably have been the one to lose.'
      Thud.
      At that thought, Kim Dojun let himself collapse to the floor.
      [Well, sleeping a bit wouldn't hurt.]
      "... In movies, don't people die if they pass out like this? Shouldn't I stay awake?"
      [For an ordinary human, dying here wouldn't be strange at all. But for me, who can strangely see "life,"
      I still see the flow of life in you. You probably won't die even if you sleep now.]
      "Really? Then, well...."
      As though waiting for this, Kim Dojun slowly closed his exhausted eyes, letting his consciousness sink below the surface—
      "Don't!"
      —But he couldn't fall asleep.
      When Kim Dojun opened his eyes again, what he saw was Shin Se-yeon's face.
      Shin Se-yeon, her face contorted and tears streaming from both eyes.
      "Why are you crying."
      Though he wanted to say, tears are falling on me, it's cold, he was too weak to speak. He tried to push off the hand grasping his shoulder, but found he lacked the strength, so he gave up.
      "Don't cry...."
      He spoke regardless.
      "What do I do... what do I do...."
      Even though Kim Dojun told her not to cry, Shin Se-yeon just kept shedding tears, desperately trying to stanch his bleeding wounds.
      Seeing her like that, Kim Dojun tried to resign himself to simply closing his eyes, thinking it was impossible to explain anything to her.
      "No! Don't!"
      "!!"
      Just as he was about to close his eyes, the pain shocked him back into awareness.
      He couldn't help cursing inwardly, but when he saw her sobbing, his frustration melted into a sigh.
      "I'm sleepy, so I'll take a nap."
      Closing his eyes.
      "Don't wake me...."
      He murmured softly.
      "No... Please, don't die... If you disappear too, then I—"
      Kim Dojun could hear her crying change into a wailing sob.
      'I told you, damn it, I'm really not dying.'
      Wondering why everyone was so desperate to kill him off, Kim Dojun let his final thought drift away as his consciousness sank beneath the surface.
      Afterwards—
      "Move in!"
      The Sorcery Institute began to take control of the situation.
      ####
      As the affairs of the Muryu clan were being wrapped up—
      [Haa—! Haa—!]
      A wooded hill behind the Muryu estate.
      [Grrrrrk—!]
      There, Azmo of Greed—just moments ago thought completely obliterated by Kim Dojun—
      [Shit... Shitshitshitshitshit────!!!]
      —was cursing out loud.
      [Gahak...!]
      Azmo of Greed's condition was dire.
      His heart and belly were hollowed out, blue blood gushing out, his previously bright blue eyes and mist now dimming and fading away.
      Yet, though the light of life was going out, Azmo of Greed's gaze was still full of the desire to survive.
      'Whatever it takes, I will survive...!'
      Never before had Azmo of Greed clung so pathetically to life.
      A maglignant spirit like him, even if he perished now, would only disappear for a time and eventually descend again.
      So he never coveted survival.
      For him, death was just a process for rebirth, and even if he died, whatever he'd claimed from sorcerers through Greed would remain.
      In other words, through the flow of history, a maglignant spirit only grew stronger. Thus, Azmo of Greed had always been nonchalant about death.
      [No, no!]
      But not this time.
      'I want that—I want it!'
      'I want it, I want it, I want it, I want it, I want it, I want it, I want it, I want it, I want it, I want it—I want it, I want it, I want it—I want it────────'
      The reason Azmo of Greed survived so desperately, even with most of his body sealed in the spirit liquor flask—
      Was because of the power Kim Dojun had shown him earlier.
      The power that had shocked him.
      The power that had inspired awe.
      And finally, the power that had left him in despair.
      Azmo wanted that power.
      But if he died this time—
      'I can't get it... I'll never, ever be able to get it!!'
      Azmo of Greed knew: the existence he just encountered was an abnormal irregularity.
      There would not be such a being who could drive him to despair, inflame his Greed, in the next generation.
      'No, no! ... Never, never!!!'
      Blue drops fell from Azmo's gaze, twisted with madness.
      Just the thought of being unable to obtain Kim Dojun's power was enough to make his organs writhe and his will to live falter. The power he had witnessed was alien, wondrous, miraculous.
      [I will—survive! Whatever it takes, I will—survive...!]
      Azmo of Greed—
      Wuuuuuuung—!
      —was desperately trying to restore his body.
      Though the wounds he sustained were fatal, Azmo was a maglignant spirit, and, most importantly, the vessel that summoned him contained the life force of the Monarch of the Swarm.
      Relying on that, Azmo greedily absorbed spiritual power from the air and consumed the lives of all surrounding plants as he forcibly regenerated his body bit by bit.
      'That power—I'll have it, I will make it mine. It's mine. My power—! Mine... Without fail, it's mine... mine... mine...!'
      Recalling over and over the power Kim Dojun had shown, Azmo of Greed forced his body to 80% recovery through sheer obsession and began to smile.
      Just then, as the maglignant spirit finished healing, rose, and glared at the tumultuous aftermath of the Muryu clan with glowing blue eyes—
      "What a pitiable existence."
      Azmo of Greed heard a bizarre voice.
      A voice empty beyond human, and too rational to be called that of a maglignant spirit—an odd voice.
      [...!]
      When Azmo turned toward it, what he saw was a being even Azmo, with his long existence, had never encountered before.
      [Who are you...?]
      There stood a being born from the Abyss itself.
      No shadow one would expect from a living thing.
      Even though the bright moonlight shone all around, its dark silhouette absorbed all light, a sign it truly was of the Abyss.
      While the dark forest wasn't complete abyss, the figure stood, its face marked only by two hollows, watching Azmo.
      And then—
      "I am the Being of Possibility."
      It introduced itself.
      [... What?]
      "I am the Being of Possibility. The one being with the greatest potential to become god by possessing every possibility of this world—that is me."
      At those words, Azmo's expression twisted for a moment. But what followed was fast.
      He formed a hand seal at blinding speed.
      [Plunder!]
      He stole the being's sorcery.
      [Expropriate!]
      And then, having seized countless sorceries and a vast amount of spiritual power from the being, Azmo of Greed grinned.
      [Whoever you are, thanks—I've just saved some time thanks to you.]
      He started scattering blue magic power in all directions.
      "-Thinking that way is what makes you pitiable."
      The Being of Possibility, whose sorcery and spiritual power had seemingly been stolen, answered serenely.
      [... What?]
      To Azmo's question, the being replied as if it were the most obvious thing, shifting its position slightly.
      "O ignorant maglignant spirit, let me teach you something."
      And then, adopting a stance Azmo had already seen several times recently—
      "You can never defeat him."
      And then—
      Crack—! Fwoosh!
      [Kyahaaaaaaa!!!]
      Azmo of Greed, just as his carapace had begun to recover, felt it shatter once again, and he screamed involuntarily at the wave of excruciating pain.
      "How could a mere maglignant spirit like you,"
      The being who pierced Azmo's heart,
      "Hope to defeat the one closest to 'God'?"
      spoke as he gazed at Azmo from the dark Abyss.
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      [Uaaaaargh!]
      Azmo of Greed screamed as he stared at the abyssal hand that had pierced his own heart.
      Along with the scream, blue blood burst from his mouth.
      He gazed at the figure before him, as if unable to comprehend, while watching the blue blood gushing out.
      'Just how...!'
      Of course, even though Azmo of Greed had recovered most of his body and drained the opponent's spiritual power, his flesh had not been fully restored to its previous state.
      No matter how much of a maglignant spirit he was, and even if the body he'd taken as a vessel contained the life force of the Monarch of Emptiness, physical wounds ultimately required time to heal.
      Still, even if the body was not perfect, Azmo was a maglignant spirit.
      A maglignant spirit, a calamity said to plague this world.
      Yet the being before him was pushing him so easily toward death that Azmo could only look at him with an expression of utter disbelief.
      [Eeeeeiiik-!]
      In a desperate attempt to escape this situation, he tried to form a hand seal.
      Crunch!
      [Guaaaagh-!]
      Just as Azmo of Greed tried to make a hand seal, the being of Possibility smashed his arm, shattering it with a strike.
      Azmo of Greed screamed again, blue blood streaming as he shrieked.
      The being of Possibility, who had been watching this maglignant spirit, spoke.
      "Look at this—aren't you so very weak?"
      [You bastard!]
      Azmo roared, blue light flaring in his eyes, reminiscent of the last brilliance before death.
      But even as he watched Azmo, the being of Possibility spoke in a calm and composed voice—
      "At first, I thought sorcery was everything. That sorcery was the truth, the order, and among the possibilities I possessed, the one that could bring me closest to divinity. But—"
      "—I was wrong."
      He continued.
      "Look at what sorcery requires: how fleeting and shoddy an act it is. You need to form hand seals, move your spiritual power, employ tools, create a formation. To use sorcery, perfect concentration is necessary."
      "If you miss even one thing, the sorcery fails. For a single sorcery, you have to perfectly handle several elements. In the end, it is incomplete, nothing more. And as one who handled such an incomplete thing, I saw him."
      A white speck appeared in the black pupil of the abyssal being.
      "He guided me. He showed me, the one grappling with imperfection—"
      "—what perfection is."
      The white speck in the being of the abyss began to spiral, as if drawn by a wildly circling pen, gradually forming the overall shape of an eye.
      "To become a god, the required possibility was not something crude like sorcery, but the 'flesh'."
      The being of Possibility showed his right hand, then clenched it into a fist.
      "The body is flawless. It does not require separate focus for attack or defense, no need for hand seals, no need for formations."
      "With just that single factor, it is complete. That's why—"
      When the spiral-shaped, white eye formed on the dark contours of the being of Possibility—
      "You can never, ever defeat him, nor steal his power."
      [Uaaaaaaaaaagh!!!!]
      "He is, quite simply, the being closest to god. And—"
      Crunch—!
      —he pressed Azmo's head, crushing it with his hand.
      As Azmo finally began to collapse, turning to dust, the being of Possibility watched him.
      "To defile a being close to god with such incomplete power—that is the reason for your death."
      With those final words—
      "No one, no one can desecrate a being close to god."
      Slowly, the being of Possibility—
      "No one at all────"
      —vanished, and the mountainside was swallowed by silence.
      ####
      The ruins, once called the nation of Guatemala but now dominated completely and known as the Magic Abyss due to the appearance of "Revi of Mongsang".
      Underneath, in the depths where several phantom beast spirits soared through the air—
      "...?"
      Revi, who had closed her eyes and returned to this place after her encounter with Kim Dojun, suddenly opened her eyes and muttered.
      "What's this?"
      A puzzled expression crossed Revi's face.
      She rose from something that could only be described as a lump of meat, then soon—
      Thud—
      She lifted her left foot and tapped the ground.
      With that simple action, everything near Revi began to change.
      The ruined floor transformed into old-fashioned floorboards, and the walls where those lumps of meat were began to be covered with antique wallpaper.
      Furniture appeared, starting with a wardrobe in front of the wallpaper.
      "...."
      Finally, when a desk and chair—matching the new, unified interior—appeared before her, she confirmed that the silent ruinous basement had turned into a mysterious study radiating a strange and mystical violet hue.
