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    Chapter 1: The audacity of a darkling at the academy?


If you’re a working person, you’ve probably imagined it at least once.

A perfect company where the salary is so high it sounds like a joke, with top-notch treatment and benefits, 

where there are no monstrous individuals forcing you to join mountain climbing groups on holidays.

Of course, a dream job is as rare as a unicorn.

Thinking about it realistically, the chances of encountering such a place in reality are almost zero. 

Unless a miracle happens, there will never be an opportunity to work in such a place.

…But then a miracle happened.

The old man I helped without a second thought turned out to be an enormous figure, or perhaps that grandpa looked favorably upon me and gave me a golden opportunity.

I managed to seize that opportunity by sheer luck. 

A series of coincidences led me to finally obtain it.

The dream job that was once a mere fantasy.

Now, I no longer have to worry about making a living. 

My annual salary has nearly multiplied thirty-fold, and my social status has skyrocketed.

Perhaps because all worries have vanished, my steps are light, even on what should be a painful commute.

Having arrived at my dream job, I found myself declaring,

“I absolutely cannot be a professor with my qualifications! I must cancel my appointment immediately!”

I was submitting my resignation to the HR officer.

And it hadn’t even been thirty minutes since I arrived.

“……What on earth are you talking about? You want to quit? The position of academy professor? On your very first day?”

The HR officer looked at me in disbelief.

Even though they had checked to see if I was under a curse or brainwashing spell, they still seemed to doubt my mental state.

Well, I suppose it’s a natural reaction.

A dream job where one is respected by everyone and receives the best treatment. 

It would be stranger if someone seemed sane while intending to quit such a position after just one day.

However, my will was firm.

And no wonder, because I had just recalled it.

The memories of my previous life. 

A life as an office worker in South Korea, spending time reading web novels for fun.

And my instincts as a reader were warning me.

‘This is definitely an academy setting.’

I hadn’t reincarnated into an ordinary fantasy world. 

No, I was in a world from a novel, specifically from an academy-themed web novel.

The school that children attend is treated with an unusual level of importance and wields immense power, and the principal is a polymorphed beautiful dragon.

With this much evidence, it’s impossible to deny it.

I have read enough works that I don’t even know which one this is, but it’s definitely an academy setting.

However, this creates a problem.

A huge problem that I cannot overlook.

‘I’m going to get caught up in it. I’ll definitely get caught up in it and end up dying.’

Terror?

That’s a theme you can’t overlook in an academy setting.

An infiltrating demon?

That’s now just a necessary element.

An ultimate boss obsessing over a school that children attend?

That’s a long-standing tradition since the days of the noseless Voldy.

‘This is more like a magical realm than a school.’

What good is good treatment?

In the end, it would be useless if I died. In that sense, this is the worst of the worst workplaces.

Therefore.

“I absolutely cannot take on the position of a professor.”

I declared that in a firm tone, conveying my determination not to stand in the center of events without prior knowledge of the original story.

And the HR officer who heard my words said,

“Understood. Please wait a moment.”

They accepted my resignation without any complaints.

Naturally, my face turned to confusion.

In a situation where it wouldn’t be strange to spill complaints about how my unexpected whim would throw off the academic schedule, or even ask if I intended to inconvenience the saintess and the second princess, who would be enrolling this year.

Is it normal to accept my resignation so nonchalantly?

I thought I was lucky and relieved.

But…….

‘This is way too strange.’

When I looked at her closely again, there was a clear hint of suspicion in her eyes. 

It seemed she was trying to manipulate something under the desk to send an emergency signal.

Naturally, my mind raced quickly.

‘…Come to think of it.’

What I’m wearing right now is a custom suit provided by the Empire. 

It’s a high-end item close to an artifact, with the Empire’s unique magic engraving technology applied without reservation.

Additionally, on the back of my left hand is a spatial inscription provided by the Empire. 

This is also an incredibly valuable item that cannot be easily quantified.

Two months ago, I had received countless spells from the Empire’s court magicians during my training.

Furthermore, those spells are exclusively held by the Imperial Royal Family, offered only as an exception to academy professors.

Yet, having thoroughly taken advantage of those benefits and received various important information from the academy as a professor, I notified them on my first day of work.

“I’m resigning effective today.”

…A spy.

No longer any doubt; a foreign spy. 

An agent aiming to steal the Empire’s non-tactical spells and secrets.

I would surely lose my head without even a chance to explain myself.

Having grasped the situation, my judgment was swift.

I immediately began to construct a spell. 

Placing my hand on the HR officer’s shoulder, I opened my mouth to suggest,

“I didn’t come here abruptly to say anything strange. I merely inquired about the location of the exam hall since the entrance exam is about to begin.”

Not as a professor, but as an ordinary low-level office worker.

Moreover, her exhausted mind, weighed down by heavy work, was easily swayed by my mediocre spell.

She gave me the location of the exam hall with a dazed expression, even adding a kind suggestion that I should leave quickly if I didn’t want to be late.

‘I’m really going crazy.’

I didn’t want to go.

Whether it was the entrance exam or acting as an interviewer, I wanted to throw it all away and run away.

That was my honest feeling, but if I truly fled from here, it would be the perfect action to be labeled as a spy.

In the end, I had only one option left.

***

……I trudged toward the exam hall.

The final entrance exam for the Imperial Academy.

As I sat here as an interviewer, after much deliberation, I reached a conclusion.

Termination.

Perhaps that would be the optimal measure.

It seemed highly suspicious for me to kick this good position away myself. 

But what if I were discovered to have a flaw and the academy decided to expel me?

They might take various measures to prevent information leaks, but they wouldn’t take my life.

I could enjoy the rest of my life in peace.

However, the problem was…

‘I have no idea what I could do to get fired naturally.’

To be blunt, if I caused a knife fight right now, I could get fired immediately. 

But that’s a definite no-go.

Trying to get fired in such an unnatural way would only raise more suspicion. 

Wouldn’t it be too obvious that I was intentionally trying to mess things up?

I needed to create a major problem big enough to get fired while ensuring the process didn’t feel awkward enough to raise suspicion.

Meeting both of those two conditions at once was not easy. 

Underestimating the situation would be foolish.

…Maybe I should consider other methods.

My thoughts were swirling as my worries increased. 

Sighing and pressing my forehead, I suddenly felt a sharp gaze on me from the side.

“Cough.”

An old professor glared at me and cleared his throat.

The final interview was in full swing, and he shot me a look that said, “What ridiculous thoughts are you having instead of focusing?” That look was a sharp rebuke.

It had only been 30 minutes since I fell down the stairs and remembered my past life. 

If I could remain calm, wouldn’t that be even more unnatural?

But saying that would only earn me the label of a madman. 

So, I decided to swallow my sigh and go along with his rhythm.

“Candidate 12, please come in.”

I didn’t think I could fully concentrate on the interview in such a situation. 

But I could at least throw out some appropriately pretentious questions.

As I thought that, I looked at the student who entered…

And I was momentarily speechless.

I felt my pupils dilate naturally.

The student who entered wasn’t a significant figure like a princess or a saint, nor was he a character I recognized from a story.

I realized something.

The one and only clever trick to achieve my goal.

There was no need to hesitate. 

With my life on the line, it would be foolish to weigh my conscience against it.

I stood up abruptly.

Naturally, all eyes were on me.

But I didn’t care about those gazes; I frowned, wearing a look of disgust as if I couldn’t believe the situation.

I spoke with contempt.

“Do you have the audacity to apply to our academy, you cotton-picking brat, without even knowing your place?”

A severely inhumane remark.

In an instant, everyone’s face turned pale with shock.

In the Imperial Academy, which promotes equality, there would hardly be another professor who would utter such words throughout Imperial history, so it was only natural to react this way.

“Have you lost your mind? What kind of nonsense….”

The old professor scolded me again. 

But I wouldn’t be cowed here. 

Instead, I boldly scolded him back.

“In my view, it’s you lot who are out of your minds. 

You truly intend to let such a grotesque creature into the academy?”

At that, the Elven professor emitted an ominous aura.

If I didn’t shut up right now, he would threaten to silence me directly.

But I didn’t stop.

The newly hired professor turned out to be an extreme racist. 

So he was fired.

What could be a more perfect scenario than that?

I would surely escape from here smoothly without raising any suspicions of being a spy.

“I’m disappointed. I had a bit of expectation since you are a professor of the prestigious Imperial Academy, but in the end, you’re all just a bunch of low-level humans.”

I spat out a statement filled with a sense of superiority.

With that, I would have maximized the dislike stack I could build against the faculty.

Now all that was left was to finish it.

I pointed at the black boy and shouted,

“Get out of here right now, you ugly thing! Did you really think you could hide your vicious nature in front of me?”

My voice boomed loud enough to be heard outside the interview room.

At this point, it was already a guaranteed termination.

I could hear the sound of tears dropping to the floor, and I felt a twinge of conscience for pressing the child too hard.

But it was something I had to do to survive.

After all, he had scored highly, and regardless of the interview results, he was already guaranteed to pass.

I thought I should also keep a little something for that friend after getting fired and seeping up gold coins with modern knowledge cheats.

As I thought that, I looked at the boy.

However… something felt off.

The boy wasn’t crying at all. 

What fell to the ground wasn’t tears but cold sweat dripping from him.

The clearly agitated black boy.

Suddenly, a pair of horns sprouted from his head.

Distinctly revealing red eyes.

Black wings, ominous and torn, unfolded from his back.


The boy, no, the demon shouted in shock,

“How on earth did you uncover my true identity!”

So then…

Something was going very, very wrong.



 
  
    Chapter 2: The audacity of a darkling at the academy? Part 2


“Surely my disguise was perfect. Even the ancestral dragon’s discerning eyes couldn’t see through my true form!”

The demon before me shouts at me.

A voice filled with both wariness of an unknown presence and humiliation at having his disguise seen through in an instant.

“Tell me, how did you break my power?”

He asks, exuding a menacing aura. 

Although his expression clearly shows his confusion…

But I was the one who wanted to ask questions.

A demon?

Why is something like that appearing now? Shouldn’t it normally show up around the middle of the story at the earliest?

Could it have been caught by pure chance? Was it just randomly picked, and it happened to be the one trying to infiltrate the academy?

How did things get this tangled? The overwhelming confusion is making me feel like I’m going to lose it.

“You’re not going to reveal your hand, huh? In that case, I’ll just have to find out myself.”

But the situation didn’t wait for me.

The demon’s figure vanishes, as if erased from the world. 

Soon, I hear a voice from behind me.

“In the name of Amon, the Seventh Seat, I promise you this: your soul will burn in hell for all eternity.”

There’s no time to hesitate.

I didn’t refuse the empire’s gift, using the glowing subspace magic formula in my left hand.

Using something originally meant for inventory as shock absorption—normally, that shouldn’t be possible. 

But there’s a reason I was hired as a professor.

Analyzing and modifying magic formulas is my specialty.

If it’s just slightly twisting a well-crafted magic formula, that’s definitely possible.

The sensation reaches my back. 

I can feel the demon’s fist hitting me, but the impact is light.

The subspace magic, overused as it was, breaks down, but fortunately, it seems to have succeeded in blocking this attack.

The demon clicks his tongue, stepping back when he sees this.

“A space-based magic formula… so you were hiding your power.”

The demon, giving me absurdly high praise, looks at me like I’m some kind of monster. 

Earlier, he was boasting about burning my soul, but now, in an uncharacteristically undemonic way, he’s even sweating.

While the demon is warily watching me, not making any sudden moves, perhaps everyone else has come to their senses. 

The elf professor next to me raises her staff and shouts loudly.

“One of the 72 Great Evils has shown themselves! We must not let him escape from here!”

Everyone is now in combat stance.

At this point, I had nothing more to worry about.

All of the academy’s professors are monsters in their own right.

Unless some lunatic starts babbling nonsense about picking cotton, like before, there’s no chance that multiple professors wouldn’t be able to handle a single demon.

I’ll just play it safe and go along with the flow.

That was the conclusion I came to in my mind…

***

I looked at the door to the interview room.

And I thought of the children beyond that door.

I don’t know who this Amon character is, but in typical academy stories, demons usually sneak in for one purpose.

Terrorism.

Their goal must be to cause as much damage as possible.

The demon takes a step back.

I see him glancing cautiously towards the door.

If he just escapes peacefully from here, I couldn’t ask for more. 

But can a terrorist really be content with just running away?

There are children along his escape route.

Will he spare them and keep his manners intact?

‘Of course not.’

There will definitely be victims.

And no matter how you look at it, that’s my responsibility.

In the original storyline, the protagonist probably would’ve found and defeated this terrorist. But I’m the one who discovered his true identity.

People who weren’t supposed to die will lose their lives because of my actions. 

How is that any different from killing them myself?

***

My feet start moving on their own. That troublesome habit of acting first and thinking later makes another appearance.

I quickly block the doorway and say,

“I can’t let you pass.”

It’s a gamble worth taking.

The odds are heavily in my favor. 

After all, I’m not foolish enough to risk my life in a fight where I have no chance of winning.

‘That guy is definitely wary of me.’

A space-based magic user, someone whose attacks don’t land at all.

The demon clearly sees me that way, and I doubt he’ll easily try to attack me again.

While I’m blocking his escape, the professors will either subdue him, or one of them will realize the danger of him taking a student hostage and take action. 

Either way, we’ll win.

‘As long as that bastard doesn’t suddenly change his mind and charge at me, there’s no way I’ll lose. So, if I can just stall for about 10 seconds…’

Suddenly, a warning alarm blares.

A student, peeking inside the interview room, has pressed the emergency alarm button at the worst possible moment.

[Dammit, if it’s come to this, that crazy lizard woman is going to…]

The demon frowns with a troubled expression.

Up until a moment ago, he was keeping his distance while continuing the reconnaissance, but now he quickly assumes a ready stance.

The instant I see that, I immediately have a hunch.

‘I’ve always prided myself on having pretty good luck, both in my past and current life, but this time, it didn’t follow me.’

The demon, now impatient because of the alarm and the threat of reinforcements rushing in, decides to escape the area, even if it means taking a risk with me.

‘I should’ve never set foot in this cursed place.’

I reflect on that as I watch the demon rush toward me.

Perhaps driven by desperation, he’s burning all of his remaining demonic energy into this one strike.

I pull out a concealed dagger I had tucked into my sleeve as a last resort, but without any training in swordsmanship, there’s no way I can beat him.

Several professors are frantically trying to protect me by casting spells, but his speed is overwhelming.

There’s no way they can make it in time.

The demon’s hand reaches out, emitting a disgusting sensation, as though it’s caressing my soul.

Then, a terrible scream rings out.

Graaaaah!!!

But it’s not from me—it’s from the demon.

Opening my tightly shut eyes, I see the demon’s agonized face before me.

For some reason, he’s been impaled by my dagger.

“The core should’ve been hidden. How could even your eyes see through that…?”

The demon cries out in frustration.

As I twist the dagger, he lets out another horrific scream and starts burning up, quickly turning to ashes.

In no time, he’s reduced to a mere pile of dust.

I stand there, frozen, staring at the ashes before snapping out of it.

‘Did… I win?’

Whether it was something special about the dagger my grandfather gifted me, or the demon was simply weaker than expected, or maybe it was just dumb luck that I hit a vital spot—I’m not sure yet.

But one thing is certain: I survived this disaster.

As soon as I realize that, the tension finally begins to release.

‘I really almost died on my first day at work.’

Surviving this chaos was nothing short of a miracle.

Now I know without a doubt that I can’t stay at the academy any longer.

As soon as things calm down, I’ll need to execute my plan and leave.

I conclude this as I survey my surroundings.

As I glance around, I meet the gazes of many eyes directed at me.

The elf who insulted me earlier.

The old professor who criticized my attitude.

Every single professor present is staring at me with strange expressions.

And then, as if to top it all off, I hear a voice from behind.

“Hmm… Seems like I stumbled upon something quite interesting.”

Silver hair.

A face so beautiful it looks sculpted, with two horns protruding from the top.

“Care to join me for a cup of tea, by any chance?”

It’s the principal of the Imperial Academy.

The ancestral dragon of the empire is staring right at me, eyes sparkling with interest.

‘Looks like my grand plan to get fired is falling apart in real-time.’

***

Even after the new professor was dragged away for questioning, under the pretext of hearing his side of the story, the academy interviews continued as scheduled.

However, none of the remaining faculty members could focus on the interviews.

Not even the old professor, who had earlier criticized the new professor’s attitude, telling him not to be distracted during work, could focus now.

It wasn’t professional behavior, for sure, but who could blame him?

“Are you really considering letting something so horrid into the academy?”

The professor had recognized the intruder’s identity from the beginning.

He had accurately seen through the demonic nature that no one else had noticed.

He had even subtly warned that the intruder was a demon attempting to infiltrate the academy.

“I cannot let you pass.”

The professor stood alone, unyielding.

At first, it seemed like he was frozen in shock, but no, he showed no sign of hesitation or fear.

The man just stood there, silently.

He didn’t cast any spells, nor did he wield a staff, yet he completely overwhelmed the demon.

It was as if he refused to even acknowledge the demon by speaking to it.

Finally, he spoke up, his voice filled with anger, saying he would not let the demon pass, and that he would never allow harm to come to the students.

While everyone else was focused solely on capturing the demon and claiming the credit, only he looked out for the students.

While everyone else was trying to kill something, only he was trying to save someone.

…How could anyone forget such a person?

How could you ever erase that image from your mind?

***

Monsters of all kinds are entering the academy.

The saint from the Holy Church.


The second princess of the empire, hailed as a genius.

A commoner with magical insensitivity who still managed to enter as the top student.

Each of them is unique, but everyone here could agree on one thing:

Among all the remarkable talents that appeared this year, the most unusual was undoubtedly that new professor.



 
  
    Chapter 3: The Senile Old Men Part 1


The office was nothing short of extravagant.

The subtle aroma of premium black tea wafted through the air.

Classical music, likely a hobby of the owner, played softly, creating an elegant atmosphere…

But there was no time to enjoy such a mood.

“So.”

The girl in front of me, the founding dragon who has been with the Empire since its inception, crossed her legs and asked.

“So, you truly didn’t know anything?”

Her tone was playful.

Even the subtle, meaningful smile on her lips.

Anyone with any sense would realize that the girl in front of me didn’t believe a single word I said.

Three hours of explaining.

The result was a complete failure.

‘I’m going insane.’

I swear I didn’t lie. 

My goal is to get fired, after all.

I threw away my pride and dignity, laying out the facts exactly as they were.

…It just so happened that those facts were far too unrealistic.

“I simply had the sudden urge to make a public display of racism and acted on it. It just so happened that my target was a big shot who had infiltrated this place under her nose…”

She stood from her seat.

She approached me slowly, locking eyes with mine.

“And the demon who attacked you essentially self-destructed, and you had no intention of fighting back. That’s what you’re seriously claiming?”

We were so close now I could practically feel her breath.

“Our rookie teacher seems to be quite lucky.”

Staring intensely at me, the girl whispered.

Her words, which now openly mocked me.

The pressure felt suffocating, but I couldn’t back down now.

They say I managed to instantly identify the demon, showed no hesitation in eliminating it, and even protected the students?

There’s no way they’d let go of such talent.

This place isn’t a school—it’s a demonic realm.

The recent demon incident made that painfully clear. 

I can’t stay tied down here.

Looking her in the eyes, I shamelessly declared.

“Yes, I’m quite confident in my luck.”

Whether in my previous life or this one, I’ve always had strangely good luck.

There was no need to act, so my voice held no hesitation or doubt.

Well, no matter how sincerely I spoke, the problem was that the story itself was too absurd.

Sure enough, she smiled again, her expression loaded with meaning.

“Alright, I’ll believe you.”

Saying that, she relaxed into her plush chair. 

My mind went blank.

Seeing my bewildered face, she kindly added an explanation.

“I can tell if you’re lying or not just by looking.”

She pointed to her eyes.

Only then did I fully grasp the situation.

‘A function of the dragon’s eyes, huh?’

It made sense. 

Eyes that could see through truth were a common enough trope in novels.

And these weren’t just any eyes—they were a dragon’s. 

If they didn’t have such abilities, that’d be even more surprising.

‘Wait, if that’s the case…’

The situation changed. 

My plan to tell nothing but the truth had unexpectedly led to a great success.

Honestly, even I found the story I told to be unconvincing.

But to the principal in front of me, my story was genuine. 

In her eyes, I must have seemed like a completely insane, worthless individual.

This is an opportunity. 

A chance to make myself more thoroughly hated and escape the academy.

There was no reason to hesitate.

I stood up abruptly.

The girl looked at me with curious eyes, but I didn’t care and furrowed my brow.

I was perfectly fine just moments ago, and now I was suddenly acting out—definitely an erratic move. 

But that’s exactly the image I wanted to create.

“I’ve been stuck here for three hours now. Frankly, I don’t want to waste any more time with this trivial chatter.”

I tapped my wristwatch rudely.

The principal was about to say something, but I cut her off before she could.

“Next time, prepare a different drink. Black tea doesn’t suit my taste.”

The tea you personally brewed with great care?

I’ll never drink it. 

Even if it’s made from the finest tea leaves with a delightful aroma, and brewing tea is your hobby, I’ll trample all over your pride.

“Well then, I’ll be going.”

After all, I’ve had enough for today. 

Time to go home.

I turned my back and walked toward the office door. 

This kind of bad behavior came as naturally as breathing.

Now, if I add a layer of unlikable behavior with my racism…

“What’s your name?”

Success. 

The fact that she asked me that question, despite having a file with my name right on her desk, meant only one thing.

She wanted to emphasize that I was thoroughly on her bad side.

“Riyan. I have no last name since I’m a commoner.”

With those words, I left the office.

Just before the door closed, I heard her mutter.

“…I’ll be sure to remember that name.”

Yeah, don’t forget. 

Remember it well.

Remember this rude, insane guy and fire him immediately!

***

After Riyan left, the office remained silent.

Already cooled cups of tea sat before her, as Sion, the principal of the Imperial Academy, let out a deep sigh.

“This is… a complete defeat. No excuses to make.”

At first, it had been mere curiosity. 

The new professor had caused some unusual events, so she thought she could learn more about him using her “eyes.”

But perhaps because he disliked her prying into his thoughts, he had begun to provoke her openly.

“I just happened to find him by chance. I only intended to act on racial prejudice.”

There was no way such a coincidence could exist in the world.

“I’m far less skilled than the other professors. How could someone like me defeat a demon?”

What Riyan dealt with was not just any demon. 

If it had been a simple madman swayed by a demon, the professors wouldn’t have struggled so much.

No, the opponent was one of the “72 Great Evils.” 

And not just any of them, but the elusive seventh, Amon—an actual demon, not merely its servant.

“I only survived thanks to luck. The demon accidentally exposed its vital point, and I just happened to pierce it with my dagger.”

But of course, a demon of that caliber would never easily expose its vital point. 

It must have hidden its core, split it, and masked its presence.

To claim that he simply “got lucky” and pierced the heart of such a demon?

Even more absurd, the dagger he used bore the imperial seal, and yet he insisted he was just an ordinary person.

There’s no way such coincidences could exist in the world.

Lie after lie after lie.

Everything Riyan said in that office was nothing but a pack of lies that no one would ever believe.

But he dared Sion to see through his words, as if taunting her.

“And yet, I couldn’t see through the lie.”

The dragon’s eyes, capable of stripping away all illusions, failed her this time. 

Sion had taken pride in this ability, but the new professor had completely outwitted her.

She didn’t know how he did it, but the ridiculous nonsense he spouted had appeared entirely truthful through her eyes.

A power that had never been defeated was now shattered. 

A human who achieved a feat no other being had managed appeared out of nowhere.

Had it ended there, Sion might have felt a thrill from meeting such a formidable opponent.

But…

“He got angry with me, didn’t he?”

The reason was obvious. 

Riyan must have realized that Sion was enjoying this situation.

While everyone else was thrilled about capturing the demon, that man had been the only one to try to protect the students.

What would he think, upon realizing that the principal, in the midst of this emergency, was excited to face a worthy adversary?

Realizing that the principal was holding him back out of mere curiosity, while there could still be other infiltrators and students were in danger?

He had every right to be furious.

It was her fault entirely, and he was right.

Not only had she lost in skill, but in character as well.

No excuses—this was a total defeat.

How shameful. 

She felt like a senile old fool, and wouldn’t argue if anyone called her that.

“Haah…”

As she thought about it, shame washed over her once again. 

She wanted to disappear, but the least she could do was take responsibility for her actions.

If she had committed a mistake, she would have to make up for it somehow.

“Riyan, was it…?”

She whispered his name once more, vowing that the founder dragon of the Empire would never forget that name.

A talent like his deserved the treatment befitting of his abilities.

My efforts have finally borne fruit. 

‘I’ve definitely made a lasting impression on the principal, so soon, I’ll be able to escape this wretched academy.’

Such a joyous occasion.

So, tonight, I’ll raise a glass in celebration and sleep soundly in the staff quarters. 

Tomorrow, I’ll pack up and leave.

That’s the future that should be awaiting me, without a doubt.

***


“Please, forgive my rudeness!”

Suddenly, a crazy old man blocks my path.

In front of the staff quarters’ door, that elderly professor from before is bowing so low, it looks like his head might touch the ground.

…I’m starting to get a very bad feeling about this.



 
  
    Chapter 4: The Senile Old Men Part 2


Professor Scott dislikes being treated like an old man.

Of course, objectively speaking, he is indeed getting older.

Even so, it’s not right to call a person who is just about to turn seventy a young man.

However, despite this, Scott hated being treated like an old person.

This is similar to how a woman approaching forty would feel if called “auntie,” causing her to tremble and feel sick.

I am still vigorous.

In terms of ability, I am superior to most young people.

These days, they curse him behind his back as a stuffy old man, but what’s wrong with trying to uphold manners and rules?

The fault is not mine.

I am certainly not a behind-the-times old man.

Scott had lived with such thoughts.

He had never once doubted that this belief might be wrong.

Until today.

“I apologize for being late. I suddenly had an urgent matter.”

On the first day of work, no less.

Especially on a significant day with a final interview, the newly appointed professor made a grand entrance late.

Instead of feeling embarrassed about being late, he didn’t even concentrate on the interview and was lost in thought, which was not something Scott could appreciate.

Despite Scott’s cough to signal him, the brazen attitude of not even apologizing led Scott to immediately label him as “an impolite youth.”

When he spouted some bizarre remarks about cotton pickers and such, Scott was enraged.

However… the one at fault was actually Scott.

“How did you figure out my identity!”

The boy was, in fact, a demon hiding his true nature.

Professor Riyan was not zoning out; he was sensing the sinister presence alone and remaining vigilant.

The earlier bizarre remarks were, in fact, a kind of code hinting at the other’s true identity.

If Scott had only noticed it, the situation would have been easily resolved.

“I’m disappointed. I expected a bit more from the professors of such a prestigious academy.

In the end, they are all just low-level humans.”

At first glance, it seemed like he was blaming the professors for not realizing his blatant insinuation.

However, the quick-witted Scott knew better.

That professor couldn’t be so foolish as to mindlessly criticize his allies in a crisis.

There must have been another intention hidden behind it.

“Get out of here, you ugly thing! Did you really think you could hide your vile nature in front of me?”

His exaggerated expressions were clearly meant to protect them.

Everyone was unable to face the threat of the enemy.

In such a situation, if the enemy had launched a surprise attack, not just the other professors but even Scott would not have escaped unharmed.

That’s why he drew attention with such excessive actions.

He provoked the opponent to focus their attacks on him rather than the others.

In the end, Riyan maintained his composure even in a critical situation and made the best move.

He even used himself as bait to save those who were cursing him.

Yet, Scott dismissed that young man simply because he was young.

He didn’t listen to his words, and because of that, many casualties almost occurred.

“I realized that and tried to somehow make up for my mistakes.”

Rather than making amends, he ended up repeating the same mistakes.

Before Riyan stepped in, Scott had not considered that the demon might harm the children.

The professor was so preoccupied with the enemy in front of him that he completely forgot the students he was supposed to protect.

He had lost his mind.

A terrible disgrace that he could not defend even if criticized.

That’s why Scott came to Professor Riyan now.

To apologize for his mistakes and to make proper amends.

“I’ll give you the right to be in charge of the top class of new students this year. Class A.”

Pathetically, his mouth wouldn’t move well.

The saint of the Holy See and the princess of the Empire.

An opportunity to become their teacher.

Scott understood better than anyone the political value this held.

How much the powerful figures of the Empire had fought for this position.

And how fiercely he had fought behind the scenes to attain this honor.

I want to forget, but I can’t.

Whenever I think about the time the professor, who had a golden ball, tried to assassinate me, my heart still sinks.

Yet, even so…

“What suits this place is you. A backroom old man like me would only look foolish by being greedy.”

It was time to slowly acknowledge it.

I truly am just a stuffy old man.