      Revi sat down in the newly-created chair.
      "Hm—."
      She silently sat, falling deep into thought.
      From Revi's perspective, a strange variable had now arisen.
      However—
      "Hm?"
      Even with this variable, the reason her expression remained calm and she simply looked slightly curious was for one reason alone.
      '... Actually, this is for the better.'
      The variable was having a very positive effect.
      So Revi of Mongsang blinked her eyes a few times in wonder and continued thinking for a while, but after sitting in place for a good amount of time, she gave a short shake of her head before standing up.
      Fwooosh—!
      No sooner had Revi stood, the violet study began to vanish like a fleeting illusion.
      Sssss—!
      After the study completely disappeared and the space returned to a shabby ruin, Revi quietly nodded.
      "I suppose it's about time to see that face again."
      She murmured in a quiet voice.
      ####
      Four days had passed since the incident with the Muryu family.
      The media was busy sensationalizing what had happened at the Muryu household as "The Calamity of the Muryu Maglignant Spirit," spreading the news feverishly online.
      The Sorcery Association, whose ranks had been shaken by the last disaster and was now purging rotten branches and restructuring, had sent most of its personnel to investigate the Muryu family and was groaning under the burden.
      Kim Dojun had awakened on the second day after the incident and had been confined to a hospital bed, undergoing questioning ever since.
      "... With this, the investigation is complete."
      Kim Soyul, current director of the Korean branch of the Sorcery Association and head of the Muryu incident truth-finding investigation, looked at Kim Dojun and said.
      "Is that so?"
      "Yes, you said you 'just happened' to be passing by and got caught up in the incident, right? After that, you lost consciousness."
      "That's right."
      "... For someone who just happened to be there, it's strange how you're always involved in such major incidents by coincidence."
      "I'm curious about that too. I have no idea why I keep being tangled up in all these big incidents."
      Kim Dojun answered shamelessly.
      Kim Soyul sighed at his reply, but Kim Dojun just shrugged, feigning innocence.
      "Anyway, that's the end of the investigation."
      "So I'm free now?"
      "Correct. I have nothing more to ask."
      Kim Soyul stood up, muttering "I really hate working overtime..." as she headed to the door.
      She paused.
      Suddenly, she seemed to remember something, stopping in her tracks.
      "Um."
      "Yes?"
      "If you don't mind me asking... what is your relationship with Han Soyeon?"
      "... Han Soyeon?"
      Kim Dojun, looking puzzled, recalled Han Soyeon, whose divine descent ability had been sealed by the Association for her protection after the last incident, and answered.
      "Well, we're just friends."
      "Friends?"
      "Yes. Why do you ask?"
      Kim Dojun asked.
      But Kim Soyul made a curious face.
      "Oh, is that so...? Just friends...?"
      "Yes."
      "I see... Never mind. I'll be going now."
      With that, she left.
      Kim Dojun watched her go in confusion, then shrugged again.
      'So, the investigation is finally over.'
      He muttered to himself, lying back on the bed in comfort.
      'Well, at least I did get one thing out of this.'
      Over the past two days, Kim Dojun, questioned by Kim Soyul who was also protecting Han Soyeon, had obtained a piece of information.
      'All of the Muryu family turned into black ashes, leaving only their clothes behind...'
      Recalling that information, Kim Dojun naturally thought of a single word.
      'Prophets.'
      A mysterious group that was never mentioned in the original Sorcery Killing Technique game he'd played, but whose name he first heard when coming to Han Soyeon's rescue.
      'Who the hell are these bastards?'
      If the matter of the Prophets had come up only with Han Soyeon, Kim Dojun might not have cared much.
      After all, Sorcery Killing Technique was ultimately the story of the main character controlled by the player, so not all the settings of the world would have made it in.
      'It was one thing with Han Soyeon, but... to think even Shin Se-yeon was connected to the Prophets... Both of them, the future maglignant spirits.'
      But once he saw that Shin Se-yeon was also connected to the Prophets, Kim Dojun instinctively felt there must be something there.
      It was just too strange for the very ones destined to become maglignant spirits to be linked with the Prophets.
      'Just what are these people....'
      With that, Kim Dojun sank into thought for a moment, but soon put it aside.
      Rather than brooding on his own, it would be better to meet Shin Se-yeon, ask how the Prophets are connected, and think further after gaining more information.
      'Shin Se-yeon seemed to know something. And I should ask Dan, as well.'
      Remembering that he had previously told Dan to investigate the Prophets, Kim Dojun checked the time.
      'She should be here soon...'
      The clock ticked to exactly 4 o'clock.
      Kim Dojun recalled that Shin Se-yeon said, via smartphone earlier, she'd be coming for a hospital visit, and a faint smile formed on his lips.
      In fact, while being questioned in the hospital, Kim Dojun had prepared a scenario in his own way.
      'She said she'd tell me everything once all this was over.'
      Kim Dojun recalled the promise Shin Se-yeon had made to him at the end-of-term ceremony.
      She had promised to tell him the truth once her father was truly dead.
      'I was going to stick with not knowing anything at all, but...'
      During the investigation, as he thought it over, he naturally came up with a perfect scenario in which he'd ask Shin Se-yeon about what happened that day and weave it together with the promised truth.
      He'd spent the past two days refining and correcting it until it was near flawless.
      Kim Dojun was so confident, he wondered if he had a knack for writing stories—truly believing such nonsense—as he waited for Shin Se-yeon.
      And after a little while—
      Rattle—
      "Oh, you're here?"
      Kim Dojun brightly greeted Shin Se-yeon as she entered the hospital room.
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      Right after Shin Se-yeon came to visit him in the hospital.
      "Are you okay?"
      "I'm fine."
      She greeted Kim Dojun out of politeness and sat down in the chair next to him.
      "..."
      "..."
      A brief silence enveloped them both.
      A very short silence.
      Of course, Kim Dojun was about to break that short silence to ask Shin Se-yeon about the Prophets.
      "... My dad was a fake."
      But she started from the story that her father was a fake, that everyone in the Muryu Family had been replaced by members of the Prophets.
      And besides that, she calmly but somewhat dryly recounted to Kim Dojun all the facts she had heard at that time.
      Listening quietly, Kim Dojun learned several things from her that he couldn't find out from Kim Soyul.
      That the white-haired monster who was turned into a maglignant spirit was Shin Chun-gyun.
      And that the Muryu Family had, in reality, been wiped out by the organization called the Prophets thirteen years ago.
      And as Kim Dojun realized this—
      '... Hmm?'
      Suddenly, a hypothesis came to mind.
      'In Sorcery Killing Technique, Shin Se-yeon's story was about her killing her father, then killing everyone else in the Muryu Family, becoming Greed, and bringing disaster.'
      In fact, when he first played the game, Kim Dojun saw the short story that played before facing her and thought, this is complete trash.
      Just looking at the story shown in the game, Shin Se-yeon seemed to have slaughtered the entire Muryu Family even though she only needed to kill her father.
      Kim Dojun thought that was very strange.
      'But what if, just suppose, the original Shin Se-yeon went through exactly this?'
      If the story about the Prophets was simply never mentioned in the game but, in the original setting, all those people had already been replaced by Prophets?
      'Then it makes sense why in the game Shin Se-yeon acted that way.'
      Of course, he didn't think all his speculation was totally correct, but it was worth considering.
      'I really need to look into this properly.'
      Thinking that, he sorted out his thoughts.
      "... In the end, I was already alone in the family from then on. I was just used as a sacrifice to summon a maglignant spirit."
      "Is that so..."
      After Kim Dojun replied to Shin Se-yeon's final words, another silence started.
      But this silence didn't last long either.
      The reason was—
      "Thank you."
      Because Shin Se-yeon expressed her gratitude.
      "...?"
      "You're the one who destroyed Azmo of Greed, right?"
      "... Yeah, I guess I did."
      Kim Dojun, briefly confused by her sudden words, soon answered.
      Upon hearing his answer, she continued speaking.
      "If you hadn't destroyed Azmo of Greed... he would have brought catastrophe to the city. In the body of my father, who endured ten years of suffering just to protect his family."
      "..."
      "So, thank you. For not letting my father—my family—bear the sins."
      Her voice caught, and she lowered her head, speaking one word at a time.
      Watching her like that, Kim Dojun simply nodded without saying anything.
      Just as Shin Se-yeon said, if he hadn't stopped Azmo of Greed, his body would have become a disaster, surely causing a ton of casualties.
      After bowing her head for a while in silence, Shin Se-yeon spoke again.
      "... You're the only one I've told this story to. And, I also know—you haven't told anyone else about the Prophets either."
      "Well, that's true."
      Just as she said, Kim Dojun hadn't bothered to talk about the Prophets during his recent investigation.
      The reason?
      'They're unknown as it is, so stirring things up would just make them go deeper into hiding... Honestly, the main reason is that the Sorcery Institute is just useless.'
      Based on Kim Dojun's game experience, the Sorcery Institute was not only powerless but also generally made things worse whenever they tried to do something.
      'The only proper and competent one is Kim Soyul.'
      Knowing that, Kim Dojun hadn't bothered to inform anyone.
      To his answer, Shin Se-yeon looked him in the eyes and said,
      "... You're chasing the Prophets, aren't you?"
      "..."
      Her question.
      He thought, 'I'm not, I only just learned about their existence recently,' and hesitated, not sure how to answer.
      But seeing Kim Dojun's hesitation, Shin Se-yeon continued, her eyes resolute.
      "Let me help, too."
      "What?"
      "Let me help you chase the Prophets."
      "..."
      "I... I want revenge."
      With a determined expression, one that seemed on the verge of tears,
      "... For turning my father into a maglignant spirit,"
      But then—
      "For those bastards...!"
      She spoke with an expression of clear anger. Kim Dojun, who had been momentarily dazed, soon nodded at her.
      'Well, it's fine with me if she's willing to join.'
      From Kim Dojun's perspective, there was nothing to lose; in fact, he'd been planning to recruit Shin Se-yeon as a companion ever since the Guwon's Gatura incident.
      "... Thank you."
      Truly grateful for his agreement, Shin Se-yeon bowed her head and then looked up with a resolute face in front of Kim Dojun.
      "I will definitely find and kill all of them. And after that, I'll rebuild the Muryu Family."
      She spoke as if declaring it.
      Hearing that, Kim Dojun nodded and realized the time had come.
      'Now, is this the timing?'
      Since everything went smoothly, it was a good chance to slip in something extra.
      'If I add my perfect scenario here, it'll be even better.'
      ... Well, 'better' or not, there was really nothing to gain, but deep down—or honestly, truly—Kim Dojun thought the story he came up with was really good.
      'Should I bring it up?'
      He began to tell his scenario—
      "... Now that it feels like it's time to keep my promise, I should finally tell you the truth about how I helped you—"
      "That's enough."
      "?"
      —but he couldn't.
      He looked at her, surprised by her interruption.
      "I already have a good idea."
      Seeing his expression, Shin Se-yeon nodded with a small smile, as if she already knew everything.
      "Huh? Wait, what does that mean?"
      Kim Dojun hurriedly asked, but Shin Se-yeon stood up from her seat, not answering.
      "No, wait, listen to my story—"
      "Really, it's fine."
      "No, you have to listen to this story—"
      "There's no need. I'm already starting to guess."
      Looking at her as if thinking, 'How can you just assume when I haven't told you anything...?' Kim Dojun watched her with a baffled face.
      But, ignoring his look, she smiled serenely and paused.
      "And also."
      She gently scratched the bridge of her nose.
      "No matter what you say now—"
      Her cheeks flushed slightly.
      "I don't think my feelings will change."
      She mumbled in a voice barely audible to anyone but herself.
      "I! I'll see you again!"
      Blushing even more than before, as if running away, she hurried out of the hospital room.
      And then—
      "Shit..."
      Kim Dojun, left alone in the hospital room,
      "My awesome story... let someone hear it..."
      He muttered with a despondent expression.
      And after that, three days later, he was finally discharged from the hospital.
      ####
      Go Ryuwon evaluated Kim Dojun like this.
      Totally crazy bastard.
      Sincerely, go Ryuwon thought Kim Dojun was insane.
      Seriously, who tutors someone by putting a bomb collar or a drowning collar around their neck?
      Because of that, even though he'd never cared about studying before, he started reading books diligently.
      'At this rate, I'll die from stress and trauma before I ever finish studying!'
      Worried by this strong feeling, he pondered hard.
      How could he break free from Kim Dojun?
      Thanks to the recent incident with Kim Dojun, he'd lived comfortably for about a week without any tutoring, but yesterday he received the message: 'Private lessons resume tomorrow.'
      Kim Dojun's absence lasted just a week, and that week was much like the care-free days he'd enjoyed all his life.
      For real, go Ryuwon realized again just how much of a paradise such a boring, uneventful day could be.
      Because of that, he racked his brains, struggling to come up with a solution.
      But no matter how much he thought about it, he couldn't find a good method.
      Every attempt he'd made had failed, always resulting in him getting dragged home after a thorough beating.
      In short, it meant it was impossible to shake off Kim Dojun by any conventional method.
      That's why, when he saw the bomb collar and remote that Kim Dojun had left lying around, go Ryuwon started to formulate a plan.
      Today.
      Click—!
      "?"
      "There! It worked!!!"
      Go Ryuwon put the bomb collar on Kim Dojun.
      Kim Dojun looked puzzled, noticing something hanging around his neck as soon as the lesson began, while Go Ryuwon looked ecstatic, staring at the collar fastened around Kim Dojun's neck.
      "What are you doing?"
      Kim Dojun asked, looking at Go Ryuwon.
      "What do you think I'm doing? It's a wonderful device to blow your head off soon~"
      Go Ryuwon put on the same cocky expression and attitude as when they first met, grabbed the remote, and immediately pressed it.
      Beep—!
      As he pressed the button, the collar on Kim Dojun's neck started beeping and the timer began.
      "How's that? Are you coming to your senses now?"
      Go Ryuwon teased Kim Dojun, as if goading him.
      "Ha ha..."
      Kim Dojun, looking at him silently, let out a helpless laugh, as if he just now grasped the situation.
      "Stop pretending to be calm, you bastard! You're going to die, you know?"
      Seeing Kim Dojun's laugh as an act of forced composure, go Ryuwon continued,
      "How does it feel to have a bomb collar? Don't you want to live? Hm?"
      He kept taunting, as if the real fun was starting now.
      "Ha~ fuck, I didn't think it would be so easy. This bastard thought I'd gone soft, walked right into it, and let me put it on."
      "..."
      "Awesome~"
      "So, you going to blow it up?"
      Kim Dojun asked.
      Of course, go Ryuwon didn't actually intend to kill Kim Dojun.
      No matter how messed up he was, he didn't want to really blow up a person's head, and even if the urge did come up, he knew the aftermath would be a giant pain.
      He just intended to repay all the torment he'd suffered so far, and on top of that, force Kim Dojun to sign an agreement ending their tutoring.
      'Of course, I'll enjoy teasing him a lot first.'
      "Why, scared of dying?"
      Go Ryuwon shot back.
      Kim Dojun watched him calmly and replied.
      "Of course, I'm scared."
      "Idiot."
      "I'm scared you'll die."
      "...?"
      Go Ryuwon looked puzzled, clearly unable to understand his words, so Kim Dojun continued.
      "Listen carefully, go Ryuwon. There's still a way out. 'Me, wearing the bomb collar,' am willing to forgive you."
      "What the hell are you saying, you idiot? Did the situation short-circuit your brain?"
      "... This is your last chance."
      "Don't make me laugh!"
      He seemed startled for a moment, but soon jeered loudly.
      Kim Dojun just stared at him.
      "Guess I have no choice—."
      He muttered, then lifted his hands to the bomb collar.
      Rip—!
      "?"
      He so easily tore off the bomb collar that it was almost anticlimactic.
      "???"
      Go Ryuwon stared blankly at the now ragged bomb collar, but Kim Dojun simply tossed it away.
      "..."
      "It's a shame. 'Me with the bomb collar on' could have forgiven you."
      Hearing this, go Ryuwon immediately sensed his fate.
      "... Please spare me."
      In the end, he begged in a pitiful voice.
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      Jowhasu likes humans.
      The reason is that, unlike himself, who has lived through a stretch of time so meaningless it can't be counted by numbers, humans burn their lives brilliantly, even though their existence is as fleeting as a moment.
      To Jowhasu, this was like watching cherry blossoms that bloom briefly and then fall gently, which is why he enjoyed observing humans.
      The particular reason Jowhasu liked young humans best was because he saw them as cherry blossoms in full bloom.
      Because he liked humans so much, jowhasu knew them well. Among the human traits he knew best, perhaps the most prominent was: "Humans die surprisingly easily."
      But lately, jowhasu had begun to entertain doubts about whether this belief was truly correct.
      This was because Kim Dojun—the human he'd recently contracted with—had survived injuries that would have killed any regular person or even a sorcerer, and after about a week of rest was discharged from the hospital as if nothing had happened.
      And then—
      "Aaaargh!"
      "Going back to step one with etiquette training isn't easy, is it?"
      Currently, for over two hours, goruwon had been dangling like a sandbag from one side of the mansion's pool—pulled in and out of the water, only to get pounded senseless, over and over.
      "Please spare me! Please! I was wrong, teacher! Te—gack—!"
      Bubble bubble bubble—
      Each time Kim Dojun let go of the rope, goruwon would dive into the pool, frantically blowing bubbles—the sight invariably making Jowhasu doubt his belief once more.
      'Could it be that humans don't actually die that easily?'
      That was the question.
      "Pwah—! Hah! Sa...save me!"
      Splash!
      Bubble bubble bubble—
      Seeing Kim Dojun hoist up Goruwon with the rope again and force him into another dive, jowhasu wore a dazed expression.
      Of course, Kim Dojun didn't care about Jowhasu's exhausted gaze. He simply pulled Goruwon up with the rope, and as Goruwon begged for his life, Kim Dojun pressed his index finger to his lips.
      "...."
      Instantly, goruwon fell silent.
      Seeing this, Kim Dojun sported a satisfied look and spoke up.
      "There's a saying in this world: Water knows the answer... You've heard that one, right?"
      "Yes! I know it! I'm sorry, I swear I've committed a mortal sin!"
      Goruwon had never heard such a saying and doubted it even existed, but he nodded eagerly for the sake of his own survival.
      Kim Dojun, staring intently at him, continued.
      "So, you're finally feeling some remorse, I see."
      "Yes! Yes! Absolutely, I'll never, ever act out again...! Please, just this once...!"
      Tears streaming down Goruwon's face.
      Kim Dojun, nodding at the display, replied.
      "Alright, if you're that remorseful, I suppose I can let it slide."
      "Thank you! Thank you so much...!"
      Dangling upside down, goruwon chanted his thanks repeatedly.
      Kim Dojun, as if pleased with Goruwon's attitude, nodded approvingly.
      "Good, now it seems you've finally learned proper manners. I'm very pleased."
      "Yes, yes!"
      "Then we'll stop with the underwater part."
      "Thank you! Thank you! Thank you... sniff..."
      So grateful for Kim Dojun's words, goruwon shed tears even as he dangled there.
      "Alright, glad you understand. You'll listen well now, right?"
      "Yes! I'll listen really well! I swear! I won't ever talk back!"
      As if sensing he'd never have a better chance at survival, goruwon responded as loudly as he could.
      "... Hmm!"
      Looking very satisfied, Kim Dojun promptly tied the rope he was holding to the ground.
      Then—
      Clatter—
      "?"
      —he reappeared holding a baseball bat.
      It was the same beat-up bat he'd used previously to pummel Goruwon.
      "Teacher... what's that for?"
      Goruwon's face hardened with a sense of impending doom.
      But Kim Dojun just smiled, raising the bat.
      "You seem to have reflected a bit, so we'll stop with the water. Instead—"
      Before Goruwon could even say anything—
      "Since we're at it, let's make sure those lessons in etiquette towards your teacher really stick this time."
      BAAAANG!
      Kim Dojun started beating Goruwon mercilessly with the bat.
      "Aaaaargh!"
      For about two more hours, goruwon's screams echoed throughout the mansion.
      "You're back."
      "...."
      When the security staff—who had finished their patrol—returned to the mansion, they found Goruwon literally beaten to a pulp.
      Hearing whispers among the security staff, "Is he dead?"
      Kim Dojun spoke up.
      "He's not dead."
      "...."
      "Not yet."
      He avoided the security staff's gaze as he murmured,
      "Anyway, I hit him a bit, but he'll live as long as he gets treated."
      And so he said.
      "Yes... I think he'll survive. If we just give him oxygen and some food, he should perk up," the team leader thought, but he refrained from saying it out loud as he rushed over to Goruwon.
      "Maybe I went a bit far with discipline."
      [Was that discipline?]
      As Jowhasu remarked after hearing Kim Dojun muttering to himself.
      "It's discipline."
      [It looked like violence to me.]
      "It's discipline."
      [... Which part, exactly?]
      "I can't really explain it in words. If you experience it, you'll understand. Wanna give it a try?"
      At Kim Dojun's next comment—
      [Is that so, discipline...]
      "Yeah. It's discipline."
      [If you say so...]
      Jowhasu had no choice but to nod.
      ####
      ----
      Ghost Spirit Jar (鬼酒甁)
      Grade: ??
      Uses: 0
      Effect: You can capture defeated spirits inside the jar and brew them into 'liquor'. By drinking all of a spirit's brewed liquor, you gain spiritual power according to the spirit's grade.
      Currently brewing 'Fragment of Azmo of Greed' into 'liquor'.
      Time left: 83 days, 21 hours, 59 minutes, 45 seconds.
      ----
      "Sure is taking a while."
      Having just beaten etiquette into Goruwon after leaving the hospital, Kim Dojun, only a day past a week since discharge, was checking his dorm room for the Ghost Spirit Jar.
      'The first time I saw the 90-day timer, I was so broken physically I couldn't even worry about it.'
      Now, having recovered fully, he found that the 90 days had ticked down to the 80s—a marginal reduction, but the brew time still felt long. He was momentarily disappointed.