As I age, my thinking has hardened. Because of my prejudices, I couldn’t even recognize the character of that young man.

Education is about nurturing people.

But how can someone who can’t even see people properly nurture students?

Maybe it’s time to consider stepping back from the teaching profession.

“I’ve already informed the principal. Please help the students grow well in my place.”

He patted the new professor on the shoulder and turned away.

The old man exits, and a capable young person steps onto the stage anew; thus, today’s incident comes to an end.

That was definitely Scott’s intention, but…

***

“Please wait a moment!”

The voice from behind stops him. 

Riyan urgently called out without giving him a chance to react.

“How could that guy possibly take your place? That’s impossible!”

No matter how you look at it, those words seemed superficial.

The polite young man is trying to uphold the old man’s pride until the very end.

‘Thinking that, Scott turned his head, and his face turned pale with shock.’

It was no wonder he was shocked.

“I’ve heard about you, senior. How much you have achieved and how many talented individuals you have nurtured with your own hands.”

There was no hint of falsehood in his words.

The best opportunity that anyone would envy.

Yet, despite having obtained it, the man didn’t look happy at all.

He only seemed to be filled with a sense of burden.

…It was sincere.

That expression could not be an act. 

Riyan was genuinely saying those words now.

“I respect you, senior! It’s because of you that I tried to enter the academy!”

Riyan shouted, even getting choked up.

Overwhelmed by his desperate voice, Scott couldn’t say anything.

No words would come out.

“Even if you call yourself a backroom old man, I know better. Your integrity has never changed even after decades.”

He acknowledges his own mistakes and works to correct them.

His desire to be right still exists.

That is why you are noble.

That is why your spirit has not aged.

The professor in front of him shouts that at Scott.

Scott is not a stuffy old man.

He is always striving to be upright, and that is why he is the goal that I want to emulate.

…Emotions swell up.

The words he wanted to hear most come from the mouth of the person he wanted to hear them from the most, and he couldn’t contain his feelings.

Tears welled up uncontrollably. 

He felt like he might collapse and wail at any moment.

Fortunately, he still had the presence of mind not to show such disgrace in front of his respected junior.

He turned his head away so that Riyan wouldn’t see his face and quickly wiped away his tears with a handkerchief.

He handled it skillfully, showing the experience that comes with age.

Without any hint of trembling in his voice, Scott straightened his chest and declared confidently,

“I will never forget today’s grace.”

When the new professor takes on the significant role of leading the royal guidance, there will undoubtedly be people raising issues.

And he is such an outstanding young man.

Any sharp stone will inevitably attract attention.

There will be those who envy his talent and those who fear his growth and try to crush him beforehand.

But that no longer matters.

“If you need help, just let me know. If an old man’s hands are okay, I will gladly assist.”

Once, a knight who conquered a nation alone.

‘Iron-Blooded Duke’ Scott Fenrir will stand by his side.

After I praised him, the professor suddenly burst into tears and left.

Left alone, I stood there in shock, and soon realized one important fact.

Professor Scott, who said he would transfer the responsibility of Class A to me and that he had already spoken with the principal, did not withdraw that statement until the very end.


He kept changing the subject to strange things, avoiding my gaze, and even suddenly ran away.

Given the situation, I guessed that if I brought it up again tomorrow, Professor Scott would never cancel the decision he made.

So, in other words…

“Did I just get my work assigned by my superior?”



 
  
    Chapter 5: You suit a sword better than a bow Part 1


The semester was just around the corner.

With the academic schedule about to start in full swing, it was certain that incidents would increase as well.

However, I was leading a happy life regardless of that.

Even the tasks that the old professor had dumped on me.

Even the situation where I practically became the homeroom teacher of the protagonist’s class.

None of it could have any negative impact on my mind, which had now realized a great truth.

Today, too, I smiled brightly and chanted the magical phrase.

‘Well, if I get fired, that’s the end of it!’

When the A-Class was suddenly thrown at me, I was startled and a bit flustered, but after calmly thinking about it, I realized I was already marked by the principal and my dismissal was practically confirmed.

Whether Scott delegated his authority or not, the fact remained unchanged that I wouldn’t be here in a few days.

Therefore, I didn’t need to worry about the academy anymore.

It would be more efficient to worry about how to live after getting fired from here.

‘This is truly a happy concern to have.’

Considering the high salary from the start, the severance pay I’d get upon being fired was also substantial.

If I didn’t overspend, I could live without working for the rest of my life.

If any problem arose, I could just visit Professor Scott.

When I wanted to leave the academy, Professor Scott’s annoying favor would turn into a tremendous strength outside of it, so there was nothing to worry about even in the face of disaster.

With enough insurance and the cheat key known as modern knowledge, I would surely enjoy a happy life.

***

Ding-dong!

Just when I was imagining my future, the doorbell rang.

When I opened the door of the staff dormitory, there stood a man holding a letter.

Naturally, the corners of my lips rose.

It seemed like today was about to become the best day of my life.

I took out some cool juice from the fridge and offered it to the staff member before I carefully cradled the letter in my arms.

‘Finally, the day I’ve been waiting for has come.’

I grabbed the champagne I had saved for this day.

As I prepared for a toast, I unsealed the envelope.

My heart was pounding.

Inside the envelope that I eagerly opened was, of course, the long-awaited dismissal notice.

It should have been a dismissal notice.

It had to be a dismissal notice.

If it wasn’t a dismissal notice, that wouldn’t do.

[Promotion Notice]

Did my eyes see something wrong?

I rubbed my eyes in denial of reality, but no matter how much I rubbed them, the content of the document did not change.

[We recognize your outstanding achievements and dedication and hereby inform you of your promotion to associate professor. We look forward to your continued brilliant performance.]

That cruel bundle of paper had sentenced me to the dreadful punishment of a promotion.

Perhaps because of the tears of frustration welling up, my vision started to blur.

Where in the world could you find such unfair treatment?

Even at an ordinary university, it takes at least five years to be promoted to associate professor after the first appointment.

And this was none other than the renowned Imperial Academy.

The standards required for teachers here were high, and most people couldn’t even shed the title of assistant professor before retiring because they didn’t meet the performance requirements.

But me, who had only been here for a week, becoming an associate professor?

One more step and I’d be at the same rank as Professor Scott?

There was no way that was allowed by regulation.

Yet, defying all logic, a memo was enclosed with the notice.

[It may be a trivial reward compared to the offense, but don’t be too disappointed. I’ll deal with the old geezers on the board and soon prepare a more suitable position for you.]

[Imperial Academy Principal, Sion]

The seal of the ancestral dragon was stamped firmly.

What in the world was this nonsense? I wasn’t sure why she decided to promote me, despite my rudeness, but once she had made up her mind, there was no changing it.

As of this moment, I had become an associate professor.

Now, my already high salary would jump thirty times over to an astronomical figure, and I’d receive ample support for research funds and hiring assistants.

On top of that, I was given the opportunity to oversee A-Class, so I was clearly on the path to success.

-Although, the problem was that while my chances of promotion increased, my survival rate had drastically dropped.

‘I’m really going to lose it.’

I had spent the past week racking my brains, but I couldn’t recall anything about the original story.

Maybe I dropped it after reading the prologue, or maybe I hadn’t even read it in the first place.

Either way, there wasn’t any reliable way to figure out the original plot.

‘I even tried the option of gaining strength to avoid getting swept up in the original plot. But, as expected, that was impossible.’

It was a common cliché for there to be an elixir hidden in the academy’s back mountain.

I had tried to grow using some miraculous encounter, but all I found wasn’t medicine, but an old professor.

[Professor Riyan? To meet you here of all places. Could it be that, like me, you were worried the students might encounter a monster, so you were patrolling the forbidden forest?]

[You are indeed a young man I’ve had my eye on.]

[Your mindset is truly admirable.]

[Since we met like this, let’s go have a meal together.]

And so, I was dragged off and treated to a luxurious meal at a restaurant on my third day of work.

I got to enjoy a meal worth several gold coins, and as a bonus, I learned about a restaurant that served meat dishes that melted in your mouth.

If that could be considered a gain, it was, but in terms of combat strength, I gained nothing.

I could continue to try various things, but I would prefer to avoid risking my life on such uncertain plans.

If I continued with my mediocre skills all the way to the final battle, I’d end up in the ending where I, too, would be reduced to ashes when a demon lord or evil dragon popped up and burned the school down.

‘In the end, I really have no choice but to get myself fired.’

I quickly regained my composure.

The difficulty level had drastically increased, but it wasn’t as if all roads were completely blocked yet.

If my efforts to be disliked by both the principal and the professors had failed, then I only had to target the students this time.

‘No matter how much Sion and Scott cover for me, if all the students unanimously demand my dismissal, there will be no way to stop it.’

This wasn’t an ordinary school—it was the Imperial Academy.

Since it gathered the brightest talents of the empire, the background of each student wasn’t something to be taken lightly, and naturally, the influence they wielded was considerable.

‘If I managed to make myself truly hated by the students, my dismissal would surely proceed smoothly.’

And I had just the perfect idea in mind.

-You’re better suited for a sword than a bow.

‘It’s a common academy cliché to recognize hidden talents in others and recommend a better path, thereby fostering relationships and bonds.’

‘…What if I completely reversed that?’

I could forcibly take away the weapons the students were using well and hand them worthless, trash weapons instead.

‘If I threatened them, saying they couldn’t take my class unless they used those weapons, what would happen?’

‘I could guarantee that the entire class would stage a protest.’

‘Even that saintess, who just enrolled, might curse me out and ask if I’ve lost my mind.’

“…Hehehe.”

I smirked evilly, imagining the future where I was driven out of the academy.

There was no flaw in this perfect plan.

Tomorrow, I shall become the worst teacher in the history of the empire.

***

Inside the luxurious office, the principal of the academy, Sion, was enjoying her usual tea and snacks while handling the documents in front of her.

The task was simple—just reviewing and approving the materials that professors requested for their classes.

However, as she flipped through the documents, Sion’s hand suddenly stopped.

It had to stop.

Amid the ordinary requests, there was one peculiar item requested by one very peculiar professor.

“A gun…? Why in the world would he need such a weapon?”

It wasn’t a mainstream choice.

While it might be used by civilians for self-defense, it wasn’t the kind of weapon fit for the students of the academy.

Yet, for some reason, Professor Riyan had requested enough guns for all the students under his care.

A situation that was completely incomprehensible.

Normally, she would have dismissed it as some sort of mistake.

But since it was a document personally written and planned by Riyan himself, there had to be some hidden intention behind it.

Sion stroked her chin as she carefully examined the document and finally realized his true intentions when she read the line asking for ‘the lowest quality guns possible.’

“…I see! I never even considered using them that way.”

Using guns not as weapons, but as puzzles.

It was far outside of conventional thinking, but it actually made sense.

If it went well, it could even be turned into a new training method.

‘How did he come up with such an ingenious idea?’

She was genuinely curious.

“Well, then. I can’t just sit back and do nothing.”


The professor might see it as meddling, but once her interest was piqued, there was no helping it.

Her curious nature was something she hadn’t been able to fix, even after hundreds of years.

As she used magic to construct the shape of a gun, Sion smiled mischievously.

“Maybe I’ll lend him a little hand.”



 
  
    Chapter 6: You suit a sword better than a bow Part 2


The day life at the academy begins.

The students gathered in the classroom before the entrance ceremony couldn’t hide their excitement.

It’s understandable; this is the prestigious Imperial Academy.

Moreover, it was the classroom of Class A, which is among the top tier.

The entrance exam had a brutal competition rate.

It was evident how challenging it was to not only pass but also be assigned to Class A as an outstanding student.

Having overcome such obstacles, they were now recognized as true elites, and all that remained was the reward.

They were set to receive the best education under the best teachers and advance toward the peak.

Everyone believed without a doubt that such a future was in store for them.

“But there’s no such thing as absolute in this world.”

Let’s remind those entrenched interests who were born geniuses in prestigious families and take success for granted.

The truth that life doesn’t always go as planned.

I immediately set my feet in motion.

The sound of my heels clicking echoed.

Naturally, all eyes in the classroom focused on me.

Normally, my role would be to lead the students into the auditorium where the entrance ceremony was held after a brief self-introduction.

But that was too ordinary.

Nothing is as important in human relationships as the first impression.

I immediately made a grimace and sneered.

“Is everyone here just a bunch of lowlifes? Was it so hard to sit quietly and wait for a while?”

Insults came before greetings.

The fact that a different professor, not the one known for being iron-fisted, had arrived added to the confusion on everyone’s faces.

Though everyone kept silent, their expressions seemed to ask, “What on earth is this guy?”

I kindly introduced myself to such students.

“I’m the new professor, Riyan. I’m a commoner, so I don’t have a surname. I’ll be the one teaching you from now on, so make sure to remember my name.”

As soon as I finished my introduction, the murmurs grew louder.

A new professor with no experience.

It seemed they found it hard to accept that a mere commoner would be teaching them.

“Most likely, it’s the latter that holds more weight.”

Although the academy promoted equality as its motto, I had already sensed the subtle discrimination that was rampant throughout the school.

Otherwise, I wouldn’t be able to use the cliché of “the noble who looks down on the commoner protagonist and gets a reality check.”

I was relieved that this was an academy.

Just with a declaration of being a commoner, the public sentiment had dropped so easily that it was hard to hide my smile.

“…You guys, even so, to a professor!”

But perhaps it was a problem that the effect was too good.

A boy who heard my insults bristled and shouted.

With a righteous nature and a face so beautiful it could be mistaken for a girl, he had even entered as the top student despite suffering from magic insensitivity.

He looked every bit the protagonist, trying to shield me.

He must have felt a sense of kinship, being from a commoner background himself.

But for now, let’s just accept his goodwill.

I interrupted his touching speech before it even began.

…Surely, I had told them to shut their mouths.

“It seems you all lack any learning capability.”

‘It looks like special measures will be necessary.’

I furrowed my brow again.

The dark circles under my eyes from not being able to sleep due to stress last night contributed to my grim appearance.

“Take out your main weapons.”

I issued the order in the most forceful voice possible.

The sudden demand made even the protagonist who was trying to protect me pause, but I didn’t care about such reactions.

As I pretended to jot down the names of those who didn’t follow instructions, the process moved swiftly.

In no time, I had confiscated all the weapons and boldly declared without changing my expression.

“These are confiscated. If fools like you carry such excessive items, you won’t be able to develop your skills relying on weapons.”

Be it a spear, a new sword, or an important heirloom.

All of those items are hereby confiscated from this moment on.

“Until you are properly qualified, use weapons suitable for your level and gain experience.”

The treasure I had taken without permission was replaced with a single old handgun.

There was no way the students would just stand by and watch an act that was virtually robbery.

A foul-tempered blonde boy stood up angrily.

“Are you joking right now?”

I stared piercingly at that student.

The boy flinched at my murderous gaze, but he had no intention of retaliating.

“Do you have any complaints about my teaching policy?”

“Uh, that is…”

“If so, feel free to do as you wish. I have no intention of forcing anyone who wants to leave to stay. You can ask Professor Scott from Class B to transfer you.”

From the beginning, my goal was to pass all the students from Class A to Professor Scott.

It was fine for me to act like a useless teacher to get out of here.

But if the innocent students couldn’t attend class because of that and ended up being wiped out by the final boss, it would be a disaster like no other.

Since I was working hard to give off the impression of being a wicked professor, they should quickly realize that I was a rotten teacher and switch to another.

With that thought in mind, I tossed the boy his weapon.

His spear.

And I even handed him a note from Scott, stating that he could come to Class B if he wished.

The student stood there in a daze for a moment before awkwardly taking a step forward.

After all, everything is hard at first.

This should lower the threshold for the next deserter considerably.

“You’re not so foolish as to not know where the auditorium is, are you? There’s no time to waste on guiding you, so find your way on your own. Those who want to leave should take their weapons and go.”

I announced only the essential information needed so the students wouldn’t have to mind my gaze and left the room.

The expressions of the kids were markedly different from five minutes ago.

As I confirmed the completely frozen atmosphere one last time, I could now be sure.

In this contest, the outcome was undeniably my victory.

As soon as the professor left, the classroom became chaotic.

The topic of discussion was naturally the bizarre behavior of Riyan.

Given how extreme his attitude was, the students’ backlash was anything but trivial.

“If this is the case, let’s all move to Class B.”

“I should propose a change of professors to the principal.”

“I’ll use my family’s influence to get him fired.”

Everyone was just shouting their own opinions in the commotion.

Amid this scene, a girl spoke up.

“Do you all really think that the professor acted without any thought?”

Her voice was calm.

However, that simple statement brought an end to the uproar.

It was no surprise, as the girl was the most esteemed person present: the Empire’s second princess, Sylvia Leonhart.

“The opponent is a professor of the academy. Not just any professor, but one assigned to Class A, surpassing even the Iron Blood Duke. If one cannot comprehend the actions of such a person, then… It’s more appropriate to think that the problem lies not with him, but with one’s own inability to understand his true intentions.”

Her words were undeniably astute.

As she confidently met the gazes of everyone, she picked up the gun.

“Take a look at the gun we received earlier. You’ll understand what I’m talking about instantly.”

It was none other than the words of the Empire’s princess.

Everyone followed her command without hesitation…

And it took less than three minutes for gasps of astonishment to echo around the room.

The complex internal structure was transforming constantly, making it impossible to discern its shape.

Even if it were destroyed, it would immediately restore itself to its original form.

This was definitely not some old, junky pistol.

“It’s different from a gun that automatically absorbs magic and fires. Unless you manually control all the magic, the gun cannot be fired at all.”

She precisely injected magic into the cramped circuit.

A slight mistake in regulation would cause the frail circuit to burst immediately.

Yet if the speed were slowed, the power would weaken, so it needed to be both precise and fast.

“This… Isn’t it the same principle as magic enhancement?”

A student blurted out such words.

The princess thought, At least there’s someone here with a functioning brain, and smiled slightly.

“It’s taught only to the top students among the third years because a mistake can put your life in danger. But… what if we could utilize this?”

A technique that dramatically enhances physical abilities by injecting magic into the bloodstream.

Magic enhancement is difficult to teach, as operational errors can lead to organ damage, but this changes everything.

The circuit of the gun, extremely fine and constantly changing shape like the bloodstream.

If they practice injecting magic into this, they would naturally grasp the principles of magic enhancement.

Everyone’s faces turned pale once again.

To think that a technique like magic enhancement could be learned safely and easily!

There wasn’t a single person here unaware of the value of that.

“B-but, why didn’t that professor tell us about this? If he had explained it properly, we all would have accepted it without complaints.”

One question remained: why did Professor Riyan display such bizarre behavior?

But that thought lasted only a moment.

“It must have been to differentiate between students who follow instructions properly and those who do not.”

While practicing magic enhancement through that gun, some students would surely become arrogant.

Thinking they had mastered it, they would feel ready to try it out in reality.

But what if a mistake occurred?

An irreversible incident would soon follow.

“…Did he act that way for our sake?”

If they didn’t filter out those who acted recklessly, there might be casualties.

Professor Riyan’s overbearing demeanor stemmed from a concern for his students’ safety above all else.

“Damn, I didn’t know that…”

The student who had said he would use family pressure to get Riyan fired turned red in the face.

The expressions of the other kids were no different; they all failed to understand the professor’s true intentions.

They had insulted someone who had cared for them instead of expressing gratitude, so how could they lift their heads in shame?

The atmosphere turned solemn in an instant.

Watching this scene, Sylvia contemplated for a moment.

How far did that professor’s intentions go?

From the moment the saintess displayed no reaction to such outrageous behavior, she sensed that there was no ill intent behind it.

As soon as she held the old pistol and injected magic into it, she realized it was a training tool for magic enhancement.

But just one thing.

She could not fathom the professor’s thoughts.

The fact that she explained the professor’s purpose to the other students was mere whimsy.

She could have chosen to head to the auditorium silently.

In that case, Riyan would have surely found himself in a troublesome situation.

He might have genuinely been fired.

Yet the professor left without hesitation.

Did he think it didn’t matter if he was fired as long as it benefited his students’ education? Or… did he predict that such a reaction would lead to a complete reversal in evaluation and solidify his position even more than before?

No matter which way, he’s a man whose end is beyond comprehension.

Where did such a heavyweight come from suddenly?

How did he manage to create twenty of these guns?

I can’t say I know anything for sure, but… There is one thing I can say with certainty… Thanks to that new professor, my life at the Imperial Academy is bound to become quite enjoyable.

***

The dismissal that was so close at hand.

Suppressing a smile that wanted to slip out, I headed toward the auditorium, when I saw a familiar face in the hallway.

Silver hair, black eyes, and even horns.

It was impossible not to recognize the figure of Principal Sion.

I wanted to avoid getting involved with the madwoman who had promoted the person I’d cursed for having a terrible taste in food.

But it seemed like she spotted me first.

Sion waved her hand cheerfully as she approached me.

Given the situation, avoiding her was out of the question.

It would be better to make the most of this situation instead.

After all, I had something I wanted to ask.

A common cliché in academy stories.

Students are tested on how they handle emergencies, with a magical beast appearing during the entrance ceremony.

Finding out when it will appear so I can make a fuss about it.

If the cocky guy who bragged before ends up trembling in fear of the illusion, his reputation will fall to the ground.

I thought of this as I asked Sion.

“When will the magical beast attack during this year’s entrance ceremony?”

But Sion’s reaction was somewhat strange.


A moment of silence.

Then her eyes sparkled with excitement.

She tightly grabbed my hand and shouted.

“A magical beast attack! What a wonderful idea!”



 
  
    Chapter 7: Entrance Ceremony, Attack, and Ancestor Dragon Part 1


I feel like I could go crazy from the injustice at any moment.

I didn’t just blurt out those words thoughtlessly.

I had confirmed that the Academy has a Department of Illusory Magic.

I also noted that the useful material, the Illusory Beasts, wasn’t used in the entrance exam.

But all of that was just in vain?

“A mock attack using Illusory Beasts? You always come up with interesting ideas.”

Unaware of the turmoil within me, Principal Sion smiled brightly and praised me.

No matter how you look at it, my favorability rating was rising.

“…That was an inappropriate remark. If such a commotion occurs during the entrance ceremony, there might be injuries. Let’s consider this incident as if it never happened.”

I quickly tried to cover my mistake, but what came back was an exceedingly harsh counterpunch.

“Then there’s no problem. I’ll take responsibility and oversee the mock attack. There won’t be any injuries.”

It was none other than that Ancestor Dragon.

The great dragon that had been with the Empire’s founding and its history.

There shouldn’t be any issues with a matter that such a being is taking responsibility for.

It had become nearly impossible to find fault with its safety.

“This will be a great opportunity to test the students’ crisis management abilities. With the recent demon attack, it’s also necessary to raise the children’s awareness just in case.”

As the principal spoke, she paused for a moment.

She maintained silence for a few seconds before exclaiming, as if realizing something, “So that’s how you came up with that idea! You’ve been worried about the students’ safety since then!”

An attack on the Academy.

While we had fortunately managed to prevent previous attacks without any victims, there’s no guarantee that such events won’t happen again.

“That’s why the passionate professor, Riyan, who deeply cares for the students, wanted to foster their crisis management skills and came up with such a plan… so said the Ancestor Dragon.”

Even though it’s clearly my story, the sense of disconnection I feel is no joke.

“It’s all a misunderstanding. I’m not that enthusiastic about the students in the first place.”

Isn’t it said that dragons can see through lies? Then they should recognize that this is my true feeling.

“Haha, our new professor is quite the joker! If you aren’t a professor who cares for the students, then who else would care for them?”

She laughed heartily and patted my shoulder.

I should have known from the moment I promoted someone who insulted my tea in front of me that something was off.

It seems the Ancestor Dragon has completely lost her taste.

“Time is a bit tight for preparations… But I suppose it’s okay to leave the entrance ceremony proceedings to the student council president. It’s just a formal and tedious task anyway.”

Surely, we should at least adhere to the basic procedures, especially since both the Saint and the Empire’s second princess are enrolling.

However, my advice never left my lips.

The unpredictable Ancestor Dragon decided immediately and vanished somewhere.

I wonder if she went to the Department of Illusory Magic.

***

‘It feels like things are getting tangled up.’

If this training I proposed ends successfully and proves its effectiveness, it will surely become my achievement.

Mistakes can be overlooked in light of merit.

It might be that the Ancestor Dragon uses such a justification to shield Class A from criticism.

The unfavorable reputation I’ve worked hard to build would become useless in an instant.

‘…That can’t happen.’

A cold sweat naturally trickled down.

Of course, that was just considering the worst-case scenario, but my luck lately has been quite unusual.

Now, with the world conspiring against me, I must be extremely cautious.

I couldn’t just leave the success of the Illusory Beasts’ mock attack to chance and pray for it.

I swallowed hard and made my decision.

This training I proposed.

I would completely ruin it with my own hands.

***

The Entrance Ceremony of the Royal Academy.

Everyone’s face was filled with tension.

Of course, it’s normal for students to feel nervous before an important event.

However, unusually, it was the faculty who seemed more anxious than the students this time.

“How can we have the entrance ceremony without the principal…”

“Don’t you have any students who can use illusion magic? Gather all the illusionists, security department or not!”

“Are you kidding? With a mock invasion happening, what do you expect us to do by pulling out the security personnel?!”

The sudden whim of Sion had thrown everyone into confusion.

Everyone was half out of their minds due to the event that had been planned just ten minutes prior.

It was a chaotic situation.

The schedule was tight.

Yet, even in such circumstances, the work proceeded smoothly.

The Royal Academy, populated only by exceptional elites, made the impossible possible.

The commotion naturally died down, and the student council president, familiar with Sion’s whims, skillfully conducted the entrance ceremony.

Even the faculty, who had been flustered at first, wore solemn expressions as if nothing had happened in front of the students.

There were some students who found it odd that the principal was absent.

However, most students sat in their seats with fluttering hearts, feeling no real sense of unease… Finally, that moment arrived.

Kwah-ah-ah-ahng!

A tremendous explosion.

At the same time, the wall of the auditorium was blown apart.

Through the enormous hole appeared a giant monster.

It was the Minotaur, a beast from myth.

Its roar shook the ground.

The overwhelming presence left the students’ faces pale.

Instinctively, everyone was screaming at them to flee from the danger.

This was the real beginning of the test.

In this urgent situation, the professors’ role was to observe what decisions the students would make and what actions they would take.

However, my goal was to get branded as useless.

While the other professors quietly observed the situation, I panicked and shouted.

“Run away! This isn’t a training exercise!!”

My voice echoed loudly in the auditorium.

All the professors turned to me with puzzled expressions.

They all knew I was the one who had proposed this mock invasion.

This was merely a test to assess the students’ responses.

If a professor intervened, it would be meaningless.

That was a painfully obvious fact, but I didn’t care as I rushed toward the monster.

I grabbed a student who had frozen in front of the beast.

Before the giant axe it swung could reach her, I barely succeeded in rescuing her.

The young girl whimpered, thinking she had been saved.

Knowing that she would have likely been protected by the principal, I felt a bit embarrassed.

But, for the sake of survival, I decided to steel my face once more.

I stood in front of the monster and boldly shouted.

“Everyone, stand back! I’ll handle this beast!”

While the students admired my stance, the professors looked at me as if I were a lunatic.

My plan was falling into place.

If I botched this test and then claimed, “I was so panicked thinking the students were in danger that my mind went blank.

I completely forgot this was a mock exercise,” wouldn’t I get branded as a useless professor?

With a bit of luck, I might even aim for dismissal.

Of course, given that the plausibility was rather shaky, I could raise suspicion.

So, I needed to do my best to imitate an enthusiastic professor.

…Come at me.

I tried to strike a pose in front of the monster.

Imagining how much my reputation would plummet when it was revealed that this was merely an illusion beast, and that I had made a fool of myself, brought a smile to my face.

“P-Professor Riyan…”

With a confident stance, I aimed my sword at the massive enemy without backing down.

Whether it was a coincidence or not, this somehow created a scene that looked impressive.

I felt murmurs and the gaze of many onlookers from behind, but this was, in fact, a good thing.

The higher I climbed, the more striking my fall would be.

As my reputation rose, the backlash from revealing my blunder would naturally intensify.

I was certain of that as I faced the Minotaur.

However, amidst all this, I suddenly heard a strange sound beside me.

Squeak! Squeeek!

A rather endearing sound.

When I turned my gaze to confirm, it was, of course, an Orc, a standard fantasy monster.

But something about the Orc seemed off.


Its body was twisting, crackling, and glitching.

It was as if it were a fake beast created by illusion magic.

As I realized this, my face turned pale.

If that Orc was the illusion beast prepared by Principal Sion and was part of this trial… What on earth was the monster I was facing?



 
  
    Chapter 8: Entrance Ceremony, Attack, and Ancestor Dragon Part 2


The attack by the mythical beast was purely a coincidence.

It was a butterfly effect caused by my slip of the tongue. 

Of course, in the original story, such an event would never have occurred.

So, what happened during the entrance ceremony in the original story? What kind of event befell the protagonist to pique the readers interest?

The answer to that question was now right in front of me.

The Minotaur.

The ground shook again at the roar of the mythical beast.

Hearing that sound up close made my ears feel like they were going to tear apart, but I didn’t have the luxury to worry about my eardrums.

The huge creature was trying to take advantage of the distraction caused by its roar, swinging an axe the size of a house down at me in a dirty fighting style.

‘I really didn’t want to use this…’

With the students behind me and no guarantee I could avoid it properly, I once again took advantage of the special privilege the Empire had granted me.

The Empire’s proud ritual engraving technique.

Modifying the single-use defensive magic etched into my suit was a trivial task.

I stretched out my right hand in haste.

Hundreds of shields stacked one after another in front of me. 

Before I knew it, the barrier had expanded, enveloping both me and the students.

Whether it was because its species was different from something like an orc, the creature was smashing through the shields one by one with brute strength. 

Still, it would buy me some time.

I quickly surveyed the surroundings to assess the situation.

‘This is insane…’

I was wondering why the other professors hadn’t shown up yet, but the answer was clear as soon as I looked around.

The auditorium was in chaos.

It wasn’t just one monster that had attacked the entrance ceremony.

This was an organized, thoroughly planned terrorist attack. 

Though preparing multiple Minotaurs must have been difficult, as the rest of the beasts were weaker in comparison to the one before me.

Having the strongest enemy right in front of me was not exactly a blessing. 

How could I be this unlucky?

The loud thudding noises were growing even louder.

The barrier protecting us wouldn’t last much longer.

Angered by its persistent prey, the Minotaur was slamming its axe down like a mad beast.

‘How can I possibly defeat that thing…?’

There’s no way. 

‘If I were strong enough to handle a monster like that on my own, I wouldn’t have gone through all this trouble trying to leave the academy.’

All I’m really good at is analyzing and modifying rituals.

‘If the opponent were a magician, I might be able to make use of my strengths and struggle my way through. But this creature was just overwhelming me with brute force, which made it a terrible match for me.’

‘Relying on the students is impossible too.’

I briefly considered collaborating with the students behind me, but seeing as they were clinging to my back despite me telling them to retreat, it was clear they were in full panic mode.

There’s no way I could calm down terrified students and give them proper instructions to defeat a monster like that in such a short amount of time.

Some things are simply impossible.

‘In the end, there’s only one option left.’

I couldn’t defeat it myself. 

Collaborating with the students was out of the question, so I had no choice but to borrow someone else’s strength.

There was no time to hesitate.

I gathered my strength and shouted as loud as I could.

“Professor Scott, I need assistance!!”

I know my abilities were overestimated after the entrance exam incident. 

I know everyone believes I can handle that monster and is focusing on dealing with the other beasts.

In the middle of the battlefield.

I also knew my voice might not be heard clearly.

Nevertheless, I was certain he would come to my aid.

“If you ever need help, just say the word. I’ll lend you a hand, even if it’s just an old man’s.”

The steadfast old knight, the Empire’s Iron Duke, would never go back on his word.

***

I hear it.

The sound of an old man cutting through the wind.

With just one leap.

The silver-haired old man reached me and immediately raised his bloodstained sword toward the mythical beast.

“The young man is not someone you should dare to touch.”

His voice was calm yet chilling.

Sensing the hostility emanating from the old man, the monster roared and tried to swing its weapon.

But before the massive axe could even touch him, it was cleaved in two.

The monster, now weaponless in an instant, began to back away in fear, perhaps recognizing the insurmountable difference in strength between them.

“The price for laying hands on my benefactor will be your life.”

The old man calmly pronounced the creature’s death sentence.

A flash of light so swift it was impossible to follow. 

In an instant, hundreds, even thousands of cuts appeared across the Minotaur’s body.

The beast, now unrecognizable and shredded beyond recognition, didn’t even have time to scream before it met its end.

The white-haired knight, who had reduced the enemy to a mere pool of blood, nonchalantly turned to me and asked:

“Professor Riyan, are you alright? You’re not hurt, are you?”

Despite being drenched in blood and gore, his gaze was still full of concern. 

I nodded, trying to calm my startled heart.

‘Let’s make sure he never finds out that I became a professor by lying about how much I admired him…’

“Thanks to you, I’m safe. But more importantly, where exactly is the Ancestral Dragon right now?”

I asked the old man as he calmly wiped the blood off his blade. 

However, the answer came from someone else.

“He was likely in the Illusion Magic Faculty room. If he hasn’t shown up yet, it’s possible there’s an attack happening there as well.”

A black-haired man appeared from behind me.

I remembered who he was.


Professor Karon, an expert in illusion magic. 

It was his presence that had made me mistakenly believe there would be a simulated attack by phantom beasts during the entrance ceremony.

“Given the situation, it’s probably best that we deal with the beasts attacking this place ourselves. Could I borrow some of your remaining magic power?”

Karon suggested using a large-scale spell to wipe out the enemy in one fell swoop.
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Where had it all gone wrong?

The plan to infiltrate the academy as a professor for the organization had been successful. 

Over the past eight years, I had diligently built trust, fully integrating myself into this place.

Finally, the day of the decisive battle arrived. 

It was the perfect opportunity to destroy the academy, the symbol of the empire, and assassinate both the royal family and the saint.

But everything fell apart.

The demons I had gathered over a lifetime, and the grand plan I had been preparing for eight years, all went up in smoke.

A chilling cold engulfed the world. 

Spears of ice rained down from the sky, mercilessly piercing through the enemy. 

The frozen demons couldn’t even scream before their lives were snuffed out.

Standing alone at the center of the bitter cold was a newly appointed professor whom I, Karon, hadn’t even paid attention to.

‘Ah…’

It was only then that Karon realized his mistake. 

He had misjudged who he should have been wary of.

It wasn’t the empire’s ancestral dragon, nor the great war hero. 

It was that seemingly ordinary new professor who was the most dangerous of all.

***

“Illusion magic, you say?”

Looking back, ever since I first met Riyan through Professor Scott’s introduction, his demeanor had been off. 

He had been silently observing me, as if lost in thought.

He was the only one who ever looked at me with such a curious gaze, despite the fact that no one else had ever suspected me.

“Professor Riyan suggested it. We’ll conduct a mock assault using illusion demons for the entrance ceremony.”

On the very day I planned to carry out the real attack, out of nowhere, he proposed such an idea. 

I had already stationed all the demons, so I had no choice but to press forward with the plan.

That was undoubtedly a kind of warning.

‘You are already in the palm of my hand. I’ve seen through your entire plan, so don’t try anything foolish.’

But Karon foolishly failed to realize it.

***

“How many more times do I have to nearly die…?”

I had eavesdropped on the staff dormitory and overheard Riyan’s drunken laments, full of self-pity. Completely deceived, I fell for his act.

Even when there was no one around, he continued his charade of weakness. 

His thoroughness was enough to make even Karon’s head spin.

‘To act so helpless with that level of power…’

Even if two mages use the same spell, the structure of the magic can differ vastly depending on the caster. 

Thousands of runes and geometric patterns… 

To analyze such a complex structure instantly? And then modify it on the spot, making it your own?

There’s no way that’s possible in reality. 

And yet, that professor did it without breaking a sweat.

He turns the impossible into reality.

What else could you call such a person if not a genius?

‘The scope and power of the spell far exceeded what I had initially designed. Did he really revise the entire structure to be more efficient in that brief moment?’

The magnitude of the blizzard he summoned, the intensity of the spears of ice raining down from the sky—everything surpassed my limits by far.

Half of that fierce assault was focused directly on me. 

The defensive artifacts I had prepared for the ancestral dragon were nearly all exhausted.

“Please help me, Professor Scott! It seems the new professor is the spy leading this attack!”

In a final desperate act, I cried out. 

But what I received in return were nothing but murderous glares and violence.

How dare you accuse such an upright young man? You must be the spy. 

Even if you aren’t, just die already—Scott’s enraged expression was beyond shocking.

The man I had spent eight years carefully approaching was swayed in just a few days by this newcomer.

No matter what I do, I can’t keep up. 

That man is always several steps ahead of me. 

As his grip tightened around me, cold sweat trickled down my back.

‘This is no time to worry about prophecies.’

The greatest threat to the organization wasn’t some unknown girl. 

It was the man standing before me. 

As long as that monster of a man remained, the empire would never fall.

***

It was time to make a decision.

With the Iron-Blood Duke also involved, I had no more than thirty seconds left. 

I immediately dashed toward Riyan, who was still casting the spell.

No matter how much of a genius he is, there’s no way he can move while casting such a large-scale spell.

Overdrive. I force my magic to circulate recklessly. 

It doesn’t matter if my body can’t handle it. 

After all, I never intended to survive this.

“Professor Riyan!”

Scott rushed to shield him, but even the Iron-Blood Duke was drained of his magic. 

There’s no way he could withstand the explosion.

Agonizing pain surged through my body as it grotesquely swelled. 

Yet, all that appeared on my face was a relieved smile.

‘To eliminate a threat of this magnitude, the cost of a single life is nothing. It’s a bargain.’

A deafening roar echoed as a massive explosion greedily swallowed everything.

There should not have been a trace left behind. 

Everyone present in this place should have been erased by the overwhelming power.

That was the outcome that should have come…

“Disappear.”

Something was going terribly wrong.

His head felt dizzy.

His stomach churned violently.

His vision darkened at will.

As the world grew dimmer and dimmer, the last thing Karon’s eyes saw was a gigantic, silver dragon.

Karon, laughing while clutching Riyan’s arm, saw that enormous figure rapidly compress and vanish.

Dragon Speech, a distortion of the laws of the world.

With just a word, the headmaster of the Imperial Academy subdued the enemy and gracefully landed before two professors.

The massive dragon, whose majesty seemed enough to swallow the moon, had now reverted to the familiar form of a young girl.

“The ancestral dragon has come to save us!”

The empire’s undisputed strongest. 

Now that such a being had arrived, the students were certain they had nothing left to worry about and cheered in excitement.

But the one they cheered for did not share in their joy.

“Seven people injured. After confidently claiming I’d ensure the students’ safety, what a disgrace this is. I have no face to show you.”

The betrayal of a professor who had devoted eight years to the academy.

No one would have ever imagined that someone so diligent and hard-working was planning a terror attack behind the scenes.

But this was no act of fate.

A bit more caution could have surely prevented this horrific event.

“Especially you, Riyan. It seems I’ve wronged you more than anyone else once again. My shallow perspective is embarrassing.”

After all, this time too, that newly appointed professor had already seen through everything on his own.

“When I think about it, it was strange from the start. An attack by illusion demons? That could traumatize the more sensitive children. There’s no way you would have suggested something like that.”

Foolishly, I got excited over how fun it sounded and hastily planned the mock attack without thinking it through.

“Now that I think about it, that must have been your way of signaling me. You were warning me, without saying it outright, that the illusion magic professor was suspicious and likely planning an attack.”

A veiled warning, to avoid being overheard.

Yet I foolishly failed to realize it.

With this, I can’t deny being an unfit headmaster.

Riyan had gone out of his way to rely on me. 

And once again, I had failed to meet his expectations.

“That’s not it. It was merely a coincidence that the situation turned out this way. Please, raise your head.”

But Riyan spoke gently to Sion, who had grown despondent.

Moved by his kind words, emotion welled up inside me.

The reason why he would utter such an obvious lie with such a desperate expression—it was clearly out of kindness, to protect my pride.

And the ancestral dragon of the empire was far from naive, too aware to not recognize that gesture of compassion.

“…I’m truly fortunate. To have someone as talented as you on my side is truly reassuring.”

Sion struggled to hold back tears, placing a hand on the new professor’s shoulder. 

In her heart, she wanted nothing more than to throw aside formalities and embrace him.

But there was still work to be done.

Even if the other party had forgiven her, she wasn’t shameless enough to avoid taking responsibility for her own mistakes.

“Tell me what you wish for. Whatever your desire, I will grant it in the name of the ancestral dragon.”

If you want immense wealth, I will open the dragon’s treasure vault for you. 

With that, you could easily obtain riches that even surpass the empire’s gold reserves.

If you desire honor, I can make you royalty. 

I could wield the authority of the ancestral dragon recklessly and make that happen with ease.

A promise made in the name of a dragon is absolute.

Whatever wish Riyan speaks will surely be fulfilled.

“I want to quit being a professor.”


Of course, even a wish like that would not be an exception.

It was actually a request Sion had been hoping for.

With a bright smile, the ancestral dragon lightly patted Riyan’s back.

“Our minds are in sync! I’ll roast that old man and appoint you as the new headmaster, so wait just a bit longer!”
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The words the girl uttered as she patted my back.

A statement that far exceeded common sense left me feeling dazed.

What flashed in my mind was an image of myself as the Chairman.

A promotion from a new professor to Chairman. 

An unprecedented rapid rise that would surely make my name known throughout the Empire. 

Gaining fame would be easy, but… What good would that do?

Countless duties and responsibilities. 

Not only would it become even harder to escape from the academy, but additional risks, like death from overwork, would arise alongside the original plot.

Furthermore, there was the issue that the ousted Chairman and their faction would undoubtedly seek revenge against me.

“I’m sorry, but I must decline that offer.”

Promotion only has meaning if you’re alive to enjoy it.

I already make more than enough money as it is. 

There’s no point in being greedy and losing my precious life.

“The current Chairman is already doing an excellent job in their role. I don’t wish to rise in rank by taking someone else’s position.”

An old man, who had been mixed in the crowd, trembling alone at the First Dragon’s remark about removing the Chairman, suddenly collapsed to the floor and sobbed when he heard my words, but…

This situation was already troublesome enough.

I’d have to set aside the issue of my strange ability to easily bewitch elderly men for later.

“Are you speaking from the heart? This is a rare opportunity to leave your name in the history of the Imperial Academy.”

“Honestly, I’m struggling to handle the title of professor, let alone Chairman. If the First Dragon would allow it, I’d gladly resign from my teaching position this very moment.”

I responded to the First Dragon, who asked if I was being sincere.

It was 100% the truth.

I really hoped the First Dragon would understand my feelings, but unexpectedly, she puffed her cheeks in frustration.

“Alright, alright. I’ll respect your decision, so don’t say something so mischievous ever again.”

The girl made it obvious that she was sulking.

She rummaged through her belongings with her tail and finally handed me a golden key that shimmered brightly.

“Take as many gold coins as you want. If it’s too much for you to carry alone, I’ll even arrange for someone to help you.”

But I shook my head again.

It wasn’t that I had no desire for the gold. 

On the contrary, my greed was what made me act this way.

“I wouldn’t dare covet the wealth the First Dragon has accumulated.”

I already had plenty of gold coins.

The salary of an associate professor was beyond imagination, and I wasn’t sure if I could even spend it all before I died.

So, it was in my best interest to leave this situation with a clear conscience.

If something dangerous happened, I could use her as a personal bodyguard. 

If I subtly hinted that I was weak, she might even gift me a protective artifact.

“As a professor, it’s only natural to protect my students. I simply did what I was supposed to do. I’m not so shameless as to expect a reward for it.”

I smiled wickedly as I tossed out a suitable excuse.

With this, I had avoided all the death flags. 

Plus, I now had an extra insurance policy in place, just in case something went wrong. 

Overall, I was satisfied with the outcome.

Since the attack incident was resolved, I could finally get back on the path to being fired, but…

Professor Scott, who was standing beside me, let a single tear roll down his cheek.

In an instant, his eyes became watery. 

He grabbed my hand, looking like he was about to burst into tears, perhaps even biting his fist if left unchecked.

“To meet a fellow professor like you at the end of my career… I… I’m truly blessed.”

He sobbed uncontrollably.

I was startled, wondering if this man had eaten something strange. 

But to my dismay, everyone else around us seemed to react similarly to that old man.

They looked at me with gazes that would seem excessive even if a god descended directly onto the podium. 

Their eyes overflowed with respect as they stared at me intently.

My face naturally grew pale.

Frantically, I reviewed the actions I had taken.

Declining a chance for promotion, saying I wasn’t worthy of the position, all while humbly turning it down.

Even when offered a substantial reward of gold coins, I generously smiled and said that a teacher’s duty was to serve their students without expecting compensation.

‘This isn’t how a terrible professor should act!’

The mental energy I had expended while stealing Karon’s magic circle…

I was barely able to stand. 

With the First Dragon’s sudden proclamation on top of it, I had completely forgotten to continue my act as a terrible professor.

A monumental mistake. 

I tried to find a way to recover, but it was already far too late.

“…You never fail to amaze me. Don’t worry about the reward any longer. Even if you refuse, I will still present you with a suitable prize.”

The First Dragon placed her hand on my shoulder.

Her eyes gleamed with the intensity of someone who had just discovered the world’s most precious gem.

“To be honest, that was just a joke. I’ll take the gold coins after all, so please return the key.”

I made one last desperate attempt, but the people around me simply laughed, thinking I was joking to lighten the mood.

Even the professors who had kept their distance from me since the entrance exam, and those who were always so stiff, came over and patted my back, saying they didn’t realize I had such a side to me.

Reputation and practical benefits.

Unintentionally, I had gained both, and I laughed while crying.

‘Well, at least A-Class still remains.’

I could still get fired.

No one succeeds all the time, after all. 

This was just a step back to take two steps forward.

I decided to put my trust in my precious students.

I was betrayed by my precious students.

After the incident was resolved, the children gathered in the classroom once more. 

But not a single student from A-Class had transferred to B-Class.

“Why are all of you still here?”

I asked in genuine confusion.

But the students remained cheerful.

They were all smiling brightly.

Upon closer inspection, I realized they were each holding their primary weapons—the very ones I had confiscated by force.

“Who gave you permission to take your weapons back? I clearly stated that they’d be confiscated until you proved your skills.”

I scowled, my voice rising in anger.

Their blatant disregard for my orders was so absurd that I couldn’t help but use a harsher tone. 

Yet none of the students showed even a hint of guilt.

The Second Imperial Princess stood up as their representative.

With a smug smile, she opened her mouth as if she had done something praiseworthy.

“We all figured out the test a long time ago and passed it. There’s no need for you to continue with the act.”

Nonsensical words that I couldn’t make sense of.

Fuming, I was about to confiscate their weapons again, but my hand stopped momentarily.

She was Imperial Royalty—the most powerful of the powerful. 

Could I really afford to provoke her on a whim? If she held a grudge against me, would I be able to handle it?

‘Clever little brats…’

No wonder they were so bold. 

They must have found a way to counter my tyranny amongst themselves.

Indeed, if they came at me like this, I had no way to resist. 

Defying royalty and earning their enmity was as good as committing suicide.

I had no choice but to go along with their poor act.

“…You pass. The fact that you uncovered my intent so quickly shows that you’re worth teaching.”

The devils who forced my surrender cheered in triumph.

Even though they had just blackmailed me using royal authority, their innocent smiles, clapping, and celebratory atmosphere gave me chills.

“We’ll be counting on you, Professor Riyan! We’ll work hard so that we can be assigned to A-Class again next year and continue taking your lessons!!”

A female student, grinning, spouted a horrifying statement.

Until I returned to the dormitory after checking on the injured, the children continued to bombard me with outrageous remarks, never tiring of it.

Being stuck in this hell for another year? I would have preferred they insulted my family instead—it would’ve hurt less.

Left alone, I gritted my teeth and thought.

I couldn’t let things go on like this. 

I had to escape, no matter the cost.

…My feet moved before I even realized it. 

I was already running down the hallway after storming out of the classroom.

Fate was chasing me, forcing me into an inescapable promotion. 

The fear of that inevitability pursued me fiercely, so I couldn’t stop running, no matter how breathless I became.

Sion’s office.


I threw open the door and shouted at the top of my lungs.

“Please let me open a new course!”

The lecture that would go down in the history of the Empire as the worst class ever. 

That was my only way to ensure my survival.
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The freshman at the Imperial Academy.

Karen Raven did not like Professor Riyan.

It’s not because he was a commoner that she was discriminating against him.

It was because he was the one being discriminatory.

‘That cotton-picking black brat. How dare they apply to our academy without knowing their place?’

This comment, overheard beyond the door as she was about to leave the academy after her interview, had made her seriously consider canceling her application.

Her best friend was Asian.

She had long felt disgust, and even hatred, toward people who called perfectly decent individuals “yellow monkeys” and mocked them by slanting their eyes.

Those who judged others based on skin color or social status—none of them were decent human beings.

Naturally, that professor was no exception; he was clearly the kind of scum beyond any hope of redemption. 

So, the best approach was to avoid any interaction with him and steer clear as much as possible.

‘I was sure that’s what I had decided.’

However, it was Professor Riyan’s actions during the entrance ceremony that were now confusing Karen.

He was surely an extreme bigot, yet when a black girl had been trembling in front of a monster, he had thrown himself in harm’s way to save her without hesitation.

His behavior was so contradictory that it was hard to believe he was the same person.

‘Could I have misunderstood something?’ But then, what about the comment about the cotton picker? Is Professor Riyan a bad person, or is he a good one?

These were questions she couldn’t find an answer to. 

As she ruffled her bright yellow hair in frustration, Karen came to a conclusion.

‘I have no choice but to find out for myself.’

If it really was a misunderstanding, then it would mean Karen had judged him based on her own prejudice, and she would owe him a sincere apology.

‘And a perfect opportunity has just come up.’

Course registration had already ended. 

Normally, aside from the elective courses she had chosen and the mandatory ones assigned by the professors of her class, there wouldn’t be any other options.

But once again, the Founding Dragon had been fickle.

It had completely disregarded the academic schedule and accepted the late course opening request from the new professor, Riyan.

‘The competition will be stiff, but it’s definitely worth a shot.’

For some reason, Riyan had explicitly barred A-class students from taking his course, which meant she wouldn’t have to fight for a spot against the royals.

With her noble family’s influence and her connections, the chances of securing a spot were more than enough.

…A fierce battle ensued.

In some ways, it was even more grueling than the attack during the entrance ceremony, but in the end, she emerged victorious.

She had won the right to learn from the rising star, the genius professor who was on the ascent.

‘Now, I’ll finally get some answers.’

The days flew by in a blur.

Before she knew it, the day of the first class had arrived.

Despite being envied by students who had just barely missed out on registration, and with her heart pounding with anticipation, Karen attended Professor Riyan’s lecture.

Now, here she was…

Unexpectedly, climbing a mountain.

This mountain is definitely cursed.

Karen came to that conclusion after hours of hiking.

And for good reason—people who seemed perfectly fine would turn into liars as soon as they set foot on the mountain.

“Why are you young students so out of energy? Come on, just a little more and you’ll reach the top!”

An unknown middle-aged man, whom they met while climbing, said with a warm, friendly smile. 

But none of the kids believed him.

“How much farther? We’ve passed the halfway point, don’t worry.”

“This is the last uphill stretch. After that, it’s all flat.”

“Really, we’re almost there. Just hang in there for 30 more minutes, trust me.”

They had already been deceived by other liars before.

Karen felt like grabbing the collar of the man from the mountain entrance who had said even beginners could climb it easily. 

What on earth was supposed to be easy about this?

Her legs were trembling. 

Her clothes were already drenched with sweat, and every step felt sticky and uncomfortable.

As a noble lady, she had always learned to behave with dignity. 

But now, she had thrown all decorum to the wind and was panting like a dog, her tongue practically hanging out.

‘If only I could use magic, I wouldn’t have to go through this.’

Professor Riyan was watching them intently from behind. 

For reasons he wouldn’t explain, he had strictly forbidden the use of magic during the hike.

Since Riyan was a mage, it made sense that all the students taking this class were also magic majors.

There wasn’t a single one with muscles. 

All of them had soft, weak bodies, so moans of pain were coming from every direction.

“H-how much longer do we have to go…?”

For them, just walking on a well-paved path was already a daunting challenge. 

But that merciless professor wouldn’t even allow them that luxury.

They had to follow a brutal course, veering off the path, climbing rocky hills, with no clear end in sight.

Since many of the students at the Imperial Academy were nobles who had never gotten their hands dirty, it wasn’t surprising that a few of them were starting to tear up from frustration.

‘Why am I even doing this…?’

To be honest, Karen was among them. 

But thanks to her sweat-drenched face, it probably wasn’t that obvious. 

At least, that’s what she chose to believe.

***

They climbed steep hills and scaled cliffs.

Overcoming one hardship only led to another.

Everyone wanted to give up, but none of them had easily secured a spot in this class.

Sunk costs.

After fierce battles and intellectual sparring, they had barely managed to claim their place. How could they give it up so easily?

Each one of them fought desperately to avoid falling behind. 

For what felt like an eternity, they forced their trembling legs to keep moving.

But nothing lasts forever.

“We, we made it!!!”

The student at the front screamed.

The kids, who had been on the verge of collapse, perked up instantly and dashed ahead like dogs rushing toward their food bowls.

What they found was an old, dilapidated temple.

It was no coincidence that they had arrived here. 

This was surely the destination Professor Riyan had predetermined.

Everyone turned their attention to Riyan, expecting an explanation.

But for some reason, his reaction seemed odd.

“What on earth is he waiting for?”

He tilted his head, looking genuinely puzzled.

“Now that we’ve made it here, shouldn’t we begin the class? When exactly does the actual lesson start?”

“…You must be joking. Did you not even read the course title?”

A perfectly reasonable question was met with an answer that seemed to be pulled out of thin air.

“The course is called ‘Autonomous Reflection and Understanding of Magic.’ The goal is for you to train yourselves without relying on others. If I explain everything, that defeats the purpose.”

Vague words.

But the students gathered there were all sharp, and it didn’t take them long to figure out the real meaning behind his statement.

In short… they were supposed to self-study.

They had climbed all the way up here, only to be told to conduct their own research without any formal lesson.

“T-then why did we even climb up here?!”

Naturally, this outburst of frustration followed. 

But Riyan shamelessly declared without even changing his expression, “Why? Well, there isn’t much of a reason. I just thought it’d be nicer to study somewhere with fresh air.”

There’s a saying that young people should embrace hardship while they’re still young.

Enduring challenges helps them grow, so stop whining and be grateful to me instead.

Leaving those words behind, Riyan calmly walked away.

Everyone’s faces were filled with shock. 

He hadn’t even gone far before curses started flying from every direction.

Normally, Karen would have stopped them, no matter how much she disliked the person. 

But this time, things were very different.

She clenched her fists, trembling in silent rage.

‘What kind of person does something like this?!’

Tears of frustration blurred her vision.

She had never been so blatantly insulted in her life.

She couldn’t contain the rage welling up inside her.

She swore to use all the power of the Raven family to have this incompetent professor fired. 

Even that wasn’t enough to calm her down, so she took out her anger on a nearby tree.

Her specialty was ice magic.

She began firing ice spears recklessly at the tree.

But… something was off.

The size of the ice spear was abnormal. 

The massive spear flew at the speed of light, piercing through the large tree, which finally collapsed under the pressure.

With a deafening crash, the tree hit the ground.

Karen stared blankly at the scene.


There could only be one conclusion from this situation.

…This wasn’t just some abandoned temple.

It was the Great Spirit Vein.

The place where all the magic flowing through the land converged.



 
  
    Chapter 12: The Worst Lecture in the History of the Empire Part 3


Now that I think about it, something felt off from the start.

The person in question is a genius professor favored by the First Dragon.

Someone like that wouldn’t bring students all the way here on a mere whim without any particular reason, right?

Everyone was just too exhausted from the difficult climb to realize it, but if you think about it calmly, it’s easy to predict that there must be something special hidden in this place.

“I never would have guessed it would be the Great Leyline, though.”

One of the students muttered, sweating profusely.

From the look on his face, it was clear he still couldn’t believe the current situation, but it wasn’t something that only applied to that one boy.

Everyone, including Karen, was in complete shock at the sudden turn of events.

‘Why on earth is something like that appearing here?’

It was understandable because it was the Great Leyline.

The source of mana.

A place where all the energy of nature gathers.

A sanctuary directly blessed by the gods.

According to what Karen knew, this was the fifth Great Leyline discovered in the Empire. 

And judging by the amount of energy emanating from it, this one was on an entirely different level compared to the others.

Just by harnessing the energy, one’s magical power would increase explosively. 

Practicing magic here would likely boost training efficiency by more than triple, and that wouldn’t even be an exaggeration.

Having access to such a place was definitely a blessing, but Karen couldn’t understand why Riyan would take such actions.

‘Of course, it’s not like using the Great Leyline would wear it out.’

It’s human nature to want to keep something good to oneself.

Even if everyone could benefit from it, how many people would actually share it?

Yet, the professor casually revealed the location to everyone, which only added to the students’ confusion.

“Could it be… that he’s suggesting a contract? If we’re discovered, the royal family will definitely confiscate it. So he wants to privatize this place secretly with the help of our families.”

His commoner status.