      'Still, if it takes 90 days to brew, the spiritual power must be incredible.'
      With a sly smile, Kim Dojun put the Ghost Spirit Jar away.
      'The fruit of patience will be sweet.'
      After all, since obtaining Jowhasu, Kim Dojun needed a lot of spiritual power.
      The reason Jowhasu contracted with him in the first place was that his plan required synchronization.
      'Even after I gather all the fragments I'm searching for...'
      In short, the fusion with Jowhasu had to be used continuously, and for that a massive amount of spiritual power was required, so Kim Dojun felt fairly content with the situation.
      Even if it took 80 days, at least after that he'd be able to drink the liquor brewed from the Fragment of Azmo of Greed.
      'Well, if I consider the spiritual power consumption, I'll probably still be lacking even then. But I do know how to increase the usage count of the Ghost Spirit Jar.'
      With that thought, Kim Dojun now took out the Fragment of the Powerless One.
      ----
      Fragment of the Powerless One
      Grade: ??
      Effect: Fragment of the Powerless One. Originally split into three parts.
      ----
      ----
      Fragment of the Powerless One (Enhanced)
      Grade: ??
      Effect: Fragment of the Powerless One. Originally split into three parts.
      Extra Info: The Dreamwalker's Revi has infused it with her own spiritual power. It is useless as is, but if all three fragments are collected, the infused power will allow the use of 'Dream Mirage'.
      ----
      As soon as Kim Dojun took out the fragment, a notification popped up in front of his eyes.
      'If I hadn't kept these two together, I'd have been screwed.'
      If not for these two fragments, it would have been impossible to deal real damage to Azmo, so he was relieved. Then, with a strange expression, he stared at one of the fragments.
      It was the fragment that Dreamwalker's Revi had given him.
      'Well, since I forcibly fused incomplete fragments using synchronization, I couldn't use the special ability called Dream Mirage. But I'll manage once I complete them.'
      Finishing his thought, Kim Dojun put the fragment away.
      Either way, he planned to gather the last fragment before the end of the current semester.
      'That about wraps up the pressing concerns...'
      With that, Kim Dojun finished reviewing everything and let out a wide grin.
      'Still, I've already dealt with two maglignant spirits.'
      Originally, capturing two maglignant spirits would have taken two years, so even with a time skip he expected this to eat up a sizable chunk of time.
      In the game, it wasn't until the third year that you could catch the third maglignant spirit.
      But now?
      'Damn~ At this rate, I might really finish all of them in three years and get out.'
      Only about half a year had passed, but having already taken down two maglignant spirits, Kim Dojun was feeling a bit overconfident.
      'I'll have to put Goruwon through even more rigorous training. Push the others forward as much as possible, too.'
      If Goruwon heard this, he'd pass out from panic, but Kim Dojun mused on this with a straight face.
      '... I should look into the Prophet too... Which means the next person I need to meet is Dan. More specifically, the information broker Dan is connected to.'
      Ever since he got the impression that the Prophet might be linked to the maglignant spirits, he'd asked Yagrat about the mysterious group, but as expected, got nothing in return.
      So, aside from the information broker working with Dan, there was no other source of relevant information. Thus, he decided to go looking for Dan.
      "... Huh?"
      As Kim Dojun reached that point in his thoughts, he suddenly remembered that Dan was managing the fox spirit group at the divine temple.
      'Come to think of it, this guy hasn't contacted me recently, has he?'
      Of course, Kim Dojun himself had made Dan the boss of the fox spirit group and didn't particularly care about the lack of contact.
      He'd only given Dan the boss role to squeeze some free labor and money out of him.
      'Wouldn't the Twisted Evil group just leave them alone?'
      But because the Twisted Evil group existed, he was initially prepared to lend Dan a few helping hands.
      Once the fox spirit group started growing, Twisted Evil was never going to just sit idly by.
      Since Twisted Evil, whose motto was revenge, would never allow the fox spirit group to thrive, Kim Dojun, with a strange expression, mused on the situation.
      '... No way, did that guy die?'
      Without realizing, this thought popped up, but he quickly shook his head.
      No matter how much of a social outcast Dan was, when it came to his own life he'd become desperate.
      In other words, if Dan were really in a life-or-death situation, he would certainly run for it.
      And even if he didn't, if things followed the story flow Kim Dojun knew, Dan definitely wouldn't die here, so Kim Dojun fell silent for a moment.
      '... Still, I'd better check it out just in case.'
      He began to prepare to head to the divine temple.
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      Still Alive? (3)
      The Muryu family was currently under lockdown by the Sorcery Association.
      The reason, of course, was the appearance of a maglignant spirit.
      Although Kim Dojun had swiftly taken care of the maglignant spirit, the public only knew that Azmo of Greed had appeared at the Muryu family and then disappeared, so the association had sealed off the family for investigation.
      "Hmm."
      Thus, the Muryu family was surrounded by a sealing formation that only authorized personnel could enter or leave, due to the Level 1 lockdown order.
      Currently, in that place—
      "...."
      A man with bandages wrapped around him stood in the Muryu family's basement where the incident had taken place.
      This man, who had casually bypassed the sealing formation that was widely known to be impenetrable even to S-rank sorcerers unless they performed counter-sorcery, was now observing the scene left exactly as it had been at the time of the incident for evidence preservation.
      Although his whole body and even his eyes were covered, the man looked around as if he could see everything. Soon, he picked up the knot he was holding in his right hand.
      Creaaak—
      He pulled out a small gourd bottle from inside his clothes.
      Without any other distinctive features, the bottle just bore the inscription 息 ("Rest") in the center. The man who took it out softly murmured,
      "Residual."
      And with that—
      Woooong-!
      The air, which had been filled only with clothes and blackened scorch marks until just a moment ago, slowly began to stir, and blue spiritual power started rising from the ground.
      Ssss—!
      Even the small amount of blue spiritual power that leaked out was sucked cleanly into the bottle.
      Pop-!
      When all the spiritual power was collected inside, the bottle immediately snapped shut.
      "It doesn't really matter, but that's a bit less than expected."
      Muttering to himself as he examined it, the man looked at an offering he had received from the person responsible for the case, now resting in his hand.
      The black pearl containing the life force of the Monarch of Violence, whom he had slain.
      As he gazed at it, the man thought aloud,
      "So it remained. Seems he couldn't fully digest it all."
      Soon, he tucked away the gourd bottle and the black pearl, tying up the knot he had undone.
      Thunk-!
      Then, striking the floor with his staff, the man finally finished surveying the crime scene of the Muryu family with an impassive expression.
      "... Now that I've finished, I suppose it's time to take care of the next job."
      With those quiet words, he disappeared from the spot.
      ####
      All members of the Korean branch of the Sorcery Association had been so busy the past few days they barely had time to breathe.
      Already busy cleaning up the mess caused by the association's president and vice-president, the situation at the Muryu family had erupted on top of that.
      Thanks to this, virtually everyone in the Sorcery Association, save for the bare minimum, was out in the field every day.
      For this reason, they were unaware—
      —unaware that there were intruders currently in the dormitory they managed.
      There were three intruders in total.
      One was a man with a sharp look, striding around the association as if it were his own home.
      Another, a woman following behind him, wore an expression of utter boredom, as if uninterested in the situation at all.
      The last was a man walking ahead of the two, leading the way.
      These three belonged to "Blue Eye"—the organization where Barkey of Pride operated in secret—and at the same time...
      "Man, this is such a pain in the ass. Sending executive-level people like us in the Korean branch just to kill a single student? Isn't this serious overkill?"
      "Stop complaining, gwikwang. A task assigned is a task that should be done, no? ... Though, I do find it odd they're sending us just to kill a mere student."
      "Don't question it. Orders from above are to be followed. Besides, you both know, right? This kid alone has killed over thirty of our members."
      They were executive-level sorcerers of Blue Eye.
      Each of them was a wanted criminal with an emergency warrant out from the association for multiple serious crimes, including mass civilian murder.
      "We know, but— I mean, does someone called Gwikwang (Mad Ghost) really need to be handling this? If this was some nice civilian massacre in the middle of the city, that'd be one thing."
      "Agreed. I don't feel like infiltrating with the name Yogwi (Wailing Ghost) just to kill a student either."
      The woman called Yogwi nodded in agreement with Gwikwang's grumbling.
      "I'd rather do something like last time. Remember, the slaughter in Western?"
      "You mean those knights? Yeah, they were unusual for a sorcery family. I remember."
      "Yeah, them! That was actually fun. They were all about chivalry at first, but ended up sobbing, 'Not my son~ not my son~~' as they died. Hilarious."
      "True, that famous sorcery family turned out to be so weak in the end, it was a letdown. What about you, dokjeon? You enjoyed it too, right?"
      She asked Dokjeon, who was leading the way, answering Gwikwang's comment.
      "I just did my job. Anyway, we're here."
      But Dokjeon just said that and stood in front of a door.
      "Oh, this is it?"
      "Everyone be on alert. The target has killed over thirty sorcerers. There were even professionals in the assassination squad among the victims; this won't be easy."
      "Let's get this over with. Gwikwang, don't start whining she's pretty again. We'll just take longer."
      "Jeez~ What's the big deal? Didn't intelligence say it'll be empty for another two hours anyway?"
      "... You."
      "Fine, fine~ ... But wait, isn't this target supposed to be powerless now? Isn't it irrelevant?"
      Gwikwang asked.
      "That's correct. However, as the seal is lifted, her powers are gradually returning. By now, she might have recovered some strength."
      As Dokjeon explained, gwikwang nodded in understanding and opened the door.
      Inside, a single girl was—
      No. 
      "... You've arrived?"
      Han Soyeon was there.
      As if she'd been waiting for them, she sat comfortably.
      "Oh, she's quite the beauty."
      "Cut it out, we're just here to kill her and leave."
      "Fine, fine~ In that case, maybe I'll just have a little fun with the body after crushing her heart—"
      Gwikwang spoke to Han Soyeon, eyeing her.
      Though ordinary people would have frowned deeply at those words, Han Soyeon just smiled serenely.
      "Same emblem as last time, I see?"
      She glanced at the blue cloud emblem on their clothes and commented.
      "That's right, same as before. Why do you think we're here?"
      Gwikwang, as if amused by her question, approached her, sitting to match her eye level, and continued,
      "We're here for revenge. To kill you."
      Smiling as if already enjoying it, he brought his face closer and closer to hers.
      "And, we're not just going to kill you. Honestly, it's annoying we had to handle this personally because of you."
      He smirked.
      "Still, be grateful—we've got one more to take care of besides you, so we won't play with you alive. Just have some fun with your corpse."
      Wearing a wide grin, gwikwang expected to see her face twisted in fear—
      But.
      "...?"
      Han Soyeon's expression didn't change at all. She just kept smiling, leaving Gwikwang confused.
      "There are three of you."
      "What?"
      "Three people. Here, right now."
      As if she hadn't even listened to his threats, Han Soyeon gave a completely different answer, causing Gwikwang to lose his words for a moment.
      "I have a question."
      Han Soyeon continued.
      "Dojun told me not to kill people."
      She began speaking.