He feared that the royal family would take the Great Leyline he discovered due to his lack of power.

Hence, he needed backing.

One student put forth this theory.

Sure, it was a plausible explanation, but…

“If he’s afraid the royal family will take it, why not just use it in secret by himself? That’d be much safer, wouldn’t it?”

It didn’t add up. 

There was no reason for anyone to trek all the way out here to such a remote location.

If he used it quietly by himself, there wouldn’t be any risk of being discovered. 

In fact, bringing other people into the mix would make it more dangerous, as the information could leak.

The professor surely wasn’t unaware of this simple fact.

Once again, the case slipped into a mystery. 

A riddle with no clear answer.

Silence fell over the group of students.

“M-Maybe… it’s all just a coincidence? Maybe the professor just happened to climb the mountain without any specific plan, and there just happened to be a Great Leyline here!”

Perhaps the silence had become unbearable.

A gloomy-looking girl proposed this hypothesis, but all it earned was disdainful looks from the others.

Her assumption was so intellectually questionable that even a five-year-old could come up with a more plausible theory.

Although no one voiced their thoughts out of consideration for the black-haired girl’s dignity, everyone was inwardly sighing, thinking, ‘I can’t believe someone this clueless attends the same Royal Academy as me.’

“I’m telling you, I’ve got really good instincts. I bet the professor didn’t even know the Great Leyline was here—”

Before the girl could finish, a friend next to her clamped a hand over her mouth, pleading for her to say something more reasonable.

Even if she wasn’t smart, at least she had the luck of having good friends.

Karen quickly checked the girl’s name tag.

‘Cassandra Meyril.’

The Meyril family was renowned for producing famous prophets and witches throughout generations. 

But judging by the looks of things, the family might meet its downfall in this generation.

A person who had mastered the difficult art of spatial magic.

A genius professor who single-handedly saw through the identity and plan of the spy infiltrating the academy and perfectly thwarted it.

And yet, to think that such a person would engage in these actions for no reason.

There’s a limit to nonsense.

It was so ridiculous that it evoked sympathy.

“This discussion isn’t going anywhere.”

Ignoring Cassandra’s remarks entirely, Karen spoke up.

Naturally, all eyes turned to her, but she didn’t care.

She had already planned to take the lead in this matter.

“Looks like our best bet is to ask him directly. Everyone wait here. I’ll go and find out.”

The highly talked-about, newly appointed professor.

To confront someone like that and probe for their true intentions—

It would be a lie to say I wasn’t nervous, but I originally took this course to learn more about Riyan,    didn’t I? 

There’s no reason to hesitate.

Karen took a deep breath and confidently moved forward.

Through what has been regarded as the worst lecture in the Empire’s history, I planned to sink the students’ morale to rock bottom. 

The two directions I came up with after much thought were as follows:

One was to be criticized for negligence.

The plan was to get paid as a professor but not actually teach, leaving the students to self-study, and thus earn their resentment.

The other was to be hated by the students.

In this case, the plan was to deliberately do things that the students would despise, making plenty of enemies and getting fired.

After pondering for a long time on which to choose, I eventually thought:

‘Why not do both?’

‘And that’s how I came up with this perfect plan.’

The horrible experience of being forced to join a hiking club on a holiday came in handy this time. 

I know better than anyone the agony of climbing a mountain, sweating alongside a bunch of old men, when all I wanted to do was play the new games piling up at home.

So, I decided to make the students climb a mountain.

I chose an unnecessarily grueling route, ordered them not to use magic—except for me—and made them suffer.

There’s nothing more dreadful than forced hiking.

And if they climbed all the way up here only to be told to self-study?

Even a saint would be driven to cursing.

On top of that, I threw in the infamous phrase, “It’s good to suffer while you’re young,” one of the worst sayings in Korean history.

Surely, by now, they must hate me as if I were their worst enemy.

***

-BOOM!

A deafening crash echoed in the distance.

A giant tree had fallen, pierced by a spear of ice.

The students’ venting on such a large scale was proof that their morale had indeed hit rock bottom. 

At this point, it was safe to say my victory was assured.

I smiled to myself, but the situation seemed to be turning even more in my favor than expected.

Footsteps rustled from beyond the bushes.

Apparently, they were still not satisfied after felling that innocent tree. 

One of the female students had decided to confront me on behalf of the group.

“What do you want? I told you all to self-study, didn’t I?”

Suppressing my smile, I muttered as rudely as possible. 

The blonde girl flinched, seemingly frightened.

As expected.

Her question was exactly what I had anticipated.

“…Professor Riyan, we want to know your true intentions. Why did you bring us here?”

After all the trouble I put them through, who would be convinced if I explained that I merely wanted them to self-study in a nice, open space? Even I wouldn’t accept such an excuse.

They must be turning the gears of hope in their minds.

‘There has to be some sort of trick. There must be some hidden purpose behind the professor’s actions.’

But too bad.

I was only planning to crush those hopes.

“You came all this way just to ask me that?”

I looked at her with an expression of pure contempt.

Building up layers of dislike, I finally prepared to deliver the knockout blow to her perceptions.

Why did I make them hike up a mountain?

Why was I making them suffer like this?

The answer was obvious.

“That’s because you’re my students.”

There was no particular reason. 

The suffering they were enduring was purely because they chose the wrong professor.

They should blame themselves for choosing me.

Hearing my unreasonable words, the girl’s eyes began to tremble. 

She couldn’t believe what she was hearing.

“J-Just for that reason…?”

But I, instead, looked at her calmly, as if her response didn’t make any sense.

“You are my students, so I brought you here. Do I need more of a reason than that?”


An outright declaration of senseless torment.

Tears began streaming down her cheeks.

As she collapsed helplessly onto the ground, I looked down at her and smiled wickedly.

The birth of the worst professor in the Empire’s history.


	





 
  
    Chapter 13: To make a name for oneself Part 1


The world is full of selfish people.

Karen had never once doubted that fact.

Growing up as the daughter of a wealthy, prestigious family, she had been burned by people so many times that she was sick of it.

A friend she thought was her closest sold her out to a crime organization for just a few silver coins, or her illegitimate sister tried to poison her in an attempt to kill her.

It was human nature to betray and cut ties with others easily for one’s own benefit, no matter how close they were.

If friends and family were like this, how could she expect anything better from strangers?

‘That’s why it’s easier not to trust anyone from the beginning.’

Her friend only approached her with the intention of extorting money from her, and the kind older sister who always smiled brightly and gave her piggyback rides actually hated her more than anyone else.

Rather than realizing this fact later, suffering in pain, and shedding tears, it was much better not to trust anyone.

‘Otherwise, I’d just end up even more hurt.’

Despite being betrayed by that friend from the East, she still couldn’t stand hearing racist remarks.

Whenever someone made one, she would get furious, thinking her friend was being insulted.

Her affectionate nature couldn’t be changed no matter how hard she tried, so the only option left was to let no one into her heart.

After all, wasn’t the world driven by calculations of profit and loss?

Everyone acted solely in their own self-interest.

Sweet words always had a hidden agenda. 

If you were deceived by them, you’d inevitably be betrayed.

Because people are selfish.

There’s no such thing as kindness without a reason in this world.

There’s no such thing as kindness without a reason, but…

“It’s because you are my students.”

The man standing before her spoke.

He said that the reason he revealed this place to them was simply because they were his students.

She couldn’t believe it. 

It made no sense to show such kindness to people he had just met today for such a trivial reason.

However, the man looked at Karen with a calm expression, as if he couldn’t understand her reaction.

“I brought you here because you are my students. Do I need any reason beyond that?”

…He’s serious.

There’s no way he could make a face like that unless he meant it. 

This man was speaking with complete sincerity.

That it was only natural for a teacher to care for their students. 

That he was just doing what he was supposed to do.

Her vision blurred. 

Her legs gave out, and tears began to fall. 

She couldn’t bear how guilty she felt for even briefly doubting someone like him.

“I… I hated you, Professor. I misunderstood you and hated you on my own, but you…”

Her guilt made it hard to speak.

This time, she wasn’t the one being betrayed. 

She had betrayed the heart of someone who trusted her.

She looked at Riyan, thinking, ‘He must be angry. He must be thinking, “How could you do this to me when I’ve devoted myself to you?”’

But… the professor’s face was calm.

Even though he knew his student hated him, he seemed unbothered, smiling as if he had been waiting patiently all along.

“Even if you don’t like me, I’m still your teacher. That will never change.”

Riyan reached out and helped Karen to her feet.

The new professor looked into her eyes and made a declaration.

“I will never abandon my students.”

‘Even if you hate me, you’re still my student. As long as that fact doesn’t change, I’ll never cast you aside. So, I will forgive you.’

Riyan placed his hand on her shoulder.

For the first time, the professor smiled brightly and said, “Let’s do our best together for the next year.”

It was a gentle encouragement. 

The warmth from the professor, who had always seemed so cold, melted her heart.

Tears, this time of a different kind, began to flow down her cheeks again.

However, she quickly wiped them away.

There was something she had to say. 

A feeling she had to convey. 

So she couldn’t stop here.

After thanking Professor Riyan, she immediately left the room.

***

When she returned to the temple, Karen relayed the professor’s sincerity and the conversation that had just taken place to the other students.

Most of the children gathered here were from prestigious families. 

Like Karen, they only knew a cold world driven by calculations of profit and loss.

And so, the sincerity reached them.

The teacher’s unconditional devotion to the students. 

Everyone couldn’t help but shed tears in response to such boundless grace.

Without a word, they all looked at one another.

No conversation passed between them, but they knew what each other was thinking and what decisions had been made.

How could they not repay such kindness? After all, there couldn’t be people in the world so shameless as to not repay such a favor.

A power so weak and insignificant.

Compared to Professor Riyan’s abilities, it was truly nothing.

But if even this insignificant power could be of use to him, they would gladly dedicate their lives. 

They would use every ounce of power and influence they had to protect him.

They all nodded in agreement.

It was the moment when a personal guard was formed, though the professor himself had no idea.

What are the odds of selecting twenty random students, and all of them being hiking enthusiasts?

Though I’ve never majored in statistics, I know that probability is close to zero. Unless the world’s gone mad, such a thing could never happen.

But the world had gone mad.

“Professor Riyan’s lecture? …I can’t tell you much since it’s classified, but it was the best class of my life.”

How low has my reputation fallen, I wonder. 

Yet, as I smiled brightly and checked my standing, for some reason, my popularity was skyrocketing.

No matter how much I thought about it, it didn’t make sense.

A hike with a superior with a terrible personality? No sane person would enjoy that.

I wondered how this situation had spiraled out of control, and then… I hit the jackpot.

The greatest leyline in history had appeared.

‘Why on earth is something like this suddenly here?’

It was as if I dug up my front yard to plant flowers and struck oil. 

This absurd situation left me utterly speechless.

The abandoned temple called Ryudo on Mount Fuyuki.

How could anyone have predicted that a leyline of such magnitude was flowing beneath it? It was an outrageous stroke of bad luck.

But once water is spilled, you can’t scoop it back up.

Even if I claimed it was pure coincidence that I discovered the leyline, no one would believe me now.

Instead, they’d probably praise me for my humility, and my evaluation would only rise.

Full marks on my lecture evaluation. 

Praised as the greatest class in imperial history, acknowledged for my contribution, and promoted.

That was the only conclusion allowed for me.

Fate was squeezing my neck, telling me not to leave this place. 

To stay trapped here and die.

‘I should never have set foot here from the start.’

In both my previous life and this one, I had prided myself on my luck.

An 80% win rate in rock-paper-scissors. 

I’d even won second place in the lottery several times. 

But ever since I entered the academy, nothing had gone my way.

It’s gotten to the point where I wonder if I’m being haunted.

I don’t mean that as a joke—I genuinely feel like someone’s watching me from outside my window every night.

To top it all off, the last time I left the academy, I stumbled across five mutilated corpses.

They all had the emblem of the Thieves’ Guild on them, so they must have been trying to assassinate some big shot and gotten themselves killed instead. 

But that doesn’t make it any less disturbing.

…Maybe I really do have no choice but to accept my fate.

Not to mention, Principal Sion said, “Just wait, I’ll bestow upon you a reward that can’t even compare to the chairman’s inauguration.”

The odds of me being fired from this academy were shrinking by the day. 

I should start preparing for the possibility that I won’t be able to leave.

As I thought back on everything that had happened so far:

Demons at the entrance exam.

If they had hit my vital points, I would’ve been dead.

A mythical beast at the opening ceremony.

If the old man had been even slightly late, I would’ve been dead.

A fellow professor who turned out to be a spy.

If I hadn’t figured out his true identity, I would’ve been dead.

It’s only been two weeks since I started working here. 

Just two weeks, and I’ve already nearly died three times.

…No.

The very premise is wrong. 

Staying in this hellhole is no different than committing some sort of novel suicide.

Tears blurred my vision at the hopelessness of it all.

Unconsciously, I clasped my hands together.

A desperate prayer to anyone who would listen, begging to be saved from this place. 

Of course, I didn’t really think that praying would make it happen.

It was just an act to soothe my mind.

An act to soothe my mind, and yet…

I heard a cooing sound.

A pigeon flew through the open window and dropped a letter in front of me. 

Mesmerized, I broke the seal and opened it.


[Have you considered transferring to Lyon Academy?]

As soon as I read that sentence, my mind went blank.

So, in the end…

It seemed that the gods had thrown me a golden lifeline.



 
  
    Chapter 14: To make a name for oneself Part 2


The Chairman of Lyon Academy.

Karin felt like she could fly with joy at any moment.

‘See? You never know unless you try!’

Honestly, even she had been half-doubtful about her proposal.

A mere principal of a small, backwater academy daring to overreach? She expected to be ridiculed for her boldness, but she still decided to take a chance at recruiting talent.

And it worked.

The new professor who was the talk of the town, Riyan, had accepted the offer without hesitation.

With such a famous genius professor joining, our academy will finally make a name for itself.

Karin walked with a light, dancing step, lost in happy thoughts.

She was headed to the office of that annoying head of administration.

When she’d been tricked by a swindler who sold her a dragon egg that turned out to be a mere chicken egg, that man had mocked her endlessly.

There was no way she’d miss this golden opportunity to knock him down a peg.

***

Bang! Without knocking, she slammed the office door open.

Proudly, she puffed out her chest and declared, “You might want to take back that comment about my head being empty! Do you know who I’ve recruited this time? Riyan! Yes, Riyan! The hot topic of the academic world, the new professor!!”

By Karin’s calculations, the head of administration should have immediately fallen to his knees, crying with gratitude, begging for forgiveness for ever doubting her abilities as the chairman.

Once he’d exhausted himself from tears and apologies, she would magnanimously pat him on the back, and they’d throw a celebration party together.

She had even bought fireworks for the occasion.

They explode into rabbit shapes, and she was already looking forward to it.

However, the head of administration’s expression was… strange.

Her face paled, and beads of sweat began to roll down her forehead.

With a trembling voice, she asked Karin, “Did you say you poached a professor from the Imperial Academy? Are you out of your mind?”

The head of administration looked as though she might burst into tears as she frantically explained the situation to Karin.

Imperial Academy professors were responsible for training high-ranking officials of the empire.

They were entrusted with the empire’s most classified techniques and rituals.

And…

Poaching such a person could be considered a severe crime against the state.

“Quickly, retract the offer. I don’t care if you send a crow, an owl, or whatever! Just make it so that proposal never happened!”

At her urgent plea, Karin moved swiftly, scribbling a letter saying that unfortunately, circumstances had changed and to please disregard the proposal.

The pigeon took the letter and flapped its wings into the sky.

Had they been waiting for a reply all along?

Before long, the pigeon returned with a letter attached to its leg.

[Sorry, but I cannot accept that. I am determined to transfer to Lyon Academy, no matter what.]

Sweat dripped down the head of administration’s back.

She cast glances at the clueless chairman.

She could guess why the other side was acting like this.

“Just to be clear, you did use the special stationery for confidential messages when sending the job offer, right?”

“Of course! Didn’t I buy that special paper that bursts into flames as soon as it’s read?”

Karin’s confident reply.

The head of administration sighed and massaged the back of her neck.

“Do you really think that a professor, who has mastered even the most difficult space magic, wouldn’t be able to put out a small fire?”

“You should’ve used the proper stationery stored in the warehouse!”

The academy had plenty of paper that incinerated even concepts and ideas.

There was no need to ask why Karin had chosen the other one.

She probably just wanted to try it because flaming letters seemed cool.

“Now, they have solid evidence that we tried to poach their professor!”

The head of administration ruffled her hair in frustration.

It was obvious why Riyan was doing this.

It was a bribe.

He wanted them to make a more generous offer to keep his mouth shut.

Though the chairman might not be the brightest, she was obscenely strong.

Her academy, founded by a former mercenary king, had ample funds.

But their opponent was an Imperial Academy professor.

It would not be easy to offer a bribe that would satisfy someone like that.

They might end up blowing through ten years’ worth of the budget.

‘But… there’s no other way.’

There was no point expecting any subtlety from this chairman.

Once the investigation started, the truth would come out in no time, so they had to find a way to keep Riyan quiet, no matter what.

The head of administration bit her lip as she stuffed fifty large chests full of gold coins.

It was enough to buy three islands with ease.

The financial hit would be devastating, but she resolved to make the chairman responsible for earning the money back.

Having steeled herself, she sent off the chests.

***

The next day, she foamed at the mouth when the chests returned.

[I cannot be swayed by mere bribes.]

There was a single note attached to the unopened treasure chest.

The oblivious chairman, smiling brightly, wondered aloud if perhaps Riyan genuinely liked their academy.

“Get a grip, Chairman. We’re dealing with a professor from the Imperial Academy, an institution run by the great Founder Dragon himself.”

The Imperial Academy was a dream workplace with the best treatment, benefits, and honor.

No one could match its prestige.

Why would someone in such a position possibly want to come to Lyon Academy?

Even overconfidence had its limits.

“This is clearly a message. He’s telling us not to think we can silence him with this paltry sum.”

“Special measures are needed.”

She swallowed hard and sprang into action.

First, she doubled the amount of gold.

[Why do you keep sending me gold? I genuinely just want to move to Lyon Academy.]

The chest returned again, but this was still within her expectations. She immediately played her next card.

She doubled the amount of gold again.

This time, she sprinkled in some rare jewels that the chairman had discovered while adventuring through the desert during her mercenary days.

[How many times do I have to tell you that I don’t need these things?]

…She hadn’t expected him to reject even this, but it was fine. 

This was still within the realm of her expectations.

Unshaken, she increased the proportion of jewels and sent the chest back once more.

The amount was enough to buy an entire city.

Who could possibly refuse such an enormous fortune that even the famously wealthy Golden Archipelago would envy?

[Is someone switching my letters midway? Why do you keep ignoring what I say?]

…The other person didn’t seem to be normal.

How was it possible that he wasn’t satisfied with so many treasures?

She couldn’t understand what the professor was thinking, but it was still okay. 

So far, everything was still narrowly within the scope of what she had planned.

The trump card should always be saved for the final moment.

She still had the most precious treasures—artifacts that the chairman had collected during her time as a mercenary king.

Priceless relics.

She filled a large chest with them and sent it off once more.

She had now offered everything she possibly could.

There was no way this could be rejected.

It was impossible for this to be rejected.

[Please stop bombarding me with gifts. How many more times do I have to tell you to understand my sincerity?]

The message returned once again.

The response far exceeded her expectations.

The head of administration’s face was overtaken with shock.

“See? If he’s rejecting even this, he really must want to join our academy! He wasn’t thinking about taking a bribe at all!”

Chairman Karin reassured the head of administration not to be afraid, but there was no way to feel reassured.

“The problem is that he doesn’t want a bribe.”

If the person had been someone greedy for money, they could have solved the problem with their amassed wealth. 

But if he truly was someone who didn’t care for bribes, what did Riyan want?

Why did he keep insisting that they didn’t understand his sincerity?

If he was someone so upright that he wouldn’t accept bribes, what kind of option would such a person present to those who committed a crime?

…To confess their sins and accept punishment.

Before I say anything, you should admit your wrongdoing yourself.

That must have been the sincerity Riyan was trying to convey all along. 

Now, they had only one option left.

She placed a hand on Chairman Karin’s shoulder.

With tears streaming down her face, the head of administration opened her mouth.

“We… should turn ourselves in.”

[Lyon Academy’s misconduct exposed.]

[The new professor who revealed the truth, unshaken by bribes.]


[It was actually my own push to transfer; I even lied to protect the small academy’s principal.]

[The Founder Dragon takes action, vowing to step down if punishment is handed out.]

[Mercenary King Karin, moved to tears by the professor’s actions, says: ‘I will repay this grace once I finish my two-week sentence.’]

[A paragon of integrity and nobility. Who exactly is the new professor of the Imperial Academy, Riyan]



 
  
    Chapter 15: Princess Maker Part 1


An individual with integrity and noble character, an outstanding talent. Who exactly is Riyan, the new professor at the Imperial Academy.

My hands trembled as I held the special edition article.

This was the first time I had ever felt such disbelief.

What surprised the author the most during the visit to the academy for an interview was the cold attitude of the new professor.

In most cases, people would try to put on their best behavior and warmly welcome the author. 

But this professor? He cursed and kicked the author out.

As a person, I couldn’t help but feel offended. 

Reflecting on it now, it’s quite embarrassing, but I was so upset by his rude behavior that I even vowed to write an article exposing it to the public.

Fortunately, I didn’t make that mistake thanks to a student named Karen.

Not only did she react swiftly and alone during a sudden attack at the entrance ceremony, but she also threw herself in front of a monster without hesitation to save a fellow student in danger.

Upon hearing her tale of heroism, I couldn’t help but let out a small ‘ah’ of admiration.

Looking back, I had only focused on the professor’s cold attitude. 

Not once did I stop to think why he might have acted that way toward me.

Fifty minutes until his class started.

If a professor so dedicated to his students found himself on the verge of breaking a promise to them because of an interview, wouldn’t he be angry and throw someone out? In fact, welcoming me with open arms would have been more strange.

Realizing this and reviewing the situation, I felt a chill down my spine. 

I finally understood the true nature of that professor.

Had I not met that student by chance, I would have written an article criticizing the arrogance of the new professor. 

His reputation would have undoubtedly suffered, and his career could have been hindered.

This new professor never flattered me, nor did he care about public opinion. 

He acted according to his principles.

He couldn’t care less about how others judged him.

He simply does what he believes is right. 

As long as he can live without shame, what does it matter what the world says?

That’s the kind of person this new professor is.

Therefore, there’s no hesitation in his actions. 

And because of this, he is more noble than anyone.

Many officials of the Empire boast of their integrity, but how many of them can truly look up to the heavens without a single stain of shame?

How many people can act on their unwavering beliefs without being swayed by trivial matters?

I can say with certainty that Riyan will undoubtedly make the Empire greater.

That professor’s existence is a blessing from the gods.

***

Cromwell Edelphilt, Reporter for Monthly Empire

He had yelled at me to get out and even sprinkled salt, yet what returned was an article full of praise.

At this point, it would be more accurate to categorize this as fiction rather than a news article.

However, regrettably, the credibility of the publication is considerable. 

It’s a famous news outlet, on par with something like Time magazine in modern-day terms.

Moreover, that meticulous reporter, as if suspecting people might think the article was too favorable toward me, even included evidence to refute any suspicions of bribery.

That reporter… my life would be so much easier if he had never met me.

Because of that article and a previous incident, my fame was now spreading across the entire Empire.

‘This is driving me crazy.’

I’m human, after all. 

I don’t dislike fame. 

But dying for it? That’s something I absolutely refuse.

The more this image of me as the ‘genius professor of the Imperial Academy’ grows, the harder it will be for me to escape.

This kind of attention only tightens the noose around my neck.

As for that reporter, Cromwell, next time he shows up, just sprinkling salt won’t be enough.

I’ll find a way to make him write a 5,800-word insult about me.

Grinding my teeth, I crumpled that cursed article and threw it across the room.

It flew in a beautiful arc and landed perfectly in the trash bin.

Watching that, I somehow regained a bit of inner peace.

‘In moments like these, you have to focus on the positives.’

What’s important is an unbreakable spirit. 

No matter how hopeless the situation, giving up halfway is never an option.

Though I lost much because of this ordeal, I also gained something.

Instead of giving up, I should focus on what I’ve harvested and prepare for the future.

Reaching that conclusion, I pulled out a crystal orb from my pocket.

The advising crystal. 

It was a reward from Director Karin and her subordinate, accompanied by their thanks.

It’s said to be the most valuable artifact they owned.

The effect was simple yet absurdly powerful.

The crystal orb granted the optimal advice needed to achieve the future the user desired.

‘It’s practically like cheating and looking at the answer sheet.’

If the world kept playing tricks and preventing my dismissal, I would fight back using equally dirty tactics.

Resolving myself, I placed my hand on the orb.

Soon, the crystal shattered, releasing a swirling mist.

The mist formed into letters.

[The Imperial Royal Family is doomed to fall. If you wish for a peaceful life, keep your distance from them.]

But the content was so vague.

In a situation where I didn’t have the cheat of knowledge from the original story, it was certainly helpful to know what might happen in the future. 

‘Still, wasn’t the message too random?’

‘I needed a perfect plan to make sure I got fired from the Academy, yet it was telling me to avoid getting involved with the Royal Family?’

‘I’d heard this artifact gives the most necessary advice to its user, but how could that possibly be what I needed right now?’

As I was lost in thought, confused by the message, there came a knock at the door.

Before I could even grab the doorknob, the person on the other side ignored the security lock and flung the door open.

Silver hair, black eyes, and large horns.

The First Dragon of the Empire grinned brightly and announced, “Prepare for an audience immediately! The Emperor himself wishes to commend you for your achievements.”

…It was then that I finally understood the meaning of the advice.

‘Let’s just keep it simple. No more, no less, stick to the middle ground.’

That was the conclusion I came to as I sat in the carriage headed for the Imperial Palace.

‘There’s nothing good in acting strangely.’

While I may have thrown a fit and sprinkled salt at that reporter Cromwell, there was no way I could be so rude to the Emperor.

Make no lasting impression.

Behave as ordinarily as possible.

Even if I wanted to behave poorly to get fired, today I’d hold back.

Imagine telling the Emperor, ‘All the achievements I made were due to pure luck. 

I’m unqualified, and instead of receiving a reward, I should be dismissed.

I could already see the Emperor thinking, ‘How humble can one be!’ and marking me in his good graces.

I wasn’t naïve enough to not anticipate that.

‘Just give a reasonable thanks, show appropriate appreciation, leave at the right moment, and be forgotten. That’s the best approach.’

Avoid getting involved with the Royal Family and get out of there quickly.

With that goal in mind, I prepared for the audience.

As I was meeting the ruler of the nation, there were many things to prepare and protocols to follow.

But I didn’t have to worry about any of that.

That’s what servants are for in the Imperial Palace.

All I had to do was stay still, and they would take care of everything.

After being thoroughly cleaned, dressed in attire appropriate for an audience, and decorated by dozens of servants, I sat on a soft sofa, waiting for my call.

It wasn’t long before a servant came to fetch me.

A grand hallway, leading to an enormous golden door.

Through the gap, I could start to see the throne.

All that was left was to listen to a bit of talk, seize the right timing, and withdraw.

Since I’d decided not to pull any reckless stunts today, there was no room for trouble.

No room for trouble at all.

There shouldn’t be any room for trouble.

“There… it’s been quite some time, hasn’t it?”

A sudden, unexpected remark.

My head automatically lifted from its bow, breaking protocol.

When I met the Emperor’s eyes, my face froze in shock.

The feeling I had when I saw the Emperor’s face wasn’t respect or intimidation.

It was a strange sense of familiarity.


“I’m glad the job I recommended suits you well.”

The old man I had helped without much thought.

The mysterious figure who had repaid me by offering a professorship at the Academy.

He was standing right in front of me.




 
  
    Chapter 16: Princess Maker Part 2


‘I had thought it was suspicious from the start.’

The famous Huangli Academy—how many big shots would have the power to place someone in such a position?

It was clear they had to be some high-ranking figure.

That much, I already knew.

‘But this is way too high.’

I never expected it to be the Emperor of the Empire.

My plan to avoid any involvement with the royal family had apparently failed months ago. 

Maybe that’s why the crystal ball had given me advice on the royal family.

The crystal ball wasn’t warning me to avoid them; it was telling me to run because I was already entangled with them.

My head started spinning, but despite the dizziness and headache, the conversation flowed smoothly.

“Father? Have you met him before?”

The first prince of the Empire, with white hair and golden eyes, gazing at the Emperor, asked the question.

The white-haired old man gave a playful smile.

After a brief moment of thought, he made an unexpected declaration.

“He’s the young man who saved my life once before.”

At those words, everyone’s faces turned to shock. 

No matter how I looked at it, my reputation was skyrocketing—a terrible omen. 

I had to stop it.

I had to, but I couldn’t.

After all, it was true that I saved the Emperor.

“When the young man I encountered suddenly told me I seemed cursed, I dismissed him as a lunatic and didn’t engage. But he persistently followed me.”

My life is my most precious possession.

That’s a fact I can’t deny.

But that doesn’t mean I don’t value other people’s lives.

If I can save someone, it’s better to save them.

If a few words can save someone, letting them die out of laziness would just make me a madman.

That’s why I followed the old man.

“A suspicious spell, similar to a protection spell but entirely different in nature, had been cast on me. He spoke so seriously that I decided to check, just in case.”

I’ve memorized all the components of spells, from the meaning of runes to how their placement alters formulas.

Though I have barely any magical power, making it nearly useless, for some reason, I excel at deciphering and modifying spells.

“There was just one stroke’s difference. Out of tens of thousands of runes, only one was different. Kingdom sorcerers must have spent decades developing that assassination spell.”

The “one stroke’s difference” was an exaggeration.

The third rune had rotated about 30 degrees more than it should have, and some of the runes were arranged incorrectly.

But I kept my mouth shut, knowing that correcting him would only cause more misunderstandings.

“That young man saw through the spell in an instant and destroyed it. I was shocked and offered him a great reward, but he refused.”

…It wasn’t out of kindness that I said those things.

The old man looked like a beggar, but no one would cast such an intricate curse on an ordinary beggar.

I figured he had to be some wealthy noble, so I played hard to get to wring out a better reward.

“He said that helping others is only natural, and refused any reward. I had to stop him as he turned to leave. So, in my haste, I offered him a teaching position…”

And now, here we are.

The Emperor concluded his lengthy explanation with those words.

He added a remark to his children, as if he were teaching them how to choose successors: ‘You should never let go of such talent.’

“Enough lecturing for now. Riyan, I knew we would meet again, but I didn’t expect our reunion to be so soon. To think you’d achieve so much in such a short time.”

I wished he would leave me alone to chat with his children.

But, unaware of my thoughts, the Emperor continued to list my accomplishments—the well-known events at Lyon Academy, and even the more hidden ones.

The defeat of the 72 Great Evils.

The killing of Karon, one of the leaders of the End Bringers.

As each feat was mentioned, the gazes of the nobles and royal family members shifted.

Respect, awe, and greed—all kinds of emotions and ambitions mixed together, making my head spin and causing dizziness to wash over me.

But my actions remained steady. 

My policy of behaving as blandly as possible hadn’t changed.

A desperate nod.

‘Thank you. I’m truly honored.’

Repeating such empty phrases, time passed quickly.

***

“You may choose any item from the royal treasury. Even if it’s a national treasure, I’ll allow it to be taken.”

“Y-Your Majesty, that’s…”

“…I’m deeply offended. Do I need your permission to reward this young man?”

Please just fire me instead.

That thought almost slipped from my mouth, but I held it back.

The Emperor saw me as an invaluable talent he couldn’t afford to lose. 

If I tried to quit the academy, he would surely offer me a position in the royal court.

But that royal court is doomed. 

I had no intention of leaving one hell only to step into an even worse one.

“Now, you may be dismissed.”

After continuing to act as modestly as possible, the Emperor finally brought up the topic.

With that, the incident with the royal family somehow came to an end.

How I would deal with the aftermath of all this was something for future me to worry about. 

For now, I just needed to get out of here quickly.

With that thought in mind, I stood up.

“Please wait a moment, Father.”

‘I was forcibly seated.’

For some reason, just as the Emperor was about to let me leave, the First Prince stepped forward to stop him.

“It’s not right to let someone who has achieved such great feats leave just like that. Surely, we must hold a grand banquet.”

Cold sweat dripped down my back. ‘Please reject it. Get angry and tell him to stop spewing nonsense and reject that ridiculous suggestion.’

I prayed silently, but the Emperor didn’t even hesitate and nodded his head right away.

…A bad feeling started creeping over me.

The suddenly arranged banquet. 

My goal was to quietly eat in a corner and slip out unnoticed.

But everywhere I went, royal family members kept appearing.

Some even came up to me, a mere commoner, trying to strike up friendly conversations and establish connections.

The sight of royals bowing to me was unsettling.

At the balcony, where I had finally managed to escape, Sylvia was already waiting for me. 

She summarized the situation in one sentence.

“You’ve gotten yourself caught in the middle of the imperial succession battle, Professor.”

It seemed that while I had been swept up in the original plot, I had finally reached the point of being entangled in a new development that wasn’t even part of the original story.

“You must’ve already known that Father is slowly dying, right?”

‘I had no idea.’ But I nodded calmly, pretending I knew. ‘Even professors can learn from their students, right?’

“Thanks to you, we found the curse. But, it was too late. Even with a miracle, half a year would be the maximum.”

‘I was sure I had dispelled it in time.’

Something felt off, but I doubted Sylvia was lying to me in this situation.

“At this rate, Father could pass away as early as tomorrow, so the succession must be decided soon. But he’s in denial about his impending death, which is only causing more chaos.”

Even the great Emperor of the Empire couldn’t accept his own death and had succumbed to senility.

‘I will never die.’ He deceived himself with those lies, claiming that choosing a successor could wait. 

It would have been more surprising if chaos hadn’t erupted.

“If someone who enjoys the Emperor’s favor suddenly appears in this situation, you know what will happen, right?”

I nodded immediately.

I knew because I had experienced it firsthand.

Under the guise of a banquet, they would try to cling to me and make me one of their own. 

My presence would be a massive advantage in the fight for the throne.

“Honestly, I would like to ask you to support me, but for your own safety, I must advise you to remain neutral.”

Sylvia, subtly advertising herself, said this with a caring expression. 

Despite her intentions, her words were true.

There was no guarantee that the person I supported would win. 

If I gambled and lost, the outcome would be disastrous.

“They won’t kill you for backing the wrong side. But they will make you wish you were dead. You’ll lose all prospects and end up farming in some remote village.”

To lose everything and live quietly in the countryside…

…Wait a minute.

‘Isn’t that the happy ending I’ve always wanted?’

I never had any desire for power in the first place, and farming actually suited me well. 

It would definitely be more peaceful than staying at the academy.

This was an opportunity.

A perfect opportunity to aim for dismissal.

“But I know you are a noble person, Professor. Surely, to stop someone as shady as my eldest brother from becoming Emperor, you would take the risk to support me…”

Leaving Sylvia muttering to herself, I walked away.

Returning to the banquet hall, I was met by a swarm of silver-haired, golden-eyed royals rushing toward me like a pack of zombies.

Some promised me vast wealth, others offered me limitless power, and some painted grand ideals.

But I chose none of them.

In the corner of the banquet hall, there was a child, awkward and on the verge of tears, unable to fit in anywhere and completely isolated.


Without any allies or a faction, this thoroughly abandoned girl stood alone, and I was the only one to bow before her.

“I pledge my eternal loyalty to you.”

The imperial princess.

That girl would be my savior.



 
  
    Chapter 17: Princess Maker Part 3


My sudden declaration of defeat. 

As soon as I knelt before the Fifth Princess, the banquet hall erupted into chaos.

The gazes that looked at me as if I were a lunatic.

Even the one who had sworn loyalty to me was flustered, as if unable to understand my actions.

The witch’s daughter had brainwashed that professor.

She intended to enchant and control people like her own mother.

We need to investigate immediately whether she has cast an illusion spell.

Such stories were heard from all over the banquet hall.

The growing murmurs. 

The one who ended the situation was the Empire’s First Prince, who had already approached behind me.

“Wait a moment, I’d like to speak with you alone.”

A tone that was exceedingly polite.

However, his expression and voice clearly indicated that this was not a suggestion, but a command.

“Well, just a moment. I…”

The Fifth Princess grabbed my sleeve. 

She was about to speak, but the Prince stared coldly and unfeelingly at her, sending chills down my spine.

The girl’s small hands trembled.

She released me with a pale face.

“Then let’s move to another place immediately.”

As if nothing had happened, the First Prince suddenly changed his demeanor and smiled faintly at me.

Everyone was trying to make me one of their own.

At least one person should have tried to stop the First Prince from meeting with me alone, but no one could prevent it. 

That fact proved who held the greatest power.

I followed the white-haired man as we walked.

Before long, I saw a variety of flowers.

While strolling through the palace gardens, the First Prince asked me, “What were you thinking when you did that? Surely you knew about that child’s origin.”

Until a few months ago, I was an ordinary citizen.

Though I knew nothing about the internal affairs of the royal family, I maintained an appropriate silence. 

I was used to it by now.

‘If I stay quiet, the other party will explain themselves, so I just have to wait quietly,’ I thought.

The First Prince continued, “That child is the disgrace of the royal family itself. The daughter of a traitorous woman who dared to betray the Empire and collude with the Kingdom.”

He frowned as he spoke.

Even so, royal family members should remain united, so I wondered why I was so isolated. 

It seemed there were complicated circumstances involved.

“That child alone disgraces the royal family’s honor. And you, as the next crown prince, support him?”

A fierce, menacing gaze.

A sharp hostility radiated toward me.

“Understand your place. Did you think you could become something just because you gained your father’s favor?”

His demeanor was truly ominous, but I didn’t feel like breaking down and sobbing.

”I am attending this banquet as the benefactor who saved the Emperor. Killing me here would be a social suicide for the Prince,” I realized.

Not to mention the Emperor’s wrath, how could I handle the notoriety of being known as someone who betrayed the benefactor who saved the royal family?

That was not a threat to kill me, but rather the First Prince’s scheme to intimidate me and make me his subordinate.

”This can be simply declined politely,” I concluded.

“I’m sorry, Your Highness, but I am a teacher. I cannot leave a lost and wandering child alone.”

If no one in the world welcomes that child, at least I should take the child’s side.

I offered that cliché excuse.

With this, the Prince would have understood my intention.

I despised the Prince, but if he was foolish enough to try to kill me for emotional reasons alone, he could never have gained such power and influence in the first place.

”Now, I just have to wait to be demoted as the succession battle wanes. It was supposed to happen…”

Your actions are utterly unpredictable. 

I have no idea what your motives are. 

What are you trying to achieve? I can’t understand anything.

The Prince’s face grotesquely melted.

The overwhelming pressure made it impossible to breathe.

You are a child destined to overturn the heavens. As expected, I must erase you from the beginning.

Incomprehensible words. However, that voice was somehow familiar. 

The existence who called herself Amon during the entrance exam. 

Just like then, a primal sense of repulsion overflowed.

”My head is dizzy.”

”My stomach churns wildly.”

”My vision darkens on its own.”

In the increasingly blurry world, the last thing I saw in my pupils was… the trembling girl.

The Empire’s Fifth Princess.

Lucie Leonhart hated herself so much.

She was the ugliest coward in the world.

She knew who the real witch’s child was.

She knew who the man was who was born as a traitor’s child and lived a life of hatred and discrimination.

She knew that her first older brother, who ultimately went mad, had sold his body and soul to a demon.

There was no other choice.

”From now on, you are the witch’s daughter.”

After the demon with her brother’s face said that, her world turned upside down overnight.

Everyone went completely mad.

Her mother had even completely forgotten about Lucie.

All those she loved were taken away by that demon.

The demon who usurped her place toyed with her family as if they were mere puppets.

All the once harmonious sibling relationships had crumbled.

With the absurd tyranny, public sentiment grew increasingly hostile.

Her father was cursed and was growing weaker by the day.

A man she met by chance lifted her father’s curse.

Although such an event occurred, nothing had truly changed in the end.

”Riyan… I need to be cautious,” muttered the demon, deciding to call the new professor someday to deal with the situation.

Meanwhile, her family was still unknowingly heading towards destruction.

”I have to tell someone, I have to find a way to inform them,” she thought, lacking the courage.

The substitute to replace the professor who had been brutally killing people to create ‘puppets.’

She couldn’t forget the madness of the palace servants who, smiling, tore off their own arms to offer as sacrifices.

Perhaps she too might end up like that.

Thinking such thoughts made her freeze.

She pitifully dismissed the idea, wondering why only she wasn’t affected by the demon’s brainwashing.

If only she could forget everything, she thought, her mind would be at peace.

”Call in that professor. After all the great achievements, it would be fitting to honor him as Emperor,” the demon muttered, summoning the new professor to the palace.

The professor was surely going to die today.

Feeling guilty, believing everything was her cowardice, the girl tried to avoid encountering the man as much as possible, but it was impossible.

”I pledge my eternal loyalty to you,” Riyan approached Lucie first.

The girl had her rightful place usurped by the demon and didn’t even have a proper faction.

Yet, somehow, he was approaching her.

Seeing this, Lucie held onto a small hope.

The man had indeed lifted her father’s curse, hadn’t he?

Perhaps he saw through the entire situation and realized that only she hadn’t succumbed to the brainwashing, and he offered to help solve all the problems.

With that thought, Lucie chased after Riyan.

But… it wasn’t so.

The conversation between them, no matter how much she listened, it seemed Riyan hadn’t noticed the other person’s true identity.

Her guesses were completely off, and the only remaining risk was that her stalking would be discovered, arousing the demon’s unnecessary suspicion.

In such a situation, she knew what she had to do.

She knew she was cowardly, ugly, and terrible, but dying was too frightening.

‘This time, I can just close my eyes again,’ She could cover her eyes and run away from the things that scared her…

“I’m sorry, Your Highness, but I am a teacher. I cannot leave a lost and wandering child alone,” a voice echoed.

Even though she didn’t know about the demon, she heard the reason why he offered his loyalty to her.

”If everyone in the world hates her, at least I should be on the child’s side,” the reason was unbelievably simple.

Wrapping up someone as hated as her might also bring harm to herself, but she couldn’t understand why the man would protect her for such a trivial reason.

”That alone is enough reason to risk his life,” but the professor replied, ”Does helping someone really require a grand reason? I just wanted to help because I wanted to.”

…Her legs moved on their own.

Even though her hands were trembling, her steps didn’t stop.

If she acted recklessly, only more people would die.

If she closed her eyes and ran away again, she could survive.

Knowing that, the girl was still moving toward the demon.

She couldn’t help but move forward.

Only that man tried to hold her abandoned by everyone in the world.

To make her, who was crying alone, smile, he willingly risked his own life.

How could she run away alone, leaving such a person behind?

”Your opponent is not that person, but me!” the young girl’s helpless cry.

It was surely a resolve with no meaning.

However, in response, the ground trembled.

The power that was supposed to manifest years later by the protagonist was being accelerated by a twisted cause and effect.

A pure white light dyed the world.

A man stood tall within the massive light.


The Empire’s Celestial God reached out to Lucie.

Soon, a brilliant emblem was engraved on her forehead.

”I will no longer, I will never run away again.”

…The cowardly girl became a hero like that.



 
  
    Chapter 18: Overcoming Poison with Poison Part 1


A demon that stole the body of the First Prince.

The Fifth Rank, Marbas, frowned—a rare occurrence.

Fate had been twisted. 

What was supposed to be a flawless prophecy became riddled with errors. 

Just one person.

A single human was ruining everything.

”We should have guarded against him, not just treated him as the child of prophecy.”

To discreetly handle the emperor, a curse of weakened bones was placed. 

However, someone noticed and meddled with it.

At first, when they realized this fact, they thought it was a minor issue. 

After all, the curse could be reapplied, and it didn’t stray far from the prophecy.

There was no need to handle it personally; even an assassin could resolve it immediately. 

They had no doubt about that.

The headquarters of the organization that first commissioned the assassination was accidentally hit directly by a hurricane and destroyed.

The second organization that commissioned the assassination was annihilated by a twenty-member student guard that had been concealing their presence.

The third organization’s hideout was discovered by a mercenary king who was working as a bounty hunter.

The fourth organization’s leader suddenly died of a heart attack before anything else could happen.

None of these could have been mere coincidences.

Despite extensive searches, they couldn’t find out how that professor was involved in the incidents.

As if mocking them, the professor used unknown powers to thwart assassinations, capture infiltrators, and arbitrarily twist fate.

Such a being could no longer be left unchecked.

Judging this, they took the risk of arousing Shijo-ryong’s suspicion and called Riyan to his stronghold.

However, it turned out to be an irreparable mistake.

An obnoxiously bright white light emanated.

Emerging from the light was the damned celestial being.

After years of effort, they had finally broken that brat’s spirit completely. 

But Riyan discovered in just one day that his opponent was a hero in the making and revived his will.

A girl with silver hair.

In her hand, a brilliantly shining sword was held. 

An immense holy power bestowed upon her as the representative of the gods.

Originally, the empire’s witch, who should have perished from guilt and corruption, had reborn as a bona fide hero.

The worst outcome created by Riyan. 

This time, the professor was once again mockingly defeated.

But they had no intention of just letting it happen.

***

A girl charged towards Marbas. 

Her momentum and strength were considerable, but her skills were mediocre.

A girl who had never held a sword moved clumsily, unable to control her suddenly acquired power, making the most of it.

With a fierce slash, a sword of light pierced the air.

She deftly avoided a direct clash, smoothly deflecting it. 

The opposing power was certainly counteracting hers. 

Just being touched by it would melt flesh, but she could handle this much.

She had gathered enough souls to use as fuel.

In reality, the imperial court had been seized. 

Souls could be easily replenished with power.

The melted flesh swelled back up. 

It looked as if the wound had never been there, fully restored.

In contrast, her opponent looked clearly exhausted.

Handling such immense power for the first time, her still-immature body couldn’t bear it and must have been screaming in pain.

The girl gritted her teeth, supporting herself with the sword.

”Is this why heroes are made?”

She continued to rise, undeterred by the pain, embodying the essence of a hero.

The sword swung repeatedly, again and again.

Even if she fell, she kept swinging the sword.

Her mental fortitude was certainly commendable.

‘You’re still clumsy, aren’t you?’

She was overwhelmingly inexperienced. 

Focusing too much on attacking, she neglected what she needed to protect.

She concentrated her magic. 

There was no need to worry about power; confusing the opponent was important, so she focused solely on speed.

A strike aimed at the fallen professor.

Noticing this, the girl urgently threw herself forward.

She barely managed to stop the attack from reaching the professor, but naturally, her stance collapsed. 

It would take at least five seconds to regain her composure.

That amount of time was more than enough.

A decisive strike.

She sacrificed all her magic and souls for this single spell. 

By abandoning efficiency, she significantly shortened the incantation and maximized her power.

”…Die.”

A hand reached upward.

Simultaneously, a massive meteor fell.

A resounding boom echoed. 

Those who dared to challenge Marbas were erased from the world without a trace.

Surely, such an ending was inevitable.

The demon’s face momentarily showed confusion.

The technique should have been perfectly constructed, but for some reason, nothing happened when he raised his hand.

Looking around to find the cause, he saw a man. 

The man had clearly been unconscious and collapsed on the ground but was now staring him down.

Cold sweat trickled down the demon’s back.

In that instant, a foreboding thought crossed his mind.

”That’s impossible.”

Humans and demons do not share the same magic systems.

The spell was constructed using souls as fuel, not magic.

Moreover, there was no way the world would know about a spell system used only by demons. 

Even that man was encountering such a spell for the first time in his life.

Thus, stealing magic should be impossible.

Stealing magic should be impossible, but…

The constructed spell was being altered on its own. 

The man clearly encountered this for the first time, yet he handled all sorts of characters and arrangements purely based on intuition.

No matter how he tried to stop it, nothing worked.

Years of experience and skills accumulated over eons were being overwhelmed by a genius who had only a basic understanding of his spell.

Blood tears flowed.

His body staggered, about to collapse at any moment.

Yet, only his mouth curved upwards, and he raised his arms high toward the sky, shouting.

Calling Meteor

A hand reached upward. 

Simultaneously, a star fell.

Originally, the noble light that was only permitted to be looked up at was pulled down to the earth by human will.

Soon, a loud boom swallowed the world.

My head was dizzy.

The oncoming vertigo made me feel like I was about to collapse at any moment, but I somehow held onto my consciousness.

”I almost died from the backlash.”

Having exhausted all my holy power, the Fifth Princess lay asleep before me.

If that girl hadn’t continuously healed me and protected me from the shock of large-scale magic, I would have long since become a corpse.

Thinking that made my head spin even more.

In my first month of employment, I had faced death four times.

The demon I just fought. 

Considering its dark, sinister aura and the fact that it was disguised as royalty, it seemed like the kind of guy who would appear as a boss in the latter half of the original work.

To almost die by encountering such a guy a few years ahead of time was the height of absurdity.

The imperial palace looked like a more cursed space than the academy. 

I desperately wanted to escape from here, but there was still work to be done.

”This is exactly the time to ensure a confirmation kill.”

Just because the opponent was down, I couldn’t afford to let my guard down.

Even I had barely held on by biting my tongue to avoid fainting in front of the demon, pretending to lose consciousness while waiting for a counterattack opportunity.

I trudged towards the fallen demon.

As expected, it clearly still had a lifeline attached.

The demon, now more grotesque than before, looking like a half-burnt lump of coal, glared at me with a frown. 

Its appearance was truly grotesque beyond measure.

‘It’s better not to think you’ve won with this.’

A truly typical line. 

I heard those words with one ear and let them pass with the other, rummaging through to find an appropriate weapon.

‘No matter how much you struggle, you can’t overcome fate. Eventually, you’ll lose everything and become frustrated.’

Without hesitation, I drew out a dagger.

An item I received as a gift from the emperor. 

I used this to kill that guy named Amon last time, so its effect should be certain.

‘I’m looking forward to the expression you’ll make when the empire eventually collapses. It’s a pity I can’t see it before I leave.’

The guy gave me an unpleasant smile towards me.

He seemed to expect me to get scared and tense from his words, but that couldn’t be possible.

“The empire won’t be crushed by the likes of you.”

Because only I knew.

No matter how powerful they were, the protagonist would surely overcome all hardships and achieve a happy ending.

I stabbed the sword into the guy’s heart.

The demon, which couldn’t utter even its final word, had turned into ashes.

With this, the confirmation kill was complete. 

All that remained was to consult with the Fifth Princess and pass off the credit for demon extermination, then escape from this cursed imperial palace.

Having concluded that, I turned my head.

As I turned my head, I faced things I shouldn’t have seen.

I saw countless eyes.

People who had been approaching and watching me were now visible.


With a thud, an elderly man with white hair collapsed to the ground.

Tears flowed endlessly down his cheeks. 

‘Watching the emperor of the empire silently sobbing’, I thought,

“It seems like things have gotten seriously tangled.”


	





 
  
    Chapter 19: Overcoming Poison with Poison Part 2


All things depend on a person’s determination.

Even if I wear silk clothes and bite into sweet fruits, if my heart is not at ease, my whole body aches and I feel nothing but pain.

A soft bed and dozens of attendants.

Chewing on a sweet apple shaped like a rabbit that a maid carved, I fell into deep thought for the first time in a long while.

My body is certainly too comfortable, but my heart is not at ease.

I had witnessed in my mind scenes where the demon who toyed with the royal family turned the emperor into a terminally ill man and made the empress forget even her own children—the worst villain.

“I will not be crushed by the likes of you!” he declared, killing the demon.

In reality, excuses like “I didn’t do anything” or “I only placed a few spoons on the banquet table prepared by the 5th princess” did not work at all.

Instead, even my role in finding the hero was added to my merits, leading people to suspect that I might be the envoy of the gods.

I am being held captive without any choice, receiving lavish treatment.

They wash me, cook for me, and cater to my every desire without me moving, making me feel like I might undergo a retrogression.

‘I’m human too, so I don’t dislike this kind of treatment.’

The problem is that there is a price to be paid.

The empire’s royal family was destined to fall someday.

As written in the crystal sphere, there was no doubt about that fact. 

Of course, I could be optimistic that by killing that demon, I avoided the fate of destruction.

But hearing the demon’s last words, it seems their purpose was to destroy the empire.

They wouldn’t leave the royal family alone, so they would undoubtedly continue to invade and threaten my life. 

It’s no different from the academy.

No, perhaps their situation might be better.

After all, the protagonists and Si-jo-ryong are there. 

Even if enemies attack, if we can hold out, those two will handle it.

This place is a nightmare far more terrifying than the academy. Unless you’re a magician, most magic is sealed in this wasteland, making it an unsuitable place.

***

“Just wait a little longer. I will promptly secure a position and rank befitting your merits.”

But this was what the emperor of the empire told me.

“I still find you lacking. I tried to protect you, but I ended up only receiving help. If you are disappointed in me, it’s unforgivable… But still! Someday! I will definitely become a hero worthy of you. So, could you become my knight again then?”

This was what the 5th princess said when she approached me.

She mumbled her words, chewing her tongue and ran away feeling embarrassed, but she still occasionally comes to ask me for various advice.

Of course, I have never learned swordsmanship or anything.

I roughly told her nonsense like ‘If your mind doesn’t waver, your swordsmanship won’t either,’ and sent her away, but the girl seemed sufficiently satisfied with that.

Her gently smiling face is so cute that I might end up becoming the imperial court’s magician and the 5th princess’s swordsmanship instructor.

…I need to avoid such an ending.

***

After pondering for a while, I made a decision.

Since the emperor wouldn’t simply let go of a human whose life I had saved twice, what is needed in this situation is an extraordinary measure among extraordinary measures.

To break the will of someone as high as the emperor of the empire, naturally, I would need the power of an entity greater than him.

Therefore, the strategy I chose was I-dok-je-dok (using poison to counter poison).

It was a gamble, seemingly suppressing poison with poison.

The risk was high, but leaving here without taking even this much of a gamble would have been impossible.

With that judgment, I didn’t hesitate and immediately contacted the academy, seeking help from Sion.

***

The situation didn’t improve but got worse.

“Are you truly trying to test my patience?”

The ground trembled at the girl’s voice.

The emperor of the empire, standing before the head of state, displayed a proud and insolent attitude, yet no one gathered here dared to point out her behavior.

That woman herself was the great Si-jo-ryong of the empire.

She had been the guardian of this country since its founding.

“Do not take my goodwill for granted. Even if you are the descendant of a friend, it does not give you the right to interfere with my actions as you please.”

In terms of technology, the republic side was superior.

In terms of stored resources, it couldn’t keep up with the kingdom.

Yet, the empire could seize hegemony solely because that dragon was on the empire’s side.

A being that, if determined, could single-handedly destroy the empire. 

Even if you are the emperor of the empire, you would have to step back in this place…

The situation was getting stranger.

Ignoring Si-jo-ryong’s warning not to cross the line, the emperor stood resolutely before her and began to speak.

“I’m sorry, but this time I cannot back down.”

No matter how many thousands of years Si-jo-ryong had sworn to protect, nothing in the world is unchanging.

If the enraged Si-jo-ryong were to abandon the empire, it would surely become an irreversible problem, yet the emperor seemed absolutely unwilling to back down.

An act threatening the national security.

The reason the emperor was taking such a risk was, “I have a debt to repay to that young man.”

To me. That old fool chose to fight Si-jo-ryong just to keep me detained.

“I hope that Si-jo-ryong can kindly allow that young man to stay in the palace for the time being.”

I couldn’t understand that action.

If you want to repay a debt to me, there are many ways other than keeping me here and treating me.

Perhaps, treating me as an indispensable talent that must never be lost.

But no matter how outstanding a talent, if you have to go against Si-jo-ryong’s will to obtain it, it wouldn’t be worth the cost-benefit.

What on earth was that old man thinking? As I contemplated for a moment while watching his behavior, I realized.

His gaze was glancing toward the 5th princess.

Even the emperor of the empire is ultimately human.

It seems the demon had tampered with the minds of those around me to thoroughly break the will of the hero candidate.

The scars remaining here and there on the girl’s body.

Perhaps the demon made her father control her to commit inhumane acts against her daughter. 

Of course, naturally, it was not the emperor’s fault but the fault of the one who established the emperor.

Human emotions are not that simple.

Even if unintentional, how many fathers can remain sane upon realizing they have hurt their beloved daughter with their own hands?

”In such a situation, if my daughter asks me not to part ways, I can’t help but agree.”

Having roughly grasped the situation, I immediately took a step.

The small culprit who caused this major incident.

Standing before her, I tried to offer the kindest smile possible.

“Princess, you have been treating me so well. I am overwhelmed by your boundless grace and do not know how to respond.”

Lucie listened to my story and smiled brightly.

Seeing her smile makes me feel a little guilty, but unfortunately, I cannot remain in such a place.

“But Your Highness, sometimes you have to let go even when you care. A bird is not born to be trapped in a cage but to fly freely.”

I spoke indirectly to avoid hurting her feelings as much as possible.

Even if the analogy is somewhat clumsy, it’s better than being direct.

“I have students I need to teach. There are children who, like you once were, have lost their way and are wandering alone, and I need to guide them.”

Tears welled up in Lucie’s eyes.

I firmly held her hand and asked, “Therefore, could you please let me go?”

Her sobbing intensified. 

Lucie held my hand tighter than before, as if she did not want to let me go.