      "But, I thought about it a bit."
      "He said not to kill people... but if I let those after Dojun go, I don't think I could handle it."
      "So, the thing is—"
      Soon, gwikwang saw.
      The gentle smile at the corner of Han Soyeon's mouth.
      "Is it okay to kill about three people?"
      She said.
      "... Turns out you're crazier than I thought, huh?"
      At that, gwikwang involuntarily frowned and turned around with a dumbfounded look.
      He saw.
      "Guh—ack—"
      "Keuk—keuk—!"
      "!!!"
      The two executives who had entered with him were already being impaled all over by something like tentacles that appeared from nowhere, blood splattering everywhere.
      "B-but, her powers weren't supposed to have returned—!"
      Then, as Gwikwang instinctively muttered and tried to move—
      "Yeah, looks like killing about three is fine."
      "Urk—!"
      Gwikwang realized.
      The horrifying truth that, the moment they had entered this room, their deaths had been guaranteed.
      Crunch—crunch—crackle!
      The two bodies behind him disappeared into thin air with a grotesque gnawing sound.
      "Oh, and you can't have my corpse."
      Gwikwang heard—
      "Because, I belong to Dojun."
      —the quietly smiling, monstrous voice.
      ####
      Before heading to the ManSInJeon (Temple of Myriad Gods), Kim Dojun entered the Inhuman Demon Grounds to gather information, and there discovered some rather shocking news.
      Namely, that the fox spirits had been attacked by the monstrous entity.
      Upon confirming this, Kim Dojun didn't bother reading the rest of the post and immediately headed into the ManSInJeon and sought out Dan.
      There he found that the fox spirit group, which he'd heard had been attacked, had actually built a rather decent new hideout, leaving him bewildered.
      Going further inside, he was able to meet Dan.
      Dan, who was alive and well.
      "... You really are still alive, huh?"
      Seeing Kim Dojun express his surprise, Dan stared blankly for a moment.
      "I nearly died, you son of a bitch!"
      Unable to contain her composure, she shouted unconsciously.
      About ten minutes later—
      "Have you regained your composure?"
      "... Yeah."
      Seeing Dan, now calm again with her baseball bat, Kim Dojun looked very satisfied.
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      Still Alive? (4)
      It had been about two weeks since Dan became the boss of the Yokai Fox group.
      During that time, Kim Dojun, who hadn't visited the All-God Shrine, was able to hear from Dan about what had happened in those two weeks.
      After listening to Dan's story for a while, Kim Dojun spoke with a surprised expression.
      "... So, what you're saying is that Twisted Evil came attacking, bringing all his subordinates with him?"
      "That's right."
      "... Really?"
      Kim Dojun looked at Dan with a somewhat suspicious expression after hearing his words.
      "What's with that look?"
      When Dan, confused by Dojun's behavior, asked him, Dojun hesitated briefly before speaking.
      "By any chance, didn't you experience anything like a life-threatening crisis?"
      "Luckily, I didn't."
      "As expected."
      "?"
      "So that's why you're in this state..."
      "... Why do you sound like you're almost wishing I'd died?"
      Dan wanted to curse him out, calling him "you son of a bitch," but with the bat lying diagonally next to Kim Dojun, Dan could only mumble with a disgruntled expression without realizing it himself.
      "... Well, you know."
      "?"
      "If Twisted Evil attacked when I wasn't here, I expected you would 100% be beyond saving, experiencing a life-or-death crisis."
      "... So you mean you thought I was going to die?"
      "That's exactly what I thought."
      "Then even though you knew the odds of me dying were extremely high, you made me the boss and left me here?"
      "That's right?"
      "You bastard?"
      Even though the bat was right there, Dan couldn't help but curse by reflex.
      "What? Bastard?"
      As Kim Dojun picked up the bat again, Dan immediately started clearing his throat, pretending to compose himself.
      "Hm-hm, that was a slip. I just recalled the scary moment with Twisted Evil and it got to me...."
      "Just tell me the details."
      Kim Dojun looked at Dan with a skeptical gaze, but he merely shrugged and spoke up.
      Soon, Dan began to carefully recount the story of what happened that day to Kim Dojun.
      "... So, in short, you almost lost to Twisted Evil, but suddenly the Twisted Evil Slayers came to help you—is that right?"
      "That's right."
      "And those people who killed Twisted Evil's gang are now part of the Yokai Fox group?"
      "That's true as well."
      Recalling the notes about the Twisted Evil Slayers he'd seen in the Inhuman Hellscape, Kim Dojun continued.
      "Why did they suddenly join the Yokai Fox group?"
      "... Honestly, I don't really know why they joined us."
      "That's not because your goals align or anything?"
      Dan tilted his head at Dojun's speculation, then shook it.
      "I don't think that's it. They could hunt down Twisted Evil without joining us at all."
      "Maybe it's because you've built up a good image."
      In fact, though Dan was just one of the heirs of the Ryu-oh family and a sorcerer keeping a low profile at the Sorcery Institute, here at the All-God Shrine he was now considered a formidable sorcerer—maybe even special rank—leading Scorpion Twisted Evil as a subordinate, prompting Dojun's guess.
      "Hearing you put it that way, I suppose it could be."
      "What did they say to you?"
      At Dojun's question, Dan hesitated for a moment before speaking.
      "... They said they felt an abyss from me—something unimaginably deep, and that it was beyond their reach."
      "That punk must have some social skills."
      Dojun chuckled unconsciously, but Dan continued in a serious tone.
      "If it were just some random guy, I could dismiss it, but to be honest, it worries me a little."
      "Why?"
      "... Before joining the Yokai Fox group, that guy was the leader of the Twisted Evil Slayers and an S-rank sorcerer. He's even known by the alias 'Jinbon (珍本)'."
      "Then maybe he was just being social?"
      "... Jinbon's sorcery is sorcery about 'essence'—"
      "Either way, isn't that a huge win for you?"
      "No—"
      "You know it is, right?"
      Dan wanted to shout, "Stop cutting me off, you bastard!" but held his tongue and kept talking.
      "For now, it's actually beneficial. With the Twisted Evil Slayers joining, the Yokai Fox group is growing even stronger. But—"
      "But?"
      "If they have ulterior motives, it won't be so easy."
      "Ulterior motives?"
      Dojun asked, and Dan nodded.
      "For example, after taking down Twisted Evil, what if they're planning to quietly kill me and take over the Yokai Fox group?"
      "Hmmm, true."
      Nodding as if it was a reasonable concern, Kim Dojun replied.
      "Well, there's nothing you can do about it."
      "...?"
      "Guess the backlash is finally coming after you milked it for all it was worth?"
      "???"
      "There's no such thing as power without a price."
      Kim Dojun, intent on extracting all the benefits from Dan's well-raised Yokai Fox group without lifting a finger.
      Dan suppressed another surge of harsh curses with difficulty.
      "Well, isn't this something the boss should handle anyway?"
      "You bastard!"
      Finally unable to hold back, Dan spat out the curse.
      "Bastard?"
      "No—"
      "Ha, you suddenly reset your trust just because you became the boss."
      "W-wait—!"
      Dan wanted to add, "You made me do this, you asshole!" but was startled when Kim Dojun immediately lifted the bat.
      Ten minutes later.
      "So, after Twisted Evil's bunch got totally wrecked, why haven't they come back for revenge?"
      Rubbing his head as if he'd grown three lumps, Dan answered Dojun's question with an aggrieved tone.
      "... I don't know that either. At first I thought maybe the Twisted Evil Slayers joining was enough, but it still seems strange that they haven't tried to come for revenge."
      "Hmmm."
      Kim Dojun mulled over Dan's words.
      But soon after—
      "So basically, nothing's happening now, right?"
      "... That's true."
      "Then, I'm off."
      "... Huh?"
      "Why that look all of a sudden?"
      "You're leaving? Now?"
      "What else do you expect me to do here?"
      "No, won't you do something about what's going on...?"
      "I already gave you a ring for protection, for staying alive, right?"
      "No—"
      As Dan whined, Kim Dojun recalled giving him a defensive ring that could block anything other than sorcery from malignant spirits, and was about to turn to leave when he suddenly remembered something.
      "Oh, by the way—did you look into that information I asked you about?"
      Dan paused briefly, then sighed, as if resigned.
      "... If you mean what you asked me to look into, was it information about the Prophesied?"
      "That's right."
      At Kim Dojun's answer, Dan nodded.
      "I did check, but even the information agencies didn't seem to know much about the Prophesied. Are you sure that's the right name?"
      "I'm sure."
      "... If that's true, it's certainly rare. There are info agencies that can find out about groups created just a few hours ago, but there's an organization even they don't know the name of."
      "So, you don't know after all?"
      "That's right."
      "Well, then—I'm off."
      "You're really just going to leave like this?"
      "Don't worry. I'll handle what you mentioned."
      Waving his hand, Kim Dojun left as soon as he heard Dan's reply.
      Of course, Kim Dojun had no intention of actually taking any action.
      In short, he was just making excuses.
      Of course, it would be a big problem for Kim Dojun if Dan died.
      Dan absolutely could not die here.
      However—
      'Anyway, if I think about his "setting," he's not going to die right now.'
      Recalling Dan's established "settings,"
      Kim Dojun was convinced that even if Dan was put in a lethal situation, he wouldn't die, and left it at that.
      '... Now that I've confirmed Dan's safe, maybe I should try meeting Han Soyeon next.'
      With that thought, Kim Dojun left the All-God Shrine, stopped by a convenience store near dusk to buy dinner, and then headed to the Sorcerers' Association.
      "?"
      The moment he entered, Kim Dojun looked puzzled at the completely empty front desk.
      'Must be insanely busy.'
      Seeing the "Away on Business" signs set up at every reception post, he shrugged and moved along.
      As he was about to knock on the door of Han Soyeon's dorm room in the association—
      Clack—!
      "You're here?"
      "?"
      Before he could knock, Han Soyeon opened the door, making Dojun ask in surprise,
      "You knew I was coming?"
      "I heard your footsteps."
      "...."
      Can you really distinguish people just by footsteps? Dojun wondered but just shrugged.
      "I brought dinner. Let's eat together."
      He said.
      ####
      It was the first time meeting Han Soyeon since the incident, and Kim Dojun wrapped up dinner with convenience store lunch boxes, making light conversation with her while she smiled brightly.
      "Do you remember the ones who attacked you last time?"
      He soon got to the point.
      "The ones who attacked me last time? ... Do you mean the Sorcery Killing Technique users?"
      "Yeah. Did you already know them? Or have you met them before?"
      Han Soyeon hesitated a moment, then shook her head.
      "No. Maybe the association head or vice head would know, but not me."
      "I see... And by chance, have you heard of a group called the Prophesied?"
      Once again, soyeon shook her head with a subdued expression.
      "I'm sorry... I don't know."
      "That's all right. No need to look so down, I was just asking."
      Kim Dojun thought to himself.
      'Was my guess wrong?'
      He couldn't confirm anything with just what happened with Shin Se-yeon, and likewise, just because Han Soyeon and Dan didn't know about the Prophesied, he couldn't be sure the Prophesied and malignant spirits were entirely unconnected.