However, she was braver than I thought. 

The girl, knowing what the right choice was, nodded her small head despite stumbling so much she couldn’t look ahead.

Seeing that, the emperor of the empire finally felt relieved.

Even though she was an emperor, she seemed to fear going against the great Si-jo-ryong’s temper.

“You always seem to be indebted to me.”

The emperor, who had declared she would take this young man away as she wished while apologizing for being rude to Sion, said to me.

Normally, in such situations, it would be appropriate to politely decline and accept the excessive words graciously. 

But this time, the situation was slightly different, so I cautiously spoke to him, “Your Majesty, if you allow me, may I make one last request?”

Fortunately, the emperor nodded.

In this situation, what I had to say was decided.

“I would like you to thoroughly erase all memories related to this incident from those involved.”

“If it’s about that, we are already in the process. I don’t even want to imagine what kind of chaos would break out if the information that the royal family was being controlled by demons spreads.”

“What I’m asking is truly to erase this matter from the memories of ‘all’ involved parties.”

The emperor was taken aback by my statement.

Not missing the chance, I continued speaking.

I have admired Your Majesty’s fairness and justice.

However, if Your Majesty were to consider that I owe you a debt and make personal judgments, it would result in me destroying your idol with my own hands.

Therefore, I hope you can erase from everyone’s minds who the person was that dealt with the demon.

An excuse I concocted to sever ties with the royal family.

Though it’s somewhat unconvincing, I had a cheat code in Si-jo-ryong. 

By signaling her and slightly borrowing her authority, getting approval was a piece of cake.

“Once the matter is settled, let us return together. You’ve achieved great feats; why not ride on my back as a reward?”

Si-jo-ryong asked playfully, her eyes sparkling.

My head already hurts thinking about how to lower the evaluation raised by this incident.

Well, it’s a manageable risk.

Thanks to that, I could neatly part ways with Lucie and cut off ties with the royal family.

Satisfied with this outcome, I boarded the carriage with Si-jo-ryong.

It was time to return to daily life once again.

The carriage carrying the VIP departed.

However, as I looked at the man in the carriage, the emperor never forgot who the author was, avoiding any confusion.

To forget such a man.

How could that be possible?

”I’m worried that thinking I owe him a debt might entangle me in personal emotions. That young man certainly said so.”

If it’s for the author, I don’t mind abandoning fairness and justice.

He saved my life several times.

He freed me from a destiny of being controlled all my life.

And most importantly, he reunited me with my beloved family.


To repay such a benefactor, I could break any values I had held onto my entire life.

My daughter, begging me to enter the academy next year even if it breaks age regulations. 

Holding her hand tightly, the emperor gave a final farewell to the departing carriage.

…The empire will never forget this favor forever.



 
  
    Chapter 20: Look for a place to lie down and stretch your legs Part 1


This year, Chrome Gregory enrolled as a freshman at the Royal Academy. 

He did not like life here.

From a young age, this was his goal. 

He had the opportunity to receive education in the best environment and follow an elite path directly. 

However, the reason for his dissatisfaction was simple.

Riyan.

It was all that damn new professor who was the problem.

”If only that bastard wasn’t here, I would be confidently on the path to success in A-Class right now…”

On the highly anticipated first day of classes, the professor confiscated his main weapon, a spear, and handed him a strange old pistol instead.

When Chrome protested, the professor went as far as to tell him that if he didn’t want to follow the rules, he should leave for B-Class.

No matter how you look at it, it was unreasonable brutality.

Rather than learn under such a damn professor, it would have been much better to transfer to Professor Scott’s class.

Making that judgment, Chrome didn’t look back and immediately packed his things to move to B-Class, but…

It turned out the old pistol was actually a training device.

A new tool designed to easily awaken magical power enhancement.

No matter how meticulously it was made, attempts to replicate its structure by contacting various noble families and even dwarves all ended in failure.

In the end, only A-Class students benefited.

The remaining students there seemed to be growing day by day through that device and innovative teaching methods.

“Just this alone makes my stomach hurt; I feel like I’m going to die.”

Moreover, that professor was an unprecedented genius. 

He was known for effortlessly handling complex spatial magic techniques and was even evaluated to have greater insights than Si-jo-ryong.

Additionally, the personality that seemed slightly arrogant at first was actually all a misunderstanding. 

In reality, he was a kind professor who cared for his students more than anyone else, causing his reputation to skyrocket.

I entered without much thought, but a person named Riyan has been assigned as our class professor. ‘Is this a good thing?’

Thanks to him, A-Class students were overwhelmed with happiness. 

It had reached the point where even someone who openly bragged like that could emerge.

Seeing them like that burned Chrome’s insides.

”I kicked away the opportunity to turn my life around with my own hands.”

The realization naturally filled him with rage, but Chrome was the eldest son of a prestigious family who had lived without ever lacking anything.

Only people who catered to him were around.

Combined with his inflated ego from being naturally talented, Chrome couldn’t accept that he had made such a foolish mistake.

“That bastard was just showing off for no reason. If he had just explained things clearly, I wouldn’t have left!”

In the end, his frustration turned into resentment towards Riyan.

Everything—from ending up in B-Class, being embarrassed by Professor Scott for being distracted by trivial thoughts, to his declining performance—was all Riyan’s fault.

”If only that damn new professor wasn’t here, everything would have gone smoothly.”

With that thought, Chrome sharpened his blade for revenge.

It was a foolish act to pick a fight with someone who was already thriving when he could have just disliked them on his own.

However, Chrome was originally a master of the role of ‘the gold-haired thug who doesn’t know his place and causes reverse tourism by messing around with the protagonist girl.’

A twisted human who, if he didn’t like something, would trample it by any means to relieve his frustration.

Combined with his persistence and his family’s prestige, he produced results.

After thorough investigation, he finally found it—the weakness that could destroy all the reputation Riyan had built.

”I knew he was hiding something rotten.”

Originally, only one professor was scheduled to join this year.

Elf Professor Silphi should have been hired as the new professor after a fierce competition.

However, after the announcement of the accepted candidates, the number of hires suddenly increased by one more without proper procedures, and Riyan was appointed as the new professor.

The conclusion this fact led to was clear.

”Hiring corruption, huh? Some people have no sense of decency.”

Someone must have created an open position using bribery and placed that bastard Riyan as a professor here.

A fatal weakness.

Now, all that was left was to quietly spread this information.

If it became known that a person famous for his integrity actually entered the academy through bribery, his reputation would plummet.

”At the very least, disciplinary action is certain, and if things go well…”

He might even be dismissed.

Thinking like that, Chrome smirked wickedly.

“Today will surely be the worst day of that professor’s life.”

Today was undoubtedly the best day of my life.

After wrapping up the incident at the royal palace and returning to the academy, what greeted my exhausted self was the breathtakingly beautiful scenery I had always dreamed of.

Some students whispered something as they looked at me.

They were earnestly talking about how I had illegitimately obtained the professor position and insisted that I should resign immediately.

Weary from the overwhelming backlash, I was in a state where I had taken some alcohol.

I briefly suspected that I might be seeing things because of my intoxication. 

However, no matter how much I rubbed my eyes, the scene before me did not change at all.

Tears naturally welled up and streamed down my cheeks.

”Finally, the day has come when all my efforts are rewarded.”

The days I spent striving to be hated by the students.

I can’t imagine how long I’ve been waiting for a day like this to arrive.

Of course, most students still defend me, but just knowing that a few view me unfavorably is a tearful improvement.

I wonder which righteous person spearheaded this. 

Honestly, I feel like going to them right away and bowing in gratitude.

The corners of my mouth began to lift as if they were about to ascend.

However, in a situation like this, letting my guard down was absolutely forbidden.

I couldn’t afford to miss the favorable wind that had finally arrived.

“I need to capitalize on this momentum to further worsen public opinion.”

Though an anonymous benefactor had done a commendable job, there were still many aspects that needed improvement.

It was my turn to roll up my sleeves and take action personally.

The target audience was naturally the discriminators. 

Appealing to students who already harbored hostility towards commoners would be the most effective.

Fortunately, I had hidden several characteristics that they would dislike, such as being an orphan or coming from a slum.

If this information were revealed, some aristocratic students, filled with prejudice and a sense of superiority, would inevitably hate me even more than before. 

Naturally, public sentiment would plummet quickly.

A rather satisfying plan.

However, if I had to point out one problem, it was that I had drunk a bit too much and was still somewhat tipsy…

”Well, is there really a problem?”

I had drunk a bit too much out of sorrow, but not enough to impair my judgment.

With nineteen bottles of alcohol gifted by the royal court, my mental fortitude was not weak enough to be broken, so I smiled faintly and immediately began my work.

***

Sweet dismissal awaited me.

Professor Scott had been in a very bad mood lately.

The reason was quite simple.

Even someone considered a treasure of the empire, a young man.

Forces had emerged trying to slander such a person.

”I want to immediately silence his mouth, but…”

The mastermind behind this incident was quite cunning.

He barely crossed the line.

There were suspicious aspects regarding Professor Riyan’s hiring. 

He only mentioned indisputable facts, giving no grounds for us to punish the other party.

If we acted on something like this, we would only face backlash, and criticism towards Riyan would intensify.

If he had fabricated something nonexistent or committed severe character defamation, we could have immediately launched an investigation and severely punished the culprit.

At this point, there was nothing more to be done.

”What an embarrassment. I have no face to show my juniors.”

How long has it been since I assured to protect him from all threats? If Riyan hears this news after returning from the royal palace, he will surely be greatly disheartened.

Even if I condemn him as a petty person who speaks ill of himself, there’s nothing he can argue back with.

Thinking like that, Professor Scott felt dispirited.

As he trudged along, he heard a murmuring sound.

Turning his head, he saw a group of students gathered.

They were all looking at a notice posted on the wall.

I wonder what was written there that gathered them like that. 

Curious, Scott pushed through the students and began to read the words written there.

[New Professor Riyan, turns out to be an orphan from the slums! A commoner who couldn’t even receive proper home education from parents—can he truly teach our students properly?]

Suddenly, the ground shook.

A horrifying murderous intent chilled the surroundings.


An old man with white hair, his face contorted like a malicious ghost, wore a spine-tinglingly grotesque smile.

”If you desire death, I shall gladly grant it.”

The Iron-Blooded Duke of the Empire.

It was the moment when a man who had single-handedly destroyed a kingdom felt pure murderous intent after fifty long years.



 
  
    Chapter 21: Look for a place to lie down and stretch your legs Part 2


Inside the lavish office.

Sion wore a serious expression, which was rare for him.

He was usually unflappable, even during the kingdom’s invasion, but given the current situation, he had no choice but to look serious.

After all, this was a matter related to that new professor.

“…How is Riyan’s condition now?”

He asked Scott, the professor he had summoned for the countermeasure meeting. 

As soon as Sion posed that question, the old man’s face darkened.

Just by looking at him, he could anticipate what kind of answer he would receive.

“I’m not showing it, but it’s a mess. It seems he was more hurt than we thought by this incident.”

As expected, Professor Scott delivered the news that Riyan had been deeply shaken by the recent events.

His face grew even darker as he continued.

“He drank! That professor, on a day with classes, even to the point where he couldn’t control his body because he was so drunk! Just how hurt must he have been…”

Si-jo-ryong couldn’t help but be disturbed by that statement.

He knew better than anyone how dedicated Professor Riyan was to his students.

To think that such a responsible professor would act in such a way… Just imagining how upset he must have been by this incident made her heart ache.

‘The backlash must be as great as his dedication to the students.’

He was a professor who had devoted himself to his students.

The shock of being betrayed by the students he had so lovingly nurtured must have been immense.

That he had wholeheartedly raised these students, only for them to murmur behind his back, saying, “Can someone who didn’t have parents and couldn’t receive family education really teach us well?”

Naturally, his morale would have collapsed. 

It’s no wonder he might feel disillusioned with his life because of this incident.

The bad person was that despicable criminal who publicly attached such inhuman and insulting remarks. 

Poor Riyan was the only one suffering terribly.

“Have you found the culprit who dared to hurt our professor?”

With such thoughts, Sion’s anger surged as he posed the question.

He had hoped the other party would nod in agreement, but…

Scott’s expression remained dark.

He shook his head and ground his teeth as he delivered more horrifying and shocking news than before.

“That madman manipulated the evidence. Do you know how the tracking magic investigation turned out? Well, it showed that Riyan himself wrote and attached that paper!”

Even Si-jo-ryong could only gasp at his words.

To publicly attach such inhumane and insulting words and then shift the blame onto the victim?

There’s a limit to how much one can toy with people.

His expression naturally frowned at the persistent malice that was almost disgusting. 

This went far beyond crossing the line.

“I must have been quite underestimated. To think that he dared to lay a hand on my professor and think he could set foot in the living world.”

…Originally, he had tried to stay out of it as much as possible.

He knew the professor’s personality well.

If it was that upright and incorruptible professor, he surely wouldn’t appreciate her favoritism toward him.

However, he couldn’t remain silent even in this situation.

One must repay kindness twofold and enmity a hundredfold.

He brazenly reached into her domain, touching his most treasured possession. 

He wouldn’t even deserve to be called a dragon for not punishing the thief who invaded the nest.

“Let me make sure you understand what it means for the Empire to consider me an enemy.”

…It was time to mobilize all available means.

His head felt numb. 

It didn’t feel real.

It felt like he was dreaming.

‘How did things escalate to this?’

Chrome felt like he was about to go mad.

When the A-class and Riyan’s students first gathered to declare that they would capture the instigators, he thought it wasn’t a big deal.

“If it was just insulting us, I could overlook it, but I can’t tolerate anyone insulting our professor. I’ll find that hidden demon somehow and… “

***

Karen, a female student.

Her words, spoken with those fanatical eyes, were a bit chilling, but it was expected that the student who benefited from Riyan would cover for him.

When the head of the neighboring academy and mercenary king suddenly arrived a second time, he was more flustered than before but quickly regained his composure.

“Did Riyan’s fingerprints appear on that official document? Then isn’t it just that Riyan wrote it?”

“Please, could you be quiet, Director? I’m so embarrassed. If you want to repay the debt, stop meddling in detective matters and focus on your guard duties.”

With a shabby checkered hat and a pipe.

He had been playing detective alone, only to have a woman beside him take it away, leading to their bickering.

Seeing Karen throw a fit asking for her detective hat back instantly dispelled any remaining suspicion.

“Confess your crime yourself. Then I can at least grant you mercy so you can die peacefully.”

When the Iron Blood Guild appeared for the third time, their brutal tone was a bit frightening, but she thought it might not be a problem.

After all, they wouldn’t actually kill a real person.

The story of the sword saint who drenched a country in blood to avenge his dead wife is famous, but Riyan had only met Professor Scott less than a month ago.

They wouldn’t have built such a close relationship in such a short time. 

That was surely a tactic to strongly push for finding the instigators. 

Thinking that way helped calm his startled mind.

But when Si-jo-ryong appeared for the fourth time.

At the moment he said with an angry face that he would never let this matter go, Chrome realized that something was very wrong.

A warrant for his arrest was issued across the Empire. 

Thirty units of the royal knights stormed the Imperial Academy.

Seven court magicians who had reached the level of Archmage gathered to investigate this case. 

Even national treasure-class artifacts were mobilized for the investigation.

He had only bad-monged the professor he didn’t like.

Before he knew it, Chrome was being treated worse than the leader of the resistance dreaming of overthrowing the Empire, being hunted.

The investigation net was closing in. 

He struggled desperately, but soon he was cornered.

“If you resist, I’ll slit your throat immediately, so make a wise decision.”

A royal direct bodyguard.

Captured by the Empire’s Sword Master, Chrome felt like he was about to go mad.

He knew his actions were objectively wrong, but wasn’t this too much?

‘From the start, I never wrote such an official document!’

During the investigation, they found out that Riyan was an orphan from the slums and what he did there to make a name for himself, but that was all.

That strange writing and Chrome had no connection.

But even if he tried to explain now, no one would believe him. 

That blunt officer would likely judge his excuses as resistance and slit his throat immediately.

So he had no choice but to keep silent, even if it was unfair.

Here, even if it’s unfair, he had to keep silent.

“Please stop. That child is not the culprit.”

Somewhere, a voice is heard. He wondered if he had gone mad from stress, but no.

White hair and golden eyes.

However, unlike usual, the young new professor Riyan looked somehow exhausted as he stood before him.

“I am the one who posted the official document in the hallway.”

But he couldn’t understand his words at all.

His voice was so serious that he even doubted if this was truly a self-made act, but that made no sense.

“It was a tactic to create a pretext for a large-scale investigation and to find the culprit who was spreading rumors.”

If he had genuinely planned to punish the culprit, there would be no reason to protect him like this now.

The official document incident was undoubtedly caused by one of the children Chrome had incited crossing the line foolishly. 

In a way, it could also be seen as Chrome’s responsibility.

However, Riyan continued with his inexcusable excuses.

He must have suffered a lot.

Despite his pale face that seemed like he was dying and even vomiting, the professor kept defending Chrome.

”What have I even done…”

A twisted person who could never admit his mistakes. 

Even after being defeated and expelled by the protagonist, he not only felt no shame but also tried to seek revenge as a villain.

Yet, even Chrome felt guilty now.

That nobility to try to save even those who insulted and slandered him at will. 

How could any person stand before that without shedding tears?

Seeing himself become endlessly pathetic before him, how could he not be ashamed of his own ugliness?

Tears streamed down endlessly, blinding him.

However, it was now, when he could see nothing, that he could see more clearly than ever what was right.

“Please stop protecting me, Professor. I am not a person worthy of your salvation.”

The academy would surely expel him.

Since things have escalated this much, his family would be disgraced too.

He would lose everything and end up sitting on the street.

If he relied on the professor’s kindness and shamelessly accepted it while pretending to be virtuous, he might have avoided such a terrible future.

But he couldn’t do that.

Because crimes must be punished.

“This entire situation happened because of my mistake, so I will accept whatever punishment is given.”

He had to take responsibility for his wrongdoing. 

After all, without being human first, what’s the use of success?

Therefore, he had no intention to argue or resist.

If there was one thing left to do, it was to repay the professor’s kindness, even just a little.

“I harbored a grudge against you, Professor, and fabricated false rumors like hiring corruption. Yet, you still consider someone like me your student and try to protect me.”

He really had no face to look at the professor.

He bowed his head publicly while saying this.

By saying this, the rumors about hiring corruption would immediately subside. 

Now, no one would dare to speak ill of Riyan.

As proof, other students who had defamed Riyan along with Chrome were all blushing with shame.

Complaints that they disliked being taught by an inferior commoner.

However, it was clear who was more noble: the person who cursed someone behind their back or the one who forgave and tried to help that person.

Everyone would have nothing to say, even if they had two mouths.


”It’s a negligible help compared to the mistake I made.”

Hoping it had helped him, Chrome gave a small smile for the last time.

…Was it just his imagination?

It seemed like Riyan was also shedding tears of emotion.



 
  
    Chapter 22: True Survival Training Part 1


One can’t succeed all the time.

Everyone is bound to experience failure at some point, so what matters is how you pick yourself up and keep going.

Two days after the hiring scandal, instead of clinging to the past, I focused my efforts on planning the next step to get myself fired.

‘Looking back now, it was always my tendency to go too far that backfired.’

Being fired for extreme racism.

Forcing students on sudden hiking trips and shirking my duties.

Even supporting the wrong candidate, Hwang Seon, to get demoted on purpose.

My desperation to be fired had driven me to take extreme actions, but maybe that was a mistake.

So, this time, rather than coming up with an outrageous scheme, I decided to follow a more predictable course of events.

‘The classic academy episode. Isn’t there always that one irresponsible idea that’s just perfect for stirring trouble and getting fired?’

“I would like to propose a large-scale mock survival training for all grades.”

During the faculty meeting, I made my bold declaration while everyone’s gaze turned toward me.

My sudden, out-of-the-blue announcement from someone who’d been silent up until now naturally filled the conference room with looks of bewilderment from the professors.

Their expressions clearly questioned my intentions for bringing up something entirely unrelated to the meeting’s agenda.

Before long, one professor cautiously broke the silence.

“What exactly do you mean by survival training…?”

“It’s exactly as it sounds. Throw the students into the wild and test their survival skills. We’ll release a few beasts to add some tension too.”

A suffocating silence followed immediately.

Everyone turned to glance at each other, doubting their ears, wondering if they had heard me correctly.

But, ignoring the atmosphere, I continued my explanation, making sure to sound as thoughtless and irresponsible as possible.

“They should experience roughing it in the wilderness, feeling hunger with no food, sleeping under the open sky – they need to taste the bitter side of life if they’re going to become stronger.”

The infamous Korean saying, “Youth should seek hardship,” was quoted shamelessly.

As I brazenly proceeded, the return was a series of stares as if I were some lunatic.

“Hah, wanting to train the students so they’re prepared for crises – that’s so like you.”

Only one person, the elder professor who bizarrely cared for me, voiced his agreement.

But even he obviously didn’t approve of my proposal, looking pitifully uncomfortable, sweating as if he didn’t know what to do.

‘Of course, Jungle Law was the answer.’

A survival training session in the wilderness.

The protagonist would already know the schedule, stock up on camping gear and food, and benefit greatly from it.

It’s a cliché in academy settings, yet, upon close examination, it’s rife with problems.

“What if someone gets injured? Even with our best efforts, it would be difficult to ensure the safety of every student.”

“If we release the students masse into the vast wilderness, there’s no telling what kind of accidents might happen. Not only is there a risk of injury, but the potential for lasting mental trauma as well.”

“There will undoubtedly be complaints. Most of our students come from noble families, and not a single one would welcome being told to live like a beggar.”

“On top of that, the students would clearly despise it.”

“They’d have to live in filth for days, unable to wash, sleep comfortably, or use a bathroom – it would be strange if there wasn’t any backlash.”

“Besides, I don’t understand the purpose of the training. Why go outside when we have perfectly good facilities?”

“If it’s about teaching wilderness survival, we could invite an expert to give a special lecture. Karin would surely come running to share her know-how from her mercenary days.”

“Our students at the Imperial Academy are all highly capable; they could probably manage without experiencing it firsthand if they’re taught.”

But, even so, precisely because this plan was riddled with problems, I remained firm in my decision.

‘A golden opportunity to be criticized as irresponsible by the academy faculty and condemned by the students for making them go through such a grueling ordeal.’

‘How could I possibly let this slip by?’

‘I was prepared for the complaints.’

“The truly dedicated professors who cared about the students – I had anticipated their opposition and came prepared with a solution.”

“I looked over at the Dragon.”

With eyes full of conviction, I sent a message to trust that I’d manage somehow.

Sure enough, the Dragon smiled.

“A request from our professor? Of course, we’ll accommodate. I’ll take care of the preliminary safety measures, so let’s aim for a week from now….”

“I’m sorry, but a week from now won’t do.”

But I quickly cut her off.

“If the Dragon prepared too meticulously, the survival training would just turn into a wilderness experience.”

“No matter what, we must carry out the training today.”

“With the Dragon here, there was no need to worry about any fatalities, so the more rushed the schedule, the better.”

“The less prepared the training was, the sloppier it would be, and naturally, I’d get more flak for pushing it through.”

“Of course, there was a chance that such a hasty demand wouldn’t fly, but here, I played my trump card.”

“With a gleam of desperation in my eyes, I appealed to the Dragon, showing just how serious I was. Sion hesitated, unnerved by my uncharacteristic behavior, then finally…”

“Since it’s your suggestion, I’m sure it has some profound meaning behind it. Though it’s a bit rushed, let’s push forward with the survival training right now!”

He declared this with a bright smile.

His eyes sparkled with anticipation, as if eager to see what kind of chaos I would create this time.

In fact, aside from Sion and Professor Scott, everyone opposed my proposal, but that didn’t matter.

When the Dragon decides to do something, it gets done.

The Imperial Academy professors had their hands full, always catering to the whims of that curious dragon.

‘Well, this time, it worked out in my favor.’

Things were falling perfectly into place just as I’d planned. 

I don’t think I’ve ever had things align this smoothly before.

Maybe, just maybe, this was my chance.

Grinning broadly, I began preparing for the training.

***

Rain drizzled down relentlessly. 

‘I usually prefer clear days, but today was an exception.’

‘Even the weather is on my side.’

The hastily prepared survival training was underway.

The ground quickly transformed into a muddy mess due to the sudden rain.

With each step, my shoes sank into the muck, filling with filth. 

My socks were soaked, adding damp discomfort, and my stress level soared to its peak.

Naturally, complaints erupted from all sides.

“If there was going to be training like this, we should have been informed in advance!”

“We can’t even see properly in this downpour, and we’re supposed to build shelters and hunt to survive here?”

Even this was satisfying enough for me. 

The situation continued to work in my favor.

I had only led the students to the uninhabited island; the actual survival training hadn’t even officially started, yet issues were already popping up everywhere.

From a student sobbing after being bitten by a snake to others nearly getting lost, incidents kept piling up.

Thankfully, quick actions resolved both cases, but with each problem, the expressions on the other professors’ faces grew more severe.

These were professors who genuinely cared for the students.

Seeing their precious students suffer due to the inexplicable antics of one madman was something they couldn’t just stand by and watch.

Eventually, one professor decided to speak up, yelling at me.

“Professor Riyan! What on earth do you think you’re doing?”

Finally, the golden opportunity had arrived – the perfect moment to bring down my outrageously high favorability rating.

I turned around, suppressing a smile, and put on a shamelessly clueless expression, as if I had no idea why he was calling me.

Seeing my face, devoid of any guilt, the enraged professor’s expression contorted further.

“I figured, given your past achievements, you might have some sort of plan. But by now, you should know when to admit you’re wrong!”

“Wrong? What are you talking about?”

A sudden uproar ensued.

Everyone’s attention naturally turned toward us, but I maintained my brazen demeanor, unfazed by the scrutiny.

“The students, who are supposed to be refining themselves at the academy, are instead wallowing in the mud, looking like beggars! Do you still deny your fault?”

The young female professor was practically spitting as she reprimanded me.

The tension grew thick among everyone gathered here.

Now was the time to deliver my prepared response.

“I only acted in the best interest of the students.”

I muttered calmly, without any hesitation.

I continued with a string of careless comments about how “noble brats need to experience hardship to gain some perspective” and “I thought they’d learn a thing or two from this tough experience.”


Hearing such reckless statements, the students’ faces immediately soured, and I could practically feel the anticipation of being mobbed and fired.

Surely, that was the future that awaited me… but before I could continue, a panicked voice came from somewhere nearby.

The head of the academy’s security team, pale-faced, was running towards us.

In the most urgent tone I’d ever heard from him, he shouted, “The academy has been bombed in an enemy raid!!!”



 
  
    Chapter 23: True Survival Training Part 2


The building, half-destroyed and a blaze, was viewed from above by the Fourth Demon, Kamigin, who watched with an intrigued smile.

The Royal Academy, which had surely been the target of this raid, was entirely empty, as if daring someone to provoke it.

‘There shouldn’t have been any way for the plan to leak.’

This was the place guarded by the Great Ancestral Dragon. 

No matter how well large-scale spells might be hidden, they could not deceive her eyes. 

Thus, He chose a primitive method.

Instead of magic, he used science.

Bombs had been hidden throughout the academy, set to explode all at once at the predetermined time.

The academy’s security was notoriously weak when it came to internal threats.

Students who had signed contracts with demons were stopped by walls.

Utilizing the demons made placing the bombs far easier than expected.

‘There’s no way the information could have leaked from those guys. As soon as they served their purpose, I burned their very existence to ashes.’

He used weapons that operated not on detectable magic but on scientific principles. 

This way, he was sure no one would detect it.

But the result? Utter failure.

This baffling outcome that defied common sense sparked her curiosity.

However, this wasn’t curiosity about how they had noticed the raid but rather who had preemptively thwarted it.

The identity of the perpetrator was all too obvious.

‘This must be the work of that mysterious new professor.’

The only one who saw through Amon’s disguise, which could even fool the Ancestral Dragon’s eyes, was that man.

Marbas, who could easily manipulate even the royal family with his illusions, was dispatched without issue by this man.

A human who overpowered both the Seventh and Fifth ranks.

Who else could be behind this act?

‘Either he remembered the students I erased from existence through some unknown means, or he possesses a form of foresight.’

Either possibility was equally terrifying.

This meant the opponent could access the Akashic Records or was a prophet who saw the future. 

Considering the immense power of the grand spell he used to kill Marbas, she could hardly understand where such a monster had come from.

But what rose within her was not fear but a sense of challenge.

The predetermined destruction was unfolding, and now, an unexpected variable had suddenly appeared in her monotonous work.

Unexpected developments always add intrigue to any story.

As a hedonist, Kamigin felt an urge to welcome this disruptor with open arms.

‘I wonder if that professor is as arrogant as the rumors say or if he’s unexpectedly cautious. What ideals is he upholding, and what does he seek to achieve by standing against us?’