      If he considered Shin Se-yeon's story, the Prophesied seemed to hide their identity to the very end.
      'Finding info like this might not work.'
      So, deciding on another method, Kim Dojun concluded he'd just chat with her for today.
      '... Now that I think of it, I should get back the necklace I gave Shin Se-yeon and give it to Han Soyeon.'
      He thought of giving Han Soyeon the necklace he'd left with Shin Se-yeon—originally to protect her if she got possessed by a malignant spirit—since Shin Se-yeon no longer needed it, and Han Soyeon's divine descent ability would be very useful as an ally.
      'I'll still have to think about how to help her train her divine descent.'
      With that, while continuing their conversation, Kim Dojun suddenly remembered something.
      "Oh, by the way—is your power back? I heard last time it would take a month or two to recover gradually?"
      "Ah..."
      "Why? Still not back?"
      "No, actually, most of it has returned. But maybe because I haven't been active in a while... I keep making mistakes."
      "Mistakes?"
      "Yes. I should be able to control it, but..."
      Seeing Han Soyeon look a bit impatient, Kim Dojun said,
      "It's only natural to make mistakes, right?"
      "Yes?"
      "It hasn't been that long since you got your powers back. And everyone makes mistakes now and then. It's nothing to be concerned about."
      "... Really?"
      "...?"
      "Really, no one minds?"
      Han Soyeon asked in a suddenly serious tone.
      Kim Dojun tilted his head but nodded.
      "Of course not. Who scolds someone for a couple of mistakes?"
      No matter how talented you are, you can still make mistakes—he didn't add that, just nodding.
      After some more conversation, as Kim Dojun said goodbye and left, Han Soyeon muttered,
      "Mistakes, mistakes..."
      She smiled brightly—
      "... Mistakes are, forgiven?"
      Looking at Gwigwang, who was bound by tentacles and staring at her with fearful eyes—a sight that had until now been hidden.
      At that moment,
      Back at his own dorm room, Kim Dojun—
      "Hello?"
      "!?"
      —ran into Mongsang's Leubi, who was sitting perched on his desk.
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      What the... ? (1)
      "I'm not here to fight this time."
      Kim Dojun, who had instinctively clenched his fist at the sudden appearance of Revi of Reverie in the dormitory, eyed her suspiciously as she raised both hands as if immediately surrendering and then spoke.
      "Why have you shown up this time?"
      Kim Dojun's question.
      Revi of Reverie slid down from the desk she had been sitting on and, this time, took a seat in the chair as she replied.
      "... Judging by your reaction, it's not time yet—"
      "What?"
      "No, just talking to myself over here."
      "If you're going to talk to yourself, why not keep it in your head instead of blurting it out?"
      At Kim Dojun's sarcastic remark, Revi briefly wore a slightly pouty expression, but soon sighed as if conceding and shook her head, then spoke.
      "The reason I came is because I have something to say. Three things, to be exact."
      "..."
      Kim Dojun, not replying, just gave her a slight nudge with his chin as if to say, 'Go on, let's hear it.' Revi continued.
      "But my business is so short that I could save it for last anyway. Why not ask your questions first? Isn't there anything you're curious about?"
      "-Curious?"
      "Yeah. This time I'll answer."
      At Revi of Reverie's nod, Kim Dojun spoke without hesitation.
      "What are you?"
      "I'm Revi of Reverie."
      "?"
      "??"
      "No, not that—I'm asking what your true nature is."
      "... I told you I'm Revi of Reverie?"
      "Damn—"
      "That's all I have to say."
      Kim Dojun stared at Revi, who answered so nonchalantly, baffled, then quickly spoke up again.
      "Sorry, but do you mind if I beat you up right now?"
      "That would be a bit troublesome. Besides, it would be pointless if you did."
      At Revi's words, Kim Dojun seriously considered killing her on the spot, but held that urge back with a sigh.
      Just then, a thought flashed in his mind and he asked.
      "Then, do you know anything about the prophet?"
      He figured the prophet seemed related to maglignant spirits, so he tossed out the question without any real expectations.
      "The prophet, huh...."
      At Kim Dojun's question, Revi unintentionally muttered, following his words.
      "... So you do know something?"
      Seeing Revi speak as if she knew something, Kim Dojun pressed her further, and after a moment of thought, she replied.
      "I don't think I can give you any useful information right now."
      "Ah, fuck—then what the hell am I supposed to ask—!"
      "But there's one thing I can say for certain."
      She cut him off before he could get really angry, looking him straight in the eyes as she spoke.
      "Your purpose is fundamentally different from theirs."
      Having said that, she tapped her foot a few times and then continued.
      "Actually, thinking about it, there's not much I can tell you right now anyway. I'll just say what I have to and go. Hiding my spiritual power to get here is starting to hit its limit, you see."
      With those words, her form slowly began to fade away, changing into a violet glow of spiritual power.
      "First off, you're doing well. Even better than I expected."
      "Doing well at what?"
      Kim Dojun asked, but Revi of Reverie, as if she wasn't obliged to answer, immediately continued.
      "And second, watch out for the blue eyes. It seems like they're here to take care of you."
      "Didn't you mention that last time too?"
      "Yeah, wasn't there already a time or two you've met them?"
      "No? I've never met them."
      "...?"
      "??"
      "... Really?"
      "Do you think I'd lie?"
      For a moment, Kim Dojun and Revi of Reverie exchanged confused looks.
      She seemed to think deeply about something for a moment, but soon finished and looked back at him.
      "... Then be even more careful. When I sent my spiritual power here to see you, I sensed the followers of the blue eyes nearby."
      "... Followers?"
      Revi of Reverie nodded at Kim Dojun's follow-up and checked her own body.
      Noting that her form had already vanished up to her waist and was dissipating rapidly, Revi looked at him again and continued.
      "And lastly— this is the most important thing."
      "What?"
      "Sorcery is... imagination."
      "??"
      Kim Dojun wore a puzzled expression.
      "If you ever truly realize this—"
      But Revi of Reverie only said, with a calm face,
      "I'll tell you everything about what you asked today."
      Mumbling as she faded—
      "See you next time."
      With those words, she vanished completely from Kim Dojun's dorm.
      "..."
      All Kim Dojun could do was space out as he stared at the empty spot where Revi of Reverie had disappeared.
      ####
      Right after Revi of Reverie vanished.
      "'The prophet's purpose and mine are fundamentally different,' huh."
      Kim Dojun thought over the words Revi had left behind, one by one.
      'Sure, at first glance, it does seem similar.'
      Granted, he didn't quite know what the prophet was up to, but as Kim Dojun had learned from the recent Murye incident, their goal had clearly been to summon a maglignant spirit.
      'Still, I guess knowing this much is better than nothing.'
      There, he decided to put an end to his thoughts.
      'Thinking about it further won't help— it's just the realm of speculation and guesswork now.'
      With so little information, it was impossible to determine the truth. Fittingly, the prophet, who didn't even appear in the setting, kept their identity strictly concealed.
      Having settled on that, there wasn't much he could do at the moment, so Kim Dojun switched topics in his mind.
      "Imagination... imagination, huh."
      Of course, the last time he met Revi of Reverie, she also told him that the essence of sorcery was imagination, but back then, he'd just let those words wash over him.
      After all, Kim Dojun couldn't use sorcery.
      'Even if I have spiritual power.'
      The only reason Kim Dojun gathered spiritual power was to use Chohwasu's assimilation or later abilities that he might need, not for casting sorcery.
      "Do I really have to learn sorcery now?"
      Kim Dojun looked over at the Sorcerer King's book, lying carelessly on his desk.
      "Hmm..."
      Moving his hand, he picked up the book of the Sorcerer King and absentmindedly opened it—
      Thud!
      —only to snap it shut right away.
      "Yeah, this is bullshit."
      The moment he opened the book, Kim Dojun realized.
      He just wasn't cut out to learn sorcery.
      His heart wanted to try, but his head couldn't keep up.
      ... Actually, besides not being able to keep up, it was just so incredibly bothersome.
      Yet, the reason Kim Dojun kept thinking about sorcery was because of one word Revi of Reverie had mentioned.
      'I'll tell you everything about what you asked today...'
      As he murmured that sentence again,
      'I should ask around about this as well.'
      He decided to ask about that matter too.
      "... So blue eyes are in Korea."
      He muttered again, recalling Revi's warning.
      Truthfully, for Kim Dojun, this wasn't particularly shocking news.
      After all, in the Sorcery Killing Technique, the followers of the blue eyes appeared during the player's first summer break and stormed the Sorcery Institute, attempting to conduct a 'Sacrificial Ritual' targeting the students.
      'Besides that, there's a sub-story right at the end of summer break that leads straight into a bad ending— I'll have to deal with that too.'
      Even if the sub-story was later, considering timing, the blue eyes' followers were about due to raid the dorm soon.
      The reason Kim Dojun wasn't keeping track of this clearly—
      'After all the trouble clearing this damn thing, it didn't even give any spiritual tools or anything, just some XP and that was it.'
      It was simply that this story arc wasn't all that helpful for him now.
      '... Still, since the player's supposed to stop this event, who knows what'll happen if I ignore it. Besides—'
      If things could resolve themselves without his intervention, he would have just gone off to torment Goryuwon some more or focused on training Shin Se-yeon, who was now an ally.
      '-But since things have been shifting since the Salvation's Gauntlet, and these side-stories are now independent and targeting me, I'll have to handle it myself anyway.'
      It was far from pleasant, so he clicked his tongue, but then shrugged as if there was nothing to be done.
      "?"
      Suddenly, a thought occurred to him, and he tilted his head.
      'By the way... now that I think about it, did Revi of Reverie have detection abilities like that?'
      Kim Dojun knew that Revi of Reverie was unquestionably strong, but had never heard of such an ability in the game's lore, so he was momentarily puzzled.
      'Well, when even the prophet existed outside the original setting, it's not too far-fetched for a maglignant spirit to have a few extra abilities.'
      He soon put the thought away.
      ####
      Varki of Pride has been manipulating things as blue eyes for over 200 years.
      In other words, blue eyes is essentially a group that spans over 200 years. Of the branches established all around the world during that long time, the Korean branch alone had nearly 70 years of history.
      While countless families and guilds repeatedly rose and fell in the public eye, these people maintained their positions, working covertly from the darkness, their numbers befitting such a long history.
      Among them, there are four members who had the distinction of meeting Varki of Pride in person and being granted sorcery.
      And right now, in the current blue eyes' hideout—
      "U- uaaaaaah!"
      Crunch!
      A girl—
      No.
      Han Soyeon stood.
      Of course, Han Soyeon wasn't the only one present.
      Around her, several organization members lay dead, having been killed rather brutally, their blood seeping out.
      In front of her were blue eyes' followers, staring at her with endlessly trembling eyes.
      And then.
      "Ah— my mistake."
      Han Soyeon spoke up.
      Her face perfectly calm, with a gentle smile, she said,
      "I was just going to push you aside lightly... but I ended up killing you by mistake."
      At those words, the blue eyes' followers stared at Han Soyeon, unable to process what they had just heard.
      But even with all their terrified gazes upon her—
      "Still, it should be fine, right?"
      Han Soyeon kept her gentle smile, and—
      "It'll be fine."
      With just a flick of her finger—
      "After all, all of this is—"
      Boom—crash-crash-crash-crash!
      "Uaaaaaaaah—!!!
      "Sp-spare me!"
      "Let me live! Please let me live!!"
      Crack—snap-crackle!
      Bringing the underground ceiling above the blue eyes' sorcerers down on them, crushing them under the concrete.
      "—My mistake."
      She smiled serenely at the sight of blood seeping through the shattered concrete.
    

  
    Chapter 99: What the...? (2)

    
      What the...? (2)
      At the Korean branch of the Azure Eye, there are as many as four people who have received sorcery directly bestowed by Valky of Pride.
      All of them act as executives within the branch, possessing several times superior skills compared to ordinary members.
      The sorcery that Valky of Pride grants to the members is invariably the kind that requires cruel and insidious rituals; however, its power and lethality are utterly unmatched by any ordinary type of sorcery.
      But in the end, they are only executive-level within Azure Eye.
      The heads of each branch—those who oversee all operations—receive spiritual power from Valky of Pride.
      Valky's spiritual power, said to possess an extremely unique nature even among maglignant spirits, is something so profound that simply receiving it allows mortals to defy their fleeting mortality.
      And not only that—any sorcery requiring a special ritual could be performed using Valky's spiritual power without need of ritual, and even the original effects of any sorcery are amplified severalfold.
      Only ten members have ever received such spiritual power within Azure Eye, and these individuals are known by the title 'Master'.
      Among those Masters, there is one who has held her seat in the Korean branch for seventy years—from before the generation changed, she gained infamy as the 'Dark Ghost,' notorious for slaughtering hundreds of sorcerers.
      "..."
      She looked at the woman standing brazenly in the middle of Azure Eye's hideout, letting out a hollow laugh as if finding this all absurd.
      "Oh dear, whoops—"
      CRASH! CRACK!
      With just a motion of her hand, a car came crashing down on the body of the executive who had kept preparing for assassination, refusing to move even as most sorcerers were dying.
      "That was a mistake, too."
      Dozens of containers were drawn down through a hole in the ceiling, slamming onto the heads of sorcerers who were about to perform their sorcery.
      "Oh my— I dropped those by accident."
      And yet again, a pile of concrete came tumbling down, crashing onto a sorcerer's head as he twisted his body, trying desperately to escape.
      Screams could be heard.
      But Han Soyeon simply smiled, killing every sorcerer within Azure Eye's hideout.
      Watching her, the Dark Ghost quietly formed a hand seal—
      Snap!
      —and flicked her fingers.
      The very instant she saw Han Soyeon freeze, startled for a split second, the Dark Ghost dashed forward—
      BAM!
      "—!?"
      —and kicked Han Soyeon in the stomach.
      Seeing her stumble, her focus broken, the Dark Ghost immediately took out a black key from her pocket.
      It was her own divine relic, refined and refined over years of honing her personal sorcery.
      "Blind Man Finds the Mirror."
      With the activation phrase spilling from the Dark Ghost's lips, darkness poured from the key and wrapped around Han Soyeon.
      Then—
      "You've raised quite the hell, brat."
      For the first time, the Dark Ghost spoke, her confidence radiating as if the fight was already won.
      Han Soyeon frowned at her, but—
      The Dark Ghost looked back at her and spoke.
      "It's no use. The moment you fell victim to my sorcery, your senses started moving solely at my command. For example—"
      At that moment, Han Soyeon turned in the direction of the voice, lashing out with her tentacles.
      CRUNCH—!
      "—just like that."
      But the attack, which had been aimed squarely at the Dark Ghost, abruptly changed course midway and struck Han Soyeon herself in the stomach.
      "Urgh—?!"
      Thud-thud-thud-thud!
      Seeing Han Soyeon coughing blood from a hole torn in her belly by her own tentacle, the Dark Ghost tisked and said,
      "You shouldn't attack carelessly. Your perception is already under my control—your sight, hearing, touch, taste, and even proprioception. The only reason you can even hear my voice right now is because I allow it."
      At her words, Han Soyeon, blinded, turned her gaze in the direction the voice came from.
      Yet even as Han Soyeon faced her, the Dark Ghost stepped right up to her and—
      SMACK—!
      —slapped her across the face.
      Almost as if waiting for it, the entity behind Han Soyeon, ither, lashed out with tentacles.
      Boom! CRASH-CRASH-CRASH—!
      Yet the attack missed the Dark Ghost entirely and only gouged the floor.
      Watching this, the Dark Ghost chuckled and spoke.
      "I told you, it's useless. Your perception is in my grasp. Now that you've fallen for my sorcery, you can no longer attack me—unless, of course, that monster behind you can move autonomously."
      He grinned.
      "It seems that thing only acts according to your will—like a puppet."
      "... Who are you?"
      For the first time, barely managing to speak, Han Soyeon asked a question, her stomach pierced through.
      The Dark Ghost replied with a snicker.
      "You'll die here anyway, so I'll at least give you my name. I am the Dark Ghost."
      "... Dark Ghost."
      "Really, had I known this would happen, I should've intervened sooner. I waited, in case you had one more trick up your sleeve..."
      I'll have to spend some time replenishing personnel, she grumbled to herself, clicking her tongue as she looked around. Slowly, she drew a dagger from her cloak.
      "Well, let's end this. Cleaning up after this mess will take some time."
      She drew closer to Han Soyeon.
      "The executives sent to kill you... they were top-tier resources."
      She said so.
      Han Soyeon, clutching her torn abdomen while her senses were consumed, stared blankly into space.
      "Thank you."
      Suddenly, she murmured those words.
      The Dark Ghost immediately looked around in confusion at the sight of dozens of tentacles spreading outward from Han Soyeon—not toward herself, but in every direction.
      Then—
      SPLAT—!
      "... Ah?"
      The Dark Ghost saw it.
      Dozens of tentacles branched out—splitting into hundreds, even thousands, that shot out in all directions.
      At the same time, she realized—
      She, too, was pierced by those thousands of faceted tentacles.
      "Kraaagh—!?"
      A scream burst from the Dark Ghost as the black divine relic tumbled from her grip.
      Han Soyeon's distant gaze returned to normal, and as she finally regained her vision, she looked at the Dark Ghost screaming in agony.
      "Ah, I can see now."
      Even as her own body was impaled by countless tentacles and smeared with blood just like the Dark Ghost, Han Soyeon calmly looked on and spoke.
      "You, you...!"
      The Dark Ghost stared at her in disbelief—or perhaps utter denial.
      Yet Han Soyeon remained ever composed.
      "I'll say it again. Thank you, dark Ghost. Thanks to you, I learned one of my own weaknesses."
      As if nothing had happened.
      "I'll be more careful with this kind of sorcery next time."
      She said it.
      "... Wh, what are you...!?"
      The Dark Ghost shuddered in horror at Han Soyeon, who spoke so serenely despite bleeding from a gaping hole in her belly.
      Han Soyeon, looking at her, said:
      "Since you showed me my weakness, let me tell you one of mine."
      With a calm smile.
      "If I have a corpse to offer as a sacrifice, I can recover."
      She said.
      At that moment—
      ZZZZZK! CHOMP! CRUNCH! SNAP!
      Ither, the entity behind Han Soyeon, began to gorge itself on corpses lying around.
      With that came horrifying noises.
      But despite those sounds, Han Soyeon's body—which only moments ago looked on the verge of death—
      "!!"
      —began to recover, bit by bit.
      The gaping hole in her belly was restored, her organs healed, and her flesh filled in.
      Where the small tentacles had pierced through, wounds closed as if time itself rewound.
      At last, Han Soyeon stood pristine, without a single scratch.
      Seeing this,
      "Mi—Maniac...!"
      The Dark Ghost muttered as if she had witnessed an abomination not meant for this world.
      "Oh, there's another thing I should thank you for,"
      Han Soyeon approached the Dark Ghost, calmly gazing into her terror-filled eyes.
      "Thank you for sending the executives."
      "All the ones you sent before were a hassle—even if I tried to interrogate them, their corpses would instantly vanish at the mention of certain words or upon death... but the executives weren't like that. So thanks to you—"
      She said.
      "—I was able to kill them all."
      "Y-You monster!"
      The Dark Ghost muttered in terror at Han Soyeon, but she didn't even care.
      "Yeah—"
      SPLAT—!
      "You shouldn't have messed with Dojun."
      Han Soyeon crushed the Dark Ghost's skull.
      "... If only you hadn't touched Dojun, you'd have never met me."
      She mumbled, her bright smile spinning with satisfaction.
      "If you'd only left Dojun alone."
      With that, she left the scene.
      At last, the place was deserted; no one remained.
      ####
      That night.
      Kim Dojun, who had been vaguely calculating when Azure Eye would make their move, suddenly had a thought.
      'It's all stuff that'll happen anyway, so rather than waiting, wouldn't it be better to go and smash them myself?'
      If he thought about it, this sub-story, even in the game, was just for gaining experience anyway. Even if the order or content of events went weird, it wouldn't really matter. So he decided.
      That as soon as morning came, he would go wipe out Azure Eye himself.
      He didn't know the exact location of Azure Eye, but he had a general idea.
      '... Wasn't it somewhere under the harbor?'
      He remembered Azure Eye operating beneath a harbor on the West Sea, so he decided to turn over every harbor around there, starting at dawn, until he found and dealt with them.
      With that, the night passed and morning arrived.
      Preparing to head for the West Sea, Kim Dojun opened his smartphone to browse Sorcery Institute for intel about current events.
      He came across a post.
      ----
      Title: ddddd Did you guys see the news today?
      Author: gaechuMonster.
      Massacre of a criminal organization secretly operating in the West Sea—ddddd—Is this for real?
      ----
      4 comments
      deadbeatTired: I saw it too. At first, the article just called it a large-scale massacre of unidentified people, but I guess the Association investigated and found a ton of sacrificial rituals at the scene, so they classified it as a criminal group.
      ㄴlikemylife: Creepy as hell—weren't all bastards like that supposed to be locked up in the Great Temple or something? But honestly, can a few sacrificial rituals alone get a group branded as criminals? I heard a lot of guilds secretly perform sacrifices too, just to develop new sorcery...maybe that was it?
      ㄴdeadbeatTired: Yeah, if it had ended there, maybe. But according to the news, all the massacre victims had a curse of corpse annihilation cast on them. There was only a single corpse left with bloodstains everywhere else; all the other bodies vanished. No matter how much a guild wants to hide its name, they'd never do something that messed up.
      ㄴlikemylife: Makes sense...so creepy that stuff like this happens in our country.
      ㄴgaechuMonster: Legendary...absolutely legendary...
      ----
      "?"
      Kim Dojun paused in the middle of brushing his teeth, staring blankly before entering a news site, confused.
      Soon—
      [Shocking!! Who Were the Criminal Organization Secretly Operating Beneath Gungpyeong Harbor?]
      [Countless Bloodstains Found, but Only One Corpse Discovered: 'Shocking']
      [Sacrificial Rituals Held Below Harbor: The Truth?!]