He couldn’t help but smile as curiosity surged within him.

Of course, he hadn’t forgotten her mission.

He would fulfill his purpose while satisfying his intrigue.

He needed to ensure that the prophesied child, the only girl capable of averting destruction, who was likely with that professor, was dealt with.

‘Requesting support from that brute Marbas should do the trick.’

A simple-minded battle fanatic.

He may have nothing but fighting on his mind, but his senses were as sharp as a beast’s, making him reliable.

If it was merely to locate the students and keep them occupied until Kamigin arrived, even someone like the Thirty-Ninth rank would handle it with ease.

***

With that conclusion reached, the demon spread her wings.

Today, it seemed, would indeed be quite an enjoyable day.

A sudden rush of dizziness overwhelms me.

This world, which seems determined to ruin me. 

I had expected things might get complicated along the way, ‘but isn’t this a bit much?’

Unfortunately, I don’t have the luxury to complain.

Once again, my evaluation has shot up sky-high. 

People around me stare with astonished faces the moment they hear about the academy explosion, but there’s something even more urgent than that.

“Where are Professor Scott and the Ancestral Dragon right now?”

I urgently ask the security officer.

Gasping for breath, the man manages to regain some composure and assures me not to worry.

“I’ve already informed both of them. They headed straight to the academy, so things should be under control soon.”

No matter who the attacker is, as long as those two are there, there shouldn’t be any trouble. 

The security officer, saying this to reassure everyone, maintains his calm demeanor.

But there’s no way I can feel at ease.

The confidential information given to me upon being hired as a professor.

Deep underground in the academy lies something unknown that could one day determine the empire’s fate.

The Ancestral Dragon and Professor Scott, aware of this, would surely think that the enemy’s target is the academy itself. 

They must have decided that leaving the students to me and the other professors, while focusing all their strength on that side, was the best course of action given the situation…

But only I know the truth.

That this is a world inside a novel.

The world’s center isn’t the great Ancestral Dragon or the Demon King Gaetia, but a suspiciously refined boy from my class.

The world was designed to revolve around that boy. 

No matter what lies hidden beneath the academy, it holds no more value than that little brat from my class.

Thus, what the enemy is targeting isn’t the academy but…

They couldn’t have evacuated the students to an isolated island, could they? Even for me, it took some effort to find them.

It’s the protagonist of this world.

So the demons will inevitably come here.

I had hoped my intuition might be wrong for once, but bad premonitions rarely miss.

With a thunderous roar, the demon appears in front of us, cutting through the air.

He looks at me, a grin of challenge on his face.

There are professors and students all around, yet he’s staring directly at me with that twisted smile.

If there’s ever been a situation of pure spite from the world, this is it.

But no matter how much I complain, nothing will change, so I immediately lock eyes with him and get ready for action.

Whether I should consider this fortunate or unfortunate, there is one plan that comes to mind.

“Why do you look so uncomfortable? Even a demon can’t do much in the face of the Ancestral Dragon’s barrier, can it?”

I stride confidently toward the demon, asking him this.

The barrier hastily erected by Sion to protect the students is weakening the intruder’s strength.

“How unpleasant. Do you intend to provoke me?”

The demon responds exactly as expected.

But provocation wasn’t my real aim.

“It’s simply disappointing. I finally get a worthy opponent, only for him to be unable to fight at full strength. Where’s the satisfaction in defeating you like this?”

Maintaining an arrogant demeanor, I pause and then toss him a pill.

The faces of the students who guess what the pill is are painted in shock. 

If they weren’t horrified, that would be stranger.

“It’s a pill that negates the effects of the barrier. It’s a spare one leftover from those I distributed to the students, so go ahead and take it.”

The pill not only removes the barrier’s influence but also heals severe injuries.

The students had already taken theirs as part of their survival training. 

They probably think I’m insane for helping the enemy like this.

The other professors are in a panic, yelling if I’ve lost my mind, or even accusing me of being a demon’s spy.

But spilled water can’t be scooped back up.

The pill is already in his hand.

The demon laughs loudly at me.

His expression says it all—he’s never encountered someone as crazy as me.

“So the rumors about the new professor’s boundless arrogance were true. I’d wondered which human killed Marbas, but I never imagined he’d be this deranged.”

Seeing how unhinged I am, he likely couldn’t manipulate my mind even if he tried.

The demon laughs, saying he now understands why Marbas fell.

With a smug grin, he swallows the pill.

With that, my plan is complete.

It may not have gone as intended, but my dismissal is now assured.

A professor who tried to look cool by aiding the enemy, only to abandon the students and flee once the enemy fought at full strength—a blunder of this scale is enough to ensure no one would defend me.

The remaining professors and students will handle this demon. 

I don’t need to worry.

If everyone works together, they’ll manage somehow.

Casualties will be high, but what do I care?

Without a glance back, I make a run for it…

No, of course, I wouldn’t really do that.

‘I may desperately want to get fired, but…’

At the very least, I know the time and place.

I’m not a crazy sociopath who would throw everyone off a cliff just to save myself.

The demon’s face suddenly goes pale after swallowing the pill I tossed him. He writhes in agony, unable to bear it.

Unable to hold back, he coughs up blood.

With a choking sound, blood gushes out in a fountain. 


After staggering briefly, he falls to his knees before me.

The demon, horrified that a professor known for his nobility and pride would resort to such tactics, looks up at me in disbelief.

I gaze down at him with a wicked grin.

“It’s not medicine—it’s poison, you fool.”
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“Pros and cons are two sides of the same coin.”

Even a troublesome rise in reputation could be put to good use.

You, you wretch… surely you didn’t…

What kind of rumors were circulating about me among the demons?

The demon looked utterly bewildered, even as I declared confidently that I had poisoned him.

“To think you would resort to such a despicable trick! And you dare call yourself a professor of the esteemed Imperial Academy!”

The demon rebuked me in fury, but his words neither wounded me nor stirred any shame.

I had no particular pride as an academy professor, and wasn’t it his fault for misunderstanding me so thoroughly? I had made every effort to advertise myself as a lowly professor.

“If you had any complaints, you should have figured out my personality better.”

“It would be wise not to move recklessly. The poison will instantly spread through your bloodstream, melting your entire body.”

With an unchanging expression, I declared it.

But perhaps the demon wasn’t entirely clueless.

The demon, with an incredulous expression, managed to stand upright.

It seemed bluffing twice in a row was pushing it too far.

Though it was a bit disappointing, it didn’t matter.

While the poison wasn’t strong enough to make his flesh melt, it was still potent enough.

‘It’s not a poison to be taken lightly, after all.’

It was something I had procured from the Imperial Palace.

Chosen with utmost care from the treasury, its potency was assured. 

It might not bring instant death, but it would certainly weaken his strength significantly.

“I shouldn’t have trusted that wretched Gamin’s words. He claimed I’d meet a worthy opponent that would make my blood boil.”

The demon gritted his teeth in frustration, directing murderous intent at me as he took his stance.

The thought ‘He’s already poisoned, so he shouldn’t be too dangerous,’ was the exact type of thinking that would lead to a bad end.

Considering his physique, he was most likely a warrior type.

A horrible matchup for me.

If I took even one solid hit, I would end up as nothing more than meat paste.

“I, in the name of Marbas, ranked thirty-ninth, swear this: I will rip out your deceitful tongue with my own hands.”

His gaze overflowed with hostility towards me.

With my pitiful physical abilities, reacting to his attack by reading his moves would be far too slow.

Judging from his straightforward personality, he would likely attempt to kill me immediately without hesitation.

Determining that, I moved into a defensive stance without hesitation.

My hand touched the uniform I had brought back from the Imperial Palace.

The palace mage who’d repaired it had wept, saying, “How harsh your hidden battles must have been for the spellwork to deteriorate this much.”

With their utmost skill, a true genius mage had engraved advanced spells into it, manifesting before me in a modified form.

A massive shield bloomed, unfolding like petals.

Layer upon layer, it built up to form thousands of barriers.

***

“Do you lack the courage to face me head-on?”

The demon, scowling, began smashing at the shield wildly.

Ignoring his taunts, I used the time to my advantage.

While having the engravings on my uniform repaired, I’d also had the subspace spell on my hand restored.

During the entrance exam, due to the urgency of the situation, I had to waste that precious spatial spell on mere defense. 

Given time, however, I could reconfigure it with more precision.

‘I won’t change the essence.’

‘Just warp its direction to my will.’

Instead of creating a space to contain something, I would create one to emit it outward.

If I were to spread a thin spatial rift within his body…

‘Even if the scale is insignificant, it’s a temporary spatial incision.’

It was impossible to replicate a truly overpowered technique like slicing an enemy through space with mere inventory magic, but this would suffice.

‘If I pierce his core precisely, he’ll die instantly, just like before.’

Targeting the demon’s weak point, as I had done with Amon’s fatal spot, would turn him into a pile of ashes.

The core was invisible even under intense scrutiny.

With him charging at my barriers, it seemed impossible to pierce his weak point.

But here, I’d have to place my faith in luck.

Based on the cores of the demons I’d slain before, I gambled on my assumption of its location.

Taking a leap of faith, I unleashed the spatial rift within his body, and the result…

Failure.

The good luck that had brought me an 80% win rate in rock-paper-scissors seemed to have abandoned me since I became a professor. 

Although the demon coughed up blood as if he were hurt, he didn’t disintegrate into ashes.

‘Damn it, this is infuriating.’

I bite my lip, clutching the artifact I’d obtained from the Imperial Palace—a necklace forged from dragonheart.

The situation was turning out to be worse than I’d anticipated.

Despite using two cards already, I hadn’t managed to finish him off. 

I could likely take him down by exhausting all my remaining options, but that would render the entire effort pointless.

Though it might seem like overthinking, I couldn’t ignore that he’d mentioned that demon, Gamin. 

I couldn’t be certain this was the only enemy here.

‘But I can’t just leave him unchecked, can I?’

The demon was hell-bent on attacking me with obvious hostility.

Even weakened, my frail body couldn’t withstand even one of his punches.

As long as he kept focusing his attacks on me, I’d have no choice but to continue expending my precious hand.

Yet, just as I prepared for another clash…

The demon, who had been attacking with such ferocity, suddenly cooled down, taking several steps back.”

“…I’ve changed my mind. If you’re going to keep resisting, I’ll have no choice but to use dirty tricks myself.”

Though afflicted by poison and internal injuries, he curved his lips into a sinister smile.

“You will regret underestimating me for the rest of your life.”

With that, the demon leapt behind me.

His target was not me… but my students.

“It’s deeply unpleasant.”

This was the first time such irritation surged within me.

‘Just how far does he intend to insult me?’

The spatial magic I had just cast had narrowly pierced right beside his heart. 

An overwhelming power capable of controlling even the slashes that cut through space with ease.

This man had surely reached a level above that of an archmage.

If he wanted, he could kill him instantly, just as he did with Marbas and Amon.

Yet, he didn’t.

Instead, he orchestrated a bizarre play, feeding him poison and narrowly missing the critical strike to keep him alive.

There was only one reason for this: he didn’t see him as an adversary, but as mere entertainment.

Dying to an enemy was one thing, but he couldn’t stand the fact that his opponent didn’t even see him as a threat.

So… he had to pay him back, even if it meant resorting to despicable tricks he despised.

***

The demon quickly pressed his hand to the ground, creating a barrier.

Within it, he drew in the crowd near Riyan—his A-Class students.

‘I may not be able to lay a finger on that man, but breaking his spirit? That I can manage.’

He imagined his opponent’s face when he realized all his precious students had been killed due to his own arrogance.

The thought of it was already thrilling.

The massive barrier unfolded.

The students were now fully exposed to danger, isolated from the professor who was supposed to protect them.

Seeing this, Marbas twisted his mouth into a wicked grin.

“I don’t hold any grudge against you, but I have my reasons. All of you will have to die here today.”

He’d been so engrossed in the fight with Riyan that he’d almost forgotten his other purpose: eliminating the child of prophecy.

“There was no need to hesitate.”

He crafted a greatsword from the blood seeping from his wound and readied his stance to charge.

“If you must resent someone, blame your bad luck for choosing the wrong professor.”

With that, Marbas pushed off the ground, leaping forward.

His bloody sword swung with a loud whooshing sound.

Even if he couldn’t exert his full strength due to the poison and internal injuries, he wasn’t so weak that he’d struggle against mere students.

At least, that’s what he thought…

But his massive sword was stopped effortlessly by a student’s bare hand.

The immense energy surrounding the student’s body was unmistakably magical reinforcement.

‘Why… is there someone here capable of using magical reinforcement?’

Though Marbas was momentarily dazed, he was known for his quick adaptability.

A difficult opponent? Just leave them be and deal with the other students first. It wasn’t a major issue.

“I’ll leave you for later.”

Marbas fled from the student using magical reinforcement.

I-I’ll leave you for later too.

He avoided yet another magically reinforced student.

Y-you as well… I’ll just handle you later.

He attempted to evade yet another student.


“How about we start by having a conversation?”

But the demon failed to escape the twenty enraged students, all empowered with magical reinforcement, who were determined to make him pay for insulting their professor.

Sweat trickled down his back.

Something had gone terribly, terribly wrong.



 
  
    Chapter 25: True Survival Training Part 4


One of the 72 Evils appeared right before their eyes.

On the other hand, they were merely first-year students at the Academy.

Not only had they not yet completed even one semester, but because of the barrier cast by the demon, they couldn’t expect reinforcements either. Even the professors could no longer protect them.

Yet, despite such circumstances, none of the students lost their composure. 

If anything, it would have been strange if they did.

‘We’ve all learned under that professor.’

The protagonist of this world, Lucie Leonhart, showed a confident smile.

They knew that he had single-handedly fended off attacks before.

They knew that he had seen through the demon’s true nature.

They knew that he had saved everyone countless times.

And above all, they knew that he was a true professor of this era, who genuinely cared for his students.

‘But Professor Riyan made a mistake? Neglected to protect us and let the demon approach?’

There’s a limit to how absurd something can sound.

Professor Riyan is the one most fitting of the term “perfect.” This must be a situation he intended.

As Lucie calmly reviewed the situation, the answer became clear.

The professor, who rarely used poison, specifically weakened the enemy and, although he could have ended the enemy’s life, chose to stop at delivering a critical injury.

And the weakened enemy was allowed to target the A-Class students specifically.

There was only one possibility.

“To think that the first task he’s given us is to defeat a demon… Just what expectations does Professor Riyan have for us? I already feel the weight on my shoulders.”

Sylvia spoke up beside them, and Lucie wholeheartedly agreed.

No matter how weakened it was, to expect students alone to kill one of the 72 Evils was outrageous. 

The Academy’s history wouldn’t have anything close to a task this difficult.

Everyone, not just Lucie, looked a bit taken aback by such a demand that far surpassed common sense.

“Still, if the professor believes in us, we must do our best to meet his expectations.”

Of course, finding it outrageous and giving up on the test were different matters entirely. 

Though the expectations the professor had placed on them were indeed heavy, their gratitude far outweighed the burden.

‘If it’s you all, you can do this. My students can easily overcome such hardship.’

‘I have no doubt that you can succeed.’

It felt as if the professor were whispering encouragement in their ears.

With the most trustworthy person in the world pushing them from behind, how could they not feel brave? How could they not draw their swords confidently in the face of their enemy?

“Let’s go. We’ll take that thing down with our own hands!”

Lucie shouted loud enough for everyone to hear.

At that moment, the A-Class students prepared for battle. 

The demon, facing them, muttered something to himself, but there was no question of what was more important—Professor Riyan’s test or the demon’s babbling.

They brushed off his words about wanting to talk or questioning if they were truly first-years. 

He mocked them, wondering why everyone was using magical enhancement so easily, but they paid him no mind.

“Huu…”

Taking a deep breath, Lucie gripped their sword tightly.

Though afflicted with magic insensitivity, which meant they couldn’t sense or handle magic properly, by fate’s strange twist, their innate magic capacity was second to none.

How to imbue a blade with magic…

How to unleash sword energy…

They knew none of that, yet they managed to top the Imperial Academy’s rankings with overwhelming results.

“Horizontal Slash.”

By simply swinging their sword with all their strength, they had dominated every other test taker in that place.

An endlessly simple strike. 

But it was precisely because of its simplicity that it was a fierce slash that was impossible to counter as it flew toward the demon. 

As soon as it saw it, the demon, horrified, pushed off the ground to leap back.

There was no option to meet that strike head-on.

Realizing this early on, the demon opted to evade. 

However, Lucie had anticipated that reaction long ago.

“Now!”

Lucie shouted to everyone. 

The demon, already poisoned and injured, had hurriedly dodged, making it impossible for it to maintain its stance.

If there was ever a moment to attack, it was now.

The students, who had long awaited the chance to avenge the demon’s blasphemous insults toward their professor, surrounded the demon in a group as if they had planned it all along.

***

“Twenty attacking one—is there no pride among you all? Don’t you feel any shame in using such lowly tactics in what should be an honorable duel?”

Among the students, there was even one from a knight family that had upheld their honor for centuries.

Under normal circumstances, a demon invoking pride in a moment of crisis might have been unexpectedly effective… but this time, the opponent was just too unfortunate.

After all, our professor had already foreseen even this.

“It’s not medicine; it’s poison, you fool.”

A genius who mastered the rare and difficult art of spatial magic.

With Professor Riyan’s skill, he could have easily overpowered the enemy without resorting to something as underhanded as poison.

There was only one reason he would have chosen such a distasteful method in front of everyone.

‘There’s no need to show respect to a demon. Instead, learn the wisdom to mock your opponents and not fall for their deceitful tricks.’

‘Just how many steps ahead was he thinking?’

It was impossible not to be in awe of Professor Riyan’s insight.

Not one student here was foolish enough to ignore the lessons he had personally imparted. 

Thus, there wasn’t a single person who would be ashamed or swayed by the demon’s words.

“The demon’s trying to divide us! Stay together! Together, let’s tear this demon apart!”

They surrounded the demon and continued their relentless attacks.

Gathered with a shared intent, the students tortured the demon.

The agonizing screams echoed, and the sight of the bloodied demon brought bright smiles to the students’ faces—so much so that one might wonder who the real demon was.

***

“Arrogant brats, just like your professor! Know your place! Do you think that if I unleash my true power, prepared to die, you could stand against me?”

Cornered, the demon shouted.

Whether it was a final struggle or a desperate attempt, the demon’s face filled with malice as it began burning its very soul.

Even weakened, one of the 72 Evils was still a formidable force.

Lucie understood that the demon’s warning was no empty threat.

If it truly unleashed its full strength, some students would inevitably be dragged down with it.

By the time the professor broke the barrier, half the students here might already be dead. 

They should have ceased pressing the demon immediately.

But that would only apply if the demon had a chance to go all out.

“Unfortunately for you, demon, your wish won’t come true.”

A girl with black hair and piercing blue eyes folded her hands devoutly as she spoke.

The demon’s body trembled. 

It seemed to realize instinctively who this woman was.

“Why is that girl, who should be in the Holy Kingdom, here? Did she secretly enroll in the Academy? And at such a time as this?”

With an expression full of utter disbelief, the demon screamed, lamenting the absurdity of first-year students overpowering it. 

Yet, the saint paid no mind.

She smiled, a beautiful yet eerily unsettling smile, seemingly kind but carrying an inexplicable chill.

“I shall grant you a final chance to repent.”

Drawing a holy symbol, the saint recited a prayer.

Chains of light emerged and bound the already tattered demon, rendering it immobile.

With an exhilarated expression, she licked the blood on her cheek and dragged a massive morning star behind her.

“Let your screams resound. May your voice reach the heavens so the Divine feels our devotion!”

For the first time, her half-closed eyes opened wide.

With a twisted grin, the saint charged at the demon.

Tears trickled down Marbas’s cheek.

An utterly unexpected turn of events.

Cold sweat trickled down his back.

A moment of carelessness. 

Overconfident in the thought that they were mere humans, he had allowed the students to launch a surprise attack.

There was no time to delay. 

I dashed towards the barrier the demon had cast, analyzing its structure to reverse it.

Before long, the barrier began to unravel.

A horrific scene unfolded, with a metallic stench of blood and scattered organs—a sight so gruesome, it was hard to even look at.

All I could do was feel despair at the sight before me…

“Professor Riyan!”

A voice called out from somewhere.

The protagonist approached me with a bright smile, rushing over.

With the demon’s skull impaled on a sword like a mere skewer, as if it were nothing.


“This is our gift to you. We all took it down together!”

The students, adorned in the demon’s innards, grinned proudly.

The demon’s brain dropped with a soft plop from the head extended toward me.

… I decided to simply give up on trying to make sense of anything.



 
  
    Chapter 26: Dreams of my youthful days and true talent


The demon that could only be captured because of everyone’s strength.

The professor may not be one to fuss over achievements, but a first-year academy student accomplishing such a feat was surely unprecedented.

Knowing his students had grown this much would surely make him proud. 

So, let’s take proof of the demon’s defeat as a trophy.

With that thought, Lucie crafted the demon’s shattered head into a bouquet-like arrangement.

‘Why is the professor making that face?’

‘Why indeed?’

She had expected him to proudly smile, say, “They’re my students, after all,” and give her a pat on the head. Yet, the professor only looked bewildered.

A cold sweat trickled down his face, now pale as if he were genuinely frightened.

If anyone saw him, they might think he was terrified.

‘There’s no way the professor would be scared of something like a demon!’

“Our professor stood his ground even before mythical monsters.” 

“He wouldn’t be shaken by a mere corpse.” 

“There must be another reason.”

“So, what exactly has startled the professor like this?”

The answer to her question arrived sooner than expected.

***

[Students have become quite fierce in my absence, it seems.]

A voice echoed suddenly from behind her.

Whirling around, Lucie was confronted with the demon’s face.

Due to her lack of magical sensitivity, she hadn’t sensed its approach, but surely the professor had noticed its presence long before.

Though they’d barely taken down one, here was another demon joining the fray.

The situation was dire, but none of the students, Lucie included, were intimidated.

The academy’s professors were here with them.

Moreover, they themselves were no force to be underestimated.

‘This time, we’ll protect the professor!’

The entire Class A ignited with fighting spirit.

They’d already slain one demon; a second shouldn’t be out of reach.

They silently agreed to pool their efforts once more and prepared for battle. 

Lucie, after discarding the demon’s head, readied her sword once again.

She swung her blade immediately.

An onslaught of attacks followed in unison. 

Even for a demon, blocking them all should’ve been impossible, and yet…

“…Huh?”

In that moment, her face contorted with surprise.

The demon, wearing only an unsettling smile, stood unfazed. 

Not a single scratch marked its body.

“If that’s all you’ve got, then it’s my turn now.”

The demon didn’t attack them.

It neither cast magic nor drew a sword to strike.

Instead, it simply shed its skin, revealing its true form.

With just that, none of them could bear to look straight at it. 

Their heads spun, nausea welled up. 

Their bodies refused to respond. 

Even standing upright became impossible.

One by one, they began to collapse helplessly. 

Only then did Lucie realize her folly.

‘This was never a foe we could handle.’

She had been overconfident. 

They’d taken down an opponent prepared by the professor for training and had placed too much faith in their own abilities. 

There had to be a reason the professor was so disturbed.

Her reckless judgment had led them astray.

***

“Though I feel no particular kinship for my kind, I should avenge a fallen comrade who granted my request.”

“Justice demands punishment for wrongdoing.” 

“And so, I shall take your heads as trophies.”

With that declaration, the demon slowly approached.

It reached out and touched her neck as she lay on the ground, its murderous intent causing tears to streak down Lucie’s cheeks.

Yet, it was already too late. 

This was a being far beyond reason. 

Even Professor Silphi, who tried to counterattack with her staff, fell helplessly.

The search for the one who destroyed her family.

Hiding her name, identity, and even gender to achieve that goal.

All of it amounted to nothing.

Everything was obliterated by the demon who called itself the Fourth Rank, Kamigin.

All she had was now in ruins. 

That was the only end waiting for her.

But then…

Footsteps.

Footsteps that shouldn’t be heard reached her ears.

The professor had just exhausted himself casting advanced spells. 

Moreover, he was a magician. 

There was no way he could withstand the pressure that had crushed even the swordsmanship professor.

But still.

Despite it all.

The footsteps continued.

The professor walked alone, fearlessly, toward the demon.

Kamigin looked intrigued, smiling as if amused. 

Faced with such an overwhelmingly powerful foe, the professor calmly opened his mouth and muttered, “You never cease to annoy me.”

***

“Are you truly choosing that?” [This opportunity will never come again. Please, reconsider once more…]

The reward bestowed by the imperial family.

When he was instructed to choose any item he wished from the treasury, the attendant had advised him as such.

The reason was simple.

The item I chose was a hopeless failure, defective from its very conception.

A precious material called Dragon Heart.

If it had been used to craft a staff, a sword, or even refined into an elixir, it would have been an invaluable treasure.

But what was created was a mere auxiliary mana stone.

The vast magical power within the dragon’s heart had been wasted, converted in a way that threw away all efficiency to suit the user.

It could be used as a backup when mana ran low.

But a true genius, someone who reached the rank of Archmage, would never suffer from a shortage of mana.

For an average magician facing their limits, no amount of mana would help if they couldn’t properly wield it.

An enigmatic item, made for no apparent purpose, as if to throw the most precious material in the world to the ground.

Nevertheless.

I picked up the necklace without hesitation.

This strange, flawed item was the only means to fill the talent I so desperately craved.

“You never cease to annoy me.”

Muttering those words, I touched the necklace.

The nature of the mana I infused. 

The mana stone replicated it, refining the immense power it contained to suit me.

I had to use my final trump card, which I’d hoped to keep hidden until the very end. 

The fact that I could still smile was probably because I still hadn’t grown up.

***

As expected, I knew you’d bring me joy.

The demon grinned, exuding a menacing aura.

The pressure directed at me intensified even further.

Normally, this would have been a force I couldn’t even resist, but for now, it was manageable. 

I had already analyzed the demon’s magical structure last time.

In fact, if I recalculated the formula swiftly enough, I could counter it even without the necklace. 

Although I’d likely have died in less than a second, drained of all mana.

“It’s been a while since I’ve had a fight that feels like a real challenge.”

The demon muttered, looking at me.

But I had no intention of indulging its desire for battle.

“I’m not here to enjoy a fight; I’ll end this in a single move.”

The mana stone, in the end, was disposable.

Even with the unimaginable mana of the Dragon Heart, a prolonged fight was unwise due to the inefficiency of refining it.

So what I needed was a decisive strike.

I had no intention of prolonging this as a proper battle. 

I would simply overpower it in one swift blow.

Once I made up my mind, hesitation vanished. 

I dismantled each of its attacks while preparing a spell.

I didn’t need to wonder about what spell to use.

I’d thought about this one for over ten years.

‘Thinking about it now, it’s a little embarrassing.’

In my youth, I thought I was a genius.

When it came to magic, I could understand anything at a glance and wield it freely. 

I never doubted that I could make my name known throughout the world.

Though reality eventually humbled me, it didn’t change the fact that I once aimed sincerely for the top.

A natural flaw was something I believed I could one day overcome.

Lack of mana could be solved with effort.

So, if there was a single out-of-reach spell that I’d created with that foolish notion, choosing it was a simple matter.

***

As the spell formation completed, the ground trembled.

The demon looked up at the presence descending from above.

Falling Star.

A star that responded to my will and fell. 

It was an attack to obliterate the entire area, and the demon immediately leaped up, bracing itself.

The effort showed on its face, as even for it, this was overwhelming.

But its strength was greater than anticipated.

Although the demon masquerading as royalty had been unable to resist and was rendered powerless instantly, this one withstood—no, even blocked it.

Shadows spilled out from it, forming the massive shape of a beast. 

The black wolf devoured the falling star in one greedy gulp.

“I’m a bit disappointed. I acknowledge your strength, but thinking you could defeat me in a single move is rather arrogant, don’t you think?”

The demon, having achieved an otherworldly feat, gave me a playful smile and a declaration, but…

There was no way I could feel intimidated.

Even foolishness has its limits.

Do not underestimate the foolishness of my younger self, the fool who once thought he could etch his name into history with all his heart and soul.

The pinnacle I envisioned in my most naive days.

There was no way it would end with just a single meteor.

I modified the prepared spell to copy and alter it.

Mental strain from deploying thousands of spell formations?

I’ll simply shift that burden to the target instead.

The massive mana required for each spell?

I’ll solve it with recycling. 

I’ll shatter each cast spell immediately and use it as fuel for the next.


A wry smile naturally spread across my face. 

I looked down upon the demon with supreme arrogance and declared.

[Unique Spell No. 1, Meteor Shower.]

This victory belongs to me.



 
  
    Chapter 27: The Genius, Heart-Pounding Reason, and First Love Part 1


Humans and demons are not equal.

The difference between the short-lived and the long-lived species can never be reversed.