      [Horrifying! Large-Scale Criminal Group Was at the West Sea Harbor!]
      [Residents 'Chilled to the Bone.']
      Looking at the slew of headlines on his screen, Kim Dojun murmured—
      "... What the...??"
      There was no way to keep himself from muttering in disbelief.
    

  
    Chapter 100: What the...? (3)

    
      What the...? (3)
      The Ryuoh Family, known as one of the great pillars of the Chinese underworld, wielded influence befitting their fearsome reputation.
      And beneath the main building of this Ryuoh Family—
      It was only after drilling through kilometers of earth that one would reach the underground of the Ryuoh Family, a place of truly bizarre appearance.
      The first thing visible was the water that filled the massive cavern to a certain level.
      Next was the pavilion in the center of the cavern, and the stone steps leading up to it.
      And finally—
      Fwoosh—
      Red spider lilies.
      Surrounding the pavilion—no, far beyond just the vicinity, as most of the water-filled area overflowed with scarlet spider lilies—these strange blossoms glowed with their own light, illuminating the entire cavern.
      Thus, the cavern, which otherwise should have been shrouded in darkness, was dyed with the flowers' crimson light, as if the whole world had been stained with blood.
      In the very center of that pavilion,
      Two people sat.
      One was a man wrapped in bandages.
      The other was Ryu Chen, the head of the Ryuoh Family, and at the same time, one of the eight great patriarchs—the very pillar of the vast Chinese underworld.
      Tap—
      Ryu Chen, who had just been looking at the spider lilies while holding his teacup, slowly set it down and shifted his gaze to the bandaged man.
      "So what you're saying is... This is a sacrifice made using the King of the Gong as material?"
      Then, dropping his eyes to the black pearl placed on the tea table between them, he asked. The bandaged man nodded in response.
      "That's right. There's also a trace of maglignant spirit left on it, although just a bit."
      "... You want to give this to me?"
      "Indeed. For me, it's enough if this moves the plan forward sooner."
      At the man's words,
      Ryu Chen tilted up his chin, looked at the bandaged man again, and spoke.
      "... Preparations on this end are almost complete now. If I use this thing you've given me, I'll be able to draw those preparations to completion even sooner."
      "That's good to hear."
      "But, you do know, don't you? Even if everything is ready on this end, nothing can be done unless you're fully prepared as well, bonggak."
      At Ryu Chen's words, the bandaged man—no, bonggak—replied.
      "I know. In order to bring the entire plan to its perfect conclusion, everything must arrive as one. Isn't that right?"
      "That's correct."
      After Ryu Chen's reply, bonggak nodded and continued.
      "Well, I'll take care of that matter on my side."
      "..."
      Ryu Chen stared at Bonggak in silence at his words, but after a moment of silent contemplation, he nodded.
      "I don't care how you handle it, as long as 'I' am not involved."
      At that answer, bonggak grinned as though satisfied.
      "Then, I'll be on my way."
      "Leaving already?"
      "Yes, there's so much work to be done on my side as well."
      He rose from his seat and tapped his staff lightly to the floor.
      Bonggak, once again beginning to fade away like a wisp of dust—
      "... We do need to accelerate our plan, after all—"
      He stared intently at Ryu Chen, who was in turn staring at him, and said,
      "I can't personally step forth on this end either, but there's someone I need to manage from behind the scenes."
      With those words finished—
      "See you next time."
      The bandaged man vanished completely from Ryu Chen's sight.
      "Bulipichi (不立理致)... is it?"
      Staring at the spot where Bonggak had departed, Ryu Chen murmured softly, then lifted his teacup to his lips and turned to gaze once more at the masses of spider lilies blooming throughout the cavern.
      "..."
      At the crimson-glowing spider lilies.
      ####
      'Aren't these guys definitely Blue Eyes?'
      After searching news sites all around during the morning, Kim Dojun came to a rational conclusion, only to fall into confusion.
      As far as he knew, Blue Eyes' Korea branch wasn't supposed to disappear now, but at least a year later.
      'If I remember right, it's supposed to be the Player and Choi Yuroun who smash them together.'
      So then, what was going on?
      Blue Eyes' Korea branch had been utterly wiped out by some unknown party.
      So thoroughly, in fact, that it was beyond recovery—they had been annihilated.
      '... What is this?'
      That's where the confusion began.
      Of course, nothing about this situation harmed Kim Dojun in the slightest.
      Blue Eyes' Korea branch might have kept appearing as a minor side story and causing annoyance for the Player, but all they ever did was bother you; other than experience points, they were useless.
      'That's why I thought, instead of waiting, I'd personally smash them while I was at it.'
      Regardless, having Blue Eyes as an enemy would be inevitable.
      ... Anyway, the fact that they were annihilated here actually meant less work for Kim Dojun, which was a good thing.
      'But then, who on earth did this?'
      His only curiosity was about who had taken down Blue Eyes.
      "Screw it, whatever."
      After ruminating for some time, Kim Dojun gave up on thinking any further.
      'No point in dwelling on it—no answer's coming.'
      He decided to think positively.
      'At any rate, I don't have to do anything now. Sweet. So now, the only thing left is that one side story by the time the semester ends.'
      Thinking of the tasks that lay ahead until then, Kim Dojun began organizing what he had to do.
      'First and foremost is Goryuwon's training.'
      Kim Dojun firmly resolved that when he became a third-year at the Sorcery Institute, he would absolutely make sure Goryuwon entered the university.
      If for some reason Goryuwon failed to enter university even after Kim Dojun became a third-year, that would be a real emergency.
      'There's no way I can wait four years.'
      His purpose was to get out of here as quickly as possible, within three years at minimum, so Goryuwon absolutely couldn't fail the entrance.
      '... Thinking about it, I feel a bit of a crisis. I'd better make him study harder.'
      Thus, Kim Dojun came to a conclusion that would have Goryuwon foaming at the mouth, and moved on to the next issue.
      'Next... Shin Se-yeon's training, I suppose.'
      In reality, after the Muryu Family was shattered and Azmo of Greed was killed, Shin Se-yeon was no longer someone Kim Dojun needed to be concerned about.
      She was no longer a maglignant spirit.
      Nevertheless, the reason Kim Dojun intended to train Shin Se-yeon was because he planned to accept her as a companion.
      'No matter how powerful you are solo, you can't beat a mob.'
      He understood, as always, that there was strength in numbers.
      One might be hard, two a little easier, three easier still—and besides, he knew Shin Se-yeon was extraordinarily talented at astrology.
      'Shin Se-yeon is sure to be helpful, so I'll need to think about how to train her... And besides that, it seems like Tia's progress is a bit stuck, so I should go see her, and as for Dan...'
      Hmm. He fell silent and shrugged.
      'Well, he'll manage just fine.'
      With that, he thought,
      'All right, time to start training in earnest.'
      He dialed Shin Se-yeon's number.
      ####
      Dan, to be completely honest, wanted to cry.
      No, it was less wanting to cry and more wanting to run away from all this.
      But, at this point, he couldn't escape.
      Why?
      Because, attacked by Gweak at a completely unexpected time, he had ended up fighting and even defeating Gweak.
      That sounded like a good thing on the surface, but the problem was what came next.
      If Dan were to leave alone now, gweak, who now saw him as an enemy, would surely use information brokers to track him down at the precise moment he left.
      In that case, Dan's identity would soon be exposed, and the odds of his dying miserably would spike.
      'And if I run, Kim Dojun—who left me in charge here—wouldn't let me off the hook either...'
      As a result, ever since he began seriously managing the Yohu Group, Dan had yet to return to the Sorcery Institute, not even once.
      ... But honestly, life at the Manshintemple wasn't all that bad.
      In some ways, living here was better than what he had at the Sorcery Institute.
      The real problem was that, right after defeating Gweak and surviving a war, Dan had ended up with Gweak's killers and Jinbon as his subordinates.
      'No matter how I look at it, this is...'
      Kim Dojun had never explained things properly, but Dan knew.
      Jinbon's sorcery pierced right through to someone's "essence."
      Which meant that, even if Jinbon didn't know exactly who Dan was, he most likely realized that Dan was not some top-tier sorcerer, but a common, much-weaker-than-him sorcerer.
      Yet, despite surely realizing this, jinbon remained under Dan, uttering lines like, "I sense a depth of darkness unimaginable"—the kind of thing only a middle-schooler with a superiority complex would say.
      There could only be one explanation.
      'This bastard's definitely planning to get rid of me and take over the Yohu Group for himself.'
      Honestly, Dan could hand over the Yohu Group if asked.
      He never wanted to be the boss, and even his involvement in the Ryuoh Family heir war was ultimately forced.
      But realistically, that was impossible, and even if he handed over control peacefully, there was no guarantee of survival. So he wracked his brains for a way out.
      After thinking until his head nearly split, Dan finally arrived at a solution:
      A way to eliminate Jinbon, the one after his own life...!
      "... You called me?"
      Yohu Group's office.
      Dan, with perfect politeness, looked at the S-class sorcerer Jinbon—who bowed respectfully to him—and spoke without hesitation.
      "Take the subordinates who've been with you, go to the mid-zone, and smash up one of Gweak's groups, hoiguzo."
      "... You mean the group called Hoiguzo?"
      "Exactly. Kill every single one of them, no exceptions. They dared to mess with us, so now it's time we strike first."
      "... Understood. I shall obey."
      Jinbon nodded at Dan's words with no real resistance, and asked,
      "Shall we proceed today?"
      "Yes."
      "Understood. Then I'll go carry out the mission immediately."
      As soon as he'd bowed his head and left,
      Dan allowed himself a victorious smile.
      'Yes!'
      Jinbon was an S-class sorcerer.
      But, crucially, despite being S-class, for some reason he had yet to produce a spiritual tool.
      Which meant, unlike other S-class sorcerers, jinbon could still be taken down by sheer force of numbers.
      'Not that I'm underestimating his abilities, of course.'
      Jinbon had been captured in Gweak's arena, but he was still called an S-class sorcerer. So, he wasn't to be trifled with.
      And the mission Dan had just given him, which seemed ordinary on the surface—
      Was anything but.
      'If you give out a mission so obviously intended to get someone killed, he'd just deal with me on the spot.'
      Dan had planned for this, using information brokers to track the movements of Gweak's key people—its top fighters.
      Today, several of Gweak's key members would be gathering at Hoiguzo's base, and Dan had just passed this information-masked as a mid-level mission to Jinbon.
      It seemed a B-rank task, but was actually S-class in difficulty...!
      'Besides, the mid-zone is carved up by the various factions, so Jinbon will have to deal not just with Hoiguzo, but other Gweak people nearby... If he takes out both top dogs and then dies himself, I'll be killing poison with poison.'
      Murmuring that ancient phrase, Dan nodded repeatedly in satisfaction.
      'Now I can finally sleep easy.'
      With that thought, he let out a long, relieved sigh. Several hours later...
      "I have completed the mission and returned."
      "...?"
      Staring at Jinbon, who walked in covered in blood from head to toe—
      Tap, tap!
      "... What?"
      Dan couldn't help but blurt out such a sound without realizing it.
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