Kamigin has believed this without question his entire life. 

‘Isn’t it common sense that needs no explanation?’

The entirety of a human’s life is but a blink to a demon. 

Even if someone devotes their life to gaining experience, they cannot possibly reach the same heights.

In the face of a skill honed over a near eternity, a mortal’s achievements lose their value.

‘That was supposed to be the common sense, wasn’t it?’

Yet now, before his eyes, that very common sense is being overturned.

It was fine when he first saw the meteor fall. 

After hearing how Marbas met his end, he expected an attack of this level.

Even when the opponent started replicating his spells, he was unperturbed. 

He figured that, with limits to the opponent’s magic, he could block it about three times.

But when the opponent began recklessly modifying the spell, that was the moment he had no choice but to sense his own defeat.

Haphazardly arranged runes.

The arrangement and structure were so chaotic that it was impossible to understand the intention behind them.

But each seemingly meaningless element, when combined in this complex way, began to take on significance.

‘Why was half of the spell’s components missing?’ To trigger a failure and make the magic run wild.

‘Why would he do something as reckless as that?’

To enjoy the power boost from the wild magic while pushing the backlash onto his enemy.

“Why did he think he could push the backlash onto his enemy?”

“Because he had already taken control of Kamigin’s magic circuits.”

A precision so fine that even Kamigin hadn’t noticed it.

He had never let his guard down, and the human had only met a few demons before, so he couldn’t possibly have a deep understanding of the demon’s system and structure.

Yet, as if none of that mattered, the man succeeded in stealing control of the magic circuits.

At some point, he found himself bound to the man’s spell, forced to bear the risks that should have been directed toward that man.

‘Even this alone is shocking enough.’

But what’s even harder to believe is what the man is doing now.

The spell, which should have dissipated soon after being used, lasts only a moment before the magic within it scatters back into the air.

In that fleeting moment, he seizes the residual magic and constructs another spell from it. While theoretically possible, it’s an act beyond the realm of common sense.

A spell that would take even an archmage an entire day to complete, he rebuilds in less than a second.

A speed of casting that defies all common sense.

This overwhelming efficiency allows him to cast the grand magic, Meteor, thousands of times.

〈Unique Spell No. 1: Meteor Shower〉

The man looks down on him with an arrogant smile.

A gaze filled with overt contempt, as if to say, “No matter how much you struggle, you will never reach me.”

But the emotion filling the demon’s chest isn’t anger—it’s awe.

At this moment, he can only admit that the common sense he’s held his entire life was flawed.

‘It doesn’t matter if one’s lifespan is short or long.’

Even those who live for a fleeting moment can overwhelm those who live for eternity.

A true genius.

Before someone born to stand at the peak, the limits of one’s race don’t matter.

Hundreds, thousands of stars begin to fall.

A noble light that was once only meant to be gazed upon is now dragged down to the earth by a mere human’s will.

Seeing this sight, Kamigin smiles weakly.

***

“Well, at this point, I don’t even feel resentment.”

He could still resist if he wanted to.

Taking a student hostage is an option, as is attempting self-destruction.

But he finds no meaning in doing so. 

No matter what he tries, he doesn’t think he can win against that man, and from that realization, the outcome of the battle is already decided.

“I’ll humbly admit it—my utter defeat.”

The loser is buried, and the winner continues to live.

He has no intention of protesting the laws of battle now.

Kamigin quietly looks up at the sky.

The vast night sky, A shower of falling stars, A maddeningly beautiful sight captured in his gaze.

‘Maybe we truly will fail.’

Just a single variable.

Only one human.

Yet that one human might overpower us all and alter an unchangeable fate.

With this final thought, Kamigin closes his eyes.

A thunderous roar engulfs the earth.

A dazzling light fills the world.

The demon calmly accepts his end.

The subspace barrier surrounding me and the students dissipates, having barely fulfilled its purpose.

In front of me lies a wasteland, unrecognizable from its previous state. 

It looks like a meteor might have crashed here.

‘Considering an actual meteor did fall, it’s not surprising.’

The demon surrendered without resistance, unexpectedly compliant. 

I didn’t even need to deliver a final blow—I watched as its body couldn’t hold up and crumbled to ashes in the end.

It might have been overkill, but it was the right decision. 

If I hadn’t crushed its fighting spirit in one go, it would have definitely kept up its mischief until the end.

‘Looks like I managed to survive this time too.’

This opponent was incomparably tougher than any I’d faced before, but I somehow managed to win by bending the rules.

Surviving another ordeal despite the odds.

Plus, I even managed to fulfill a childhood dream of mine. 

Naturally, I’m… regretting it now.

‘Perhaps this is why I still haven’t been fired.’

I lost my composure and failed to think calmly.

Excited at the thought of achieving a once-abandoned dream, I forgot to consider what was best.

I should’ve cast a simple Sleep spell on the students and professors.

That way, I could have avoided the penalty of increased reputation. 

Instead, I stomped on an obvious landmine with full force.

…Though, I did have my reasons.’

The frustration of creating a spell with all my heart, only to find my magic power weaker than a five-year-old’s, so I couldn’t use it.

After managing to pull myself together, I thought I’d at least share the spell with others and went to the Magic Tower, only to be turned away as if I was joking.

The despair of being insulted as if I’d created an impractical, far-fetched spell, unable to defend myself because I couldn’t demonstrate it.

With all this pent up, how was I supposed to think of a Sleep spell to hide my battle scene?

No one else has ever been this unlucky.

‘But it’s all just excuses at this point.’

Reality is merciless.

No matter the reasons, the fact that I made a mistake is unchangeable, so I brace myself to pay the price for my foolishness and look around.

I can feel the piercing stares that have been on me for a while.

People stare at me with their mouths agape, still processing what just happened.

It takes a moment for them to regain their senses in the face of this overwhelming situation. 

As they slowly comprehend, they find their voices again.

“Professoooor!”

The students of Class A and those attending the self-study lectures cheer as they run toward me, their uniforms soaked with tears and snot.

They already had complete trust in me, so while they’re a bit surprised, they act as if they knew I’d pull through.

“Sir, how… how on earth did you do that?”

In contrast, the professors and students who don’t know me well remain stunned, struggling to accept this as reality.

Some pinch their cheeks to check if they’re dreaming, others look at me with horrified eyes, as if I’m some kind of eldritch creature, while others stand there, stammering, at a loss for words.

The reactions are polar opposites, yet in both cases, my reputation is skyrocketing in real time.

It’s getting harder by the minute to get fired.

But I have no choice but to accept it without complaint. 

This disaster is one I’ve brought upon myself.

‘Well… if it’s just to this extent, it’s manageable.’

The higher you climb, the more spectacular the fall.

The higher my reputation, the greater the disappointment when I eventually make a fool of myself.

So, this much is still within my limits.

This much would have still been within my limits…

***

Footsteps echo from afar. 

I see the great ancient dragon walking toward me, wings folded. 

But her expression is entirely different from usual.


Eyes devoid of life.

With a solemn face, she lowers her head before me.

“I am unfit to be the principal. Please, take over as the Academy’s principal in my stead, Riyan.”

…No matter how much, this is beyond what I can handle.



 
  
    Chapter 28: The Genius, Heart-Pounding Reason, and First Love Part 2


There is nothing in this world that remains unchanged.

When there is a beginning, there is always an end, and no matter how beautiful a flower once was, it is destined to rot and decay one day.

Even beings who live for eternity are no exception.

Even if the body remains unchanging, the mind is gradually worn down by the passage of time. Eventually, it would become an empty shell, without even its own will.

The end was not far off.

Sion had sensed this truth long ago.

No matter what happened, she felt no excitement. 

Her emotions had grown faint, and she found herself forcing expressions. 

It was time to acknowledge her limits and step down from her position as principal.

And yet, she had kept putting off the inevitable, all because of that new professor who had suddenly appeared one day.

A peculiar figure who revived the emotions that had grown so faint.

That person always exceeded her expectations, making her heart race and allowing her to genuinely smile. 

He reminded her that she was still alive.

And thus, Sion could dream of the future.

She could envision a future where she could laugh happily once more, forgetting loneliness and living just a bit longer.

‘But perhaps, it was a dream too extravagant for someone like me.’

Recently, she had been quite happy.

The reward that was to be bestowed upon her for stopping the terrorist attack. 

She was looking forward to proposing joint management of the academy with it in mind.

When she heard that the academy had suddenly been half-destroyed by an enemy, she couldn’t help but wonder how far ahead that professor had foreseen it all. 

She felt excitement and even smiled at the thought.

But her attachment to that happiness had backfired.

She couldn’t afford to lose Riyan.

This time, she would meet the professor’s expectations.

She would deal with the enemy who attacked so swiftly, and regain the trust she had lost. 

But the actions she took with that intention turned out to be an irreversible mistake.

‘Even stupidity has its limits.’

The remains of the Demon King, hidden within the academy.

Certainly, it was a valuable artifact, but there was no way it was worth more than the lives of the students.

Thus, the top priority should have been the students’ safety.

Just as Riyan had done, she should have stayed and protected everyone.

The fact that she hadn’t realized this simple truth showed that she was already disqualified as an educator. 

She had no right to be principal.

“I am unfit to be principal. Please take my place and lead the academy, Riyan.”

So, Sion bowed her head before Riyan.

This was the Sion Dragon who had never lowered her head before the emperor of the empire. 

Yet, she wasn’t shameless enough to act unbothered after betraying the trust of someone who had believed in her, not once but twice.

How could she dare look him in the eyes?

She bowed her head, confessing her guilt.

“I should have relinquished this position a long time ago. My stubbornness to hold on was nothing but arrogance.”

Her judgment had grown clouded. 

She had acted impulsively, putting others in difficult situations. 

Even if she called it the madness of old age, it was an appalling display with no excuse.

“I persisted to honor the vow I made to an old friend, but it’s time to acknowledge my limits.”

The first hero with whom she founded this empire.

The girl who had dragged her out of a cave and planted dreams within her.

Before she died, that girl had confessed that she feared being forgotten by the world. 

She feared that the stories of her and her comrades would fade from everyone’s memories.

So Sion had made a promise to her.

She would never forget her, even if the world did.

She would tell their tales to the growing children, planting dreams and carrying on her will forever.

But that will had already been completely broken.

“She left me alone, unable even to die as I wished. From the moment I began to resent my friend in such a way, I had already reached my end.”

Even if she recounted her friend’s tales to the students, in truth, Sion was the only one who knew her for who she really was.

Sion was the only one who remembered what her beloved comrades were like, what they thought, and how they laughed. 

That loneliness had gnawed at the ancient dragon for thousands of years.

“I entrust all authority related to the Imperial Academy to you. Please, lead the people in my stead.”

And so, it was time to step back.

Riyan, as a professor, surely understood this.

It would be a lie to say that she wasn’t bitter as the end approached. 

However, if she left things in his hands, she was certain the academy would be fine. 

Now, she could begin to sort out her affairs slowly.

She could now begin to slowly settle her affairs…

But for some reason, Riyan’s face turned pale.

He looked as if he had been sentenced to death.

He hastily stopped her and shouted, “Please, do not speak such sad words. Such things would only trample upon your friend’s heart!”

His hand held hers firmly, as though he wouldn’t let her go.

Through his grip, a gentle warmth spread to Sion.

“Fearing being forgotten and asking you to live to tell her story—it was surely just a lie meant to save a friend who seemed on the verge of breaking apart.”

Although Sion appreciated the consideration, she had already realized this long ago.

Her friend was not someone who would make such a selfish request.

The reason she had said those words at the end was likely because she sensed Sion had resolved to follow her as her first friend had done.

“But how could I live my whole life just yearning like this?”

She was utterly exhausted now. 

She could no longer remember her friend’s face properly. 

So please, let her finally escape.

Sion cried out, almost begging.

Yet even then, the hand that held hers did not release its grip.

“Please live on. Isn’t life meant to be unpredictable, where you can’t foresee even one step ahead? Perhaps even a bond you never expected is waiting for you.”

He knew she was destined to live eternally.

He knew that, even if she formed bonds, she would ultimately be left alone.

Yet he still wished for her to continue living.

This selfish statement sparked a surge of irritation within her.

The words, “What do you know about me?” rose up to her throat.

But she couldn’t bring herself to voice such complaints.

His hair, white as snow, fluttered in the breeze.

Looking straight at her with golden eyes, he made his declaration with a confidence that seemed unmatched by anyone in the world.

“There is surely someone out there. Even if they cannot walk alongside you for eternity, they will leave you with an unforgettable moment.”

He might not be able to live forever with her, but he promised to give her happiness she could never forget.

He vowed to leave her with memories so vivid they would never fade, even within eternity, so that she would never feel lonely. 

And he asked her to stay by his side.

“…As expected, I can’t win against you.”

He always exceeded her expectations.

This realization naturally brought a smile to her lips.

How he could suddenly think of confessing at such a moment, how he could be so sure it would make her happy—she couldn’t understand what he was thinking at all.

It was so unpredictable that she found herself intrigued.

Her emotions had mostly faded, yet being with this man always brought her laughter. 

It made her think she wanted to live just a little longer.

‘Maybe indulging in one more whim wouldn’t be so bad.’

The delegation of her principal authority was canceled.

She had just thought of a more fitting reward.

With a quick poke, she pressed her index finger against his cheek.

What followed was the appearance of a dark symbol.

It was a mark that a dragon placed on their partner, the same mark that had turned an ordinary girl into the empire’s founder.

***

Fortune and longevity. 

It not only doubled one’s natural magical capacity, but if their wavelengths were well-matched, it could allow one to evolve into a dragonkin within a decade—a blessing of the highest order.

She knew she had made a mistake, but this much would surely be enough to make up for it. 

And with the mood lightened, she thought it would be alright to tease him a little.

The ancient dragon immediately opened her mouth with a playful plan.

‘Since your courage is impressive, I shall accept your challenge! Let’s see if you can truly make me fall for you!’

That was her plan, to tease him.

But for some reason…

The words she had meant to say wouldn’t come out.

Her head felt dizzy.

Her face grew hot on its own.

She couldn’t even meet his eyes properly.

This series of reactions flustered the ancient dragon.

No matter how unfamiliar she was with her own feelings, she couldn’t fail to recognize what this emotion was called by society.

‘Calm down, stay composed. We are of different beings to begin with. This must merely be curiosity, just curiosity.’

She looked at Riyan, doing her best to convince herself.

Her hand trembled, her legs twisted awkwardly, but she was still the mighty ancient dragon.

After all, she had lived through nearly an eternity. 

It wouldn’t do for someone like her to lose face over such a trivial matter.

Sion decided to act with composure.


Resolving to stay composed…

“Now that I think about it, I forgot to reinforce the dormitory’s barrier!”

She exclaimed nonsensically with complete composure, took off flying in composed haste, crashed into a tree with utter composure, fell in composed embarrassment, acted like nothing had happened with complete composure, and then composedly ran away.

It was a moment of utter humiliation that she would regret for the rest of her life.



 
  
    Chapter 29: Viva! Apocalypse Part 1


Inside the luxurious office.

A man frowned in a room decorated with glittering jewels and gold, seemingly reflecting the taste of its owner.

[Report on the Demonic Attack Incident.]

The document in his hand.

A familiar name appeared there once again.

‘Riyan… that name’s been coming up a lot lately.’

Even though the person in question was a professor at the academy, this was the Golden Duke.

Normally, he wouldn’t bother paying attention to a mere new professor, but this time, it was different.

There should be a limit to how frequently a name appears. 

Lately, every incident and accident seemed to be connected to this person. 

And each time, it appeared that they made a great contribution.

‘Just from the rumors, he sounds like some sort of monster.’

Apparently, he single-handedly thwarted every attack and terrorist plot.

The specifics were classified, but they said he created a lecture that would reshape the empire’s history.

There were even rumors that the Iron-Blooded Duke and the Progenitor Dragon were vying for his favor.

It was said that he even gained the Imperial Family’s favor to the point where the Imperial Knights were mobilized to find someone gossiping behind his back.

‘But surely not all of that is true.’

Common sense told him so.

From the investigation, Riyan’s magical power barely matched the average of a four-year-old. 

There was no way he could be casting meteors to save students from danger.

‘The Iron-Blooded Duke is famously stubborn and old-fashioned, and the Progenitor Dragon, despite appearing lively, is emotionally decayed.’

There was no way he could charm both of them in just a month, let alone win over the Emperor. 

So, these must all be baseless rumors.

‘The Imperial Knights visiting the academy was surely related to the corpse of the Demon King buried underground.’

It made more sense than believing the Emperor would waste resources to catch a gossipmonger, as it was probably an inspection related to that which lay dormant underground.

So, the only plausible rumor was the second one:

The claim that Riyan made a groundbreaking discovery and created a lecture that would go down in history.

‘But something still bothers me.’

It didn’t make sense that one good lecture would generate this much talk. 

He couldn’t explain why these rumors were spreading.

He kept feeling as if something was being concealed.

His influence was rising suspiciously fast. 

If he didn’t clip it now, it could become dangerous.

‘Well, there happens to be a perfect opportunity. It worked out just right.’

One must always be cautious when making judgments.

Though he doubted the professor was the genius portrayed in the rumors, he didn’t want to ignore even the slightest possibility.

So, he decided to use his subordinate.

‘Who would’ve thought that the Chairman’s unfortunate involvement in the explosion targeting the student building would come in handy like this?’

The Chairman, who was currently on the brink of death.

In his place was someone under the Golden Duke’s influence.

He’d recently succeeded in coaxing the fallen elder’s niece, navigating various justifications and intrigues, to place her as the acting chairman.

‘A tyrannical and dull woman, but even dull things have their uses.’

A foolish decision to pick a fight with a well-reputed professor.

But she would likely accept it without hesitation.

With her extreme prejudice against commoners, she wouldn’t see Riyan favorably. 

Besides, she had no authority to refuse his orders.

‘If that professor really is the genius the rumors say, I’ll just sever ties immediately. No harm done.’

The Golden Duke drafted his orders without hesitation.

Why did he feel so uneasy, though?

However, he was the type to trust in logical deductions over inexplicable intuition.

A simple plan to test the waters with a disposable pawn.

What potential issues could arise from this?

Too much worry becomes a sickness. 

He was certain that his nerves were just frayed from his recent workload. 

A bit of refreshment would fix it right up.

Ignoring his unease, he leisurely sipped his tea.

Finally, a chance to rise.

Though temporary, the woman appointed as acting chair of the Imperial Academy thought to herself, ‘What’s this? Things went so much smoother than I expected.’

It seemed her worries had been unnecessary.

As an outsider who had rolled in unexpectedly, she had feared trouble might arise from meddling with a well-regarded and popular professor, but there had been no issues whatsoever.

The containment efforts proceeded without a hitch, all thanks to the unexpected appearance of an ally who changed everything.

‘I can’t believe he cooperated to this extent.’

Though it might sound foolish, it was almost as if Professor Riyan himself wished for his own downfall.

The hiring corruption that had previously been swept under the rug.

Violations like creating a new course during the semester. 

She had planned to use these to justify a disciplinary action.

She had gone to great lengths to prepare a solid rationale, but the resistance had been more intense than anticipated. 

She had struggled to figure out how to handle it…

Then, Riyan made a declaration to those standing up for him.

“Everyone, please stop. Isn’t it true that I broke the rules? Using personal connections to avoid punishment is something I, more than anyone, cannot allow.”

He asked them not to defend him.

He wished to receive the punishment he deserved and urged them to respect his wishes.

Not everyone was convinced, of course.

“Hiring corruption? The one who selected you as a professor…”

“If we continue, it will only burden that person. I’d rather die than cause them trouble. Do you truly wish for me to take my own life, Duke Iron-Blood?”

Riyan silenced all his defenders single-handedly.

With relentless persuasion, he even used his own life as leverage. 

Thanks to that, they could discipline the new professor without any issues.

A stain of hiring corruption and abuse of power.

Admitting it himself meant the disciplinary record would remain, and it would surely affect his future career. The mission was completed perfectly.

‘Why Riyan had been so cooperative was the one thing she couldn’t figure out.’

‘But it wasn’t worth dwelling on too much.’

‘Perhaps he finally realized his place. A mere street commoner lucky to land a professor’s position could hardly defy the orders of a powerful chairperson, could he?’

Those born low crawl submissively.

‘Why should she question something that follows the natural order?’

‘If fortune came her way, she only needed to embrace it with joy.’

Since the professor had foolishly tightened the noose around his own neck, it was time to celebrate.

“Maybe I’ll indulge a bit tonight.”

She’d been saving a 50-year-aged whiskey for an occasion like this.

A broad grin naturally spread across her face.

Though her position was temporary, her uncle wouldn’t last much longer. 

His condition was irrelevant; his fate was already sealed.

That was something the Golden Duke had promised.

Before long, she would officially become the chair of the Imperial Academy, leaving her name in history.

Since she handled her first task so flawlessly, he would surely support her. 

Now all that remained was to walk a smooth path to success.

‘It feels like the world is on my side.’

Luck seemed to follow her at every turn. 

At this rate, nothing could stand in her way. 

After all, isn’t it true that the world favors the lucky?

A smile naturally spread across her face. 

She was certain today would be the best day of her life.

It was certain to be the best day of her life, but then…

“I have something to say to everyone.”

At the sound of a voice, she turned her head.

In her line of sight was an old man with white hair.

He had been schedule in his room for days following his suspension, yet here he was, suddenly addressing the people.

“As the week-long suspension comes to an end, I find I still cannot forgive myself for the sins I committed. Thus, I declare before you all now…”

All eyes instinctively turned toward him.

But there was no hesitation in his gaze.

“Even after my suspension is lifted, I will delay my return until I can forgive myself. And if, even after a month, I am still unable to find forgiveness…”

Riyan swallowed, and then, before a multitude of students, he confidently declared, “I will resign from my position as a professor.”

The moment he finished, the students turned their heads.

Almost as if planned, they all looked in unison—


“…What?”

They turned to the cause of this situation.

Hundreds of sharp-eyed gazes focused on him, and he realized—

It seemed things were starting to go awry.



 
  
    Chapter 30: Viva! Apocalypse Part 2


If it seems like the whole world has gone mad, except for yourself, chances are, you’ve actually lost it.

Isn’t it far more likely that you alone have gone out of your mind rather than that thousands of people have simultaneously shown symptoms of insanity?

An utterly obvious logic.

That’s why Deputy Director Karin pondered seriously.

‘Could I really have gone mad?’

Our professor is resigning. 

But Professor Riyan would never abandon us, so clearly, someone is threatening him.

Isn’t it perhaps normal to think like this?

Our professor is destined to save the world someday. 

No human would target a savior of the world. 

The enemy must be an evil demon. 

Whatever it takes, no matter how extreme, is justified.

Being so crazed… might actually be the right reaction.

‘That makes no sense! I need to think rationally!’

Karin barely managed to hold onto her sanity.

Even if the world flipped upside down, that kind of thinking couldn’t be considered rational. 

Anyone from the extremist sect of the Sacred Kingdom would be appalled if they saw the current state of the academy.

‘Didn’t he get hired just a month ago? What in the world has he done to the students?’

Common sense told her:

One month is far too short a time to build such close bonds.

But reality stated otherwise:

One month was more than enough time to go beyond mere bonding, to the point where any attack on him felt like a personal assault.

As if to reaffirm this twisted reality, an intimidating voice echoed from beyond the window.

“Come out this instant, you demon! Give us back our professor!”

Neither a demon nor a thief of their professor, Karin’s protests would fall on deaf ears with the raging students.

Various items came flying.

From raw eggs and tomatoes to inflated condoms filled with flour, an infuriatingly varied selection of projectiles.

As if that weren’t enough, this was light in comparison to the other issues Karin faced.

Shss.

A saint, crawling on all fours, crept beside the bed.

Without a word, she poked Karin’s leg with a pen, creating a wound. 

Out came human-red blood, not demon-blue.

Logically, an apology like, “Oh, I’m sorry for the misunderstanding,” should follow here.

But…

“To even deceive with the color of your own blood… This is the most thorough and cunning demon I’ve ever encountered.”

This one wasn’t in her right mind.

The saint gritted her teeth in frustration.

She had intruded into Karin’s quarters, inflicted a wound, yet judging by her expression, it was as if Karin had committed some unspeakable evil.

“I may retreat for now, but you won’t be able to keep running.”

She added as she disappeared, spider-like, once more.

***

“Eeeek! A ghost! There’s a ghost in here!”

“Please calm down, Director Karin. There’s no way ghosts actually… uh, AAAAAH!”

The four-legged madwoman did succeed in driving out a pair of unexpected guests, but just frightening off a couple of cowards wasn’t enough to improve the situation.

One glance at the elderly white-haired man beside her made that painfully clear.

“I must endure. I need to refrain from reckless actions and focus on monitoring. That youth surely has an ulterior motive. If I misjudge things like last time, I’ll have no face left to show my juniors.”

The Empire’s Iron-Blood Duke muttered to himself, in a quick, almost unintelligible whisper.

Karin barely managed to discern that he was promising himself to restrain his murderous urges. 

But despite his words, the old man kept fingering the sword hanging at his waist.

“But… isn’t a problem most easily solved by cutting off its source? It’s always been that way on the battlefield.”

Occasionally, he would mumble in a perfectly rational voice, as if his mind had momentarily cleared. 

The old man’s erratic mental state was driving Karin crazy.

She couldn’t relax for even a moment.

Nor could she ask him to leave.

It felt like hugging a ticking time bomb, never knowing when it might explode.

‘This is ridiculous…’

And these were just the incidents of Day 1.

Not even a full day had passed since Riyan’s sudden announcement, yet all of this had already erupted. 

What might happen on Day 2?

And after Day 2, on the next day?

And then the day after that?

Just imagining it drenched her back with cold sweat.

She doubted she could survive this intact.

She had dreamed of rising to the top, but not like this.

In the end, after much deliberation, she made a decision.

“Bow down to a mere commoner? I absolutely hate it, but it’s better than actually dying.”

With determination, Karin took resolute steps forward.

She carefully knocked on the door of the staff dormitory.

With a creak, the door opened, and there stood Riyan.

Seeing the man who claimed he was resigning out of guilt now calmly enjoying aroma therapy made her boil with anger, but she swallowed her fury with superhuman patience.

Putting on a friendly smile, she spoke in a gentle tone.

“I understand you’re remorseful. I’ll pardon you just this once, so let’s end this here and return to your duties.”

This was essentially a surrender. 

She was asking him to return to his position and promising no further intervention.

With this approach, there was no way he’d refuse.

Riyan was a genius professor famous for caring deeply for his students. 

There’s no way a man like him would abandon his duties so irresponsibly.

But contrary to her expectations, Riyan sprinkled salt in her wound.

“It’s not happening. I’m not changing my mind. Go back.”

An utterly incomprehensible reaction.

Karin’s face was naturally painted with shock, but he didn’t seem to care in the slightest.

With a slight smile, Riyan slammed the door shut.

…Something was very, very wrong.

***

The First Dragon had been on edge lately, feeling as though she were on the verge of death.

The situation was already complex, her emotions alone overwhelming, and now this crisis had erupted.

Riyan’s suspension.

The sudden resignation announcement following that.

And the arrival of this meddlesome deputy director who ruined everything. 

It was obvious what action Sion should have taken in this situation.

Deliver a well-deserved punishment to the presumptuous human.

Use everything in her power to bring her adversary to her knees.

A solution as simple as it was effective.

But now, she hesitated to wield her authority, for one reason.

“Please, honor my wishes. If I avoid the punishment I deserve, I’ll never be able to hold my head up again.”

One look at his expression made it clear he was dead serious.

If Riyan’s wish was for her to respect his decision, then so be it.

And though it was trivial compared to the previous reasons…

She felt a little, just a little, fear.

What if she trampled on his will and he told her, “I can’t stand you anymore”?

In her mind, a dramatic film began to play out.

Riyan, with teary eyes, would condemn her, saying, ‘You really were no better than that.’

And he’d take their nineteen adorable children, born of their bond, with him.

She’d cling to his pants, sobbing, ‘Please, don’t leave me!’

But his response would be cold.

His eyes, now devoid of any honeymoon warmth, held only disappointment and resignation.

“I was just a plaything to you, wasn’t I? You never loved me, not even for a single moment.”

Sharp words like needles that pierced her heart.

And she’d have no right to refute it. 

After all, she’d trampled over his wishes, his desires, with no regard, so how could she possibly claim to have loved him?

In the end, the film would close with Riyan abandoning her and walking away.

The end credits rolled as he faded into the distance.

***

Cold sweat dripped down her spine.

‘It’s not like I actually like him. It’s just… curiosity.’

Still, anything but that ending.

‘But I can’t just let this slide.’

She wanted to respect Riyan’s wishes.

But if he were to truly leave, she’d do everything in her power to stop him.

This contradiction made her hesitate. 

So after long contemplation… she recalled something a friend had once said to her.

“No matter how complicated a problem may seem, it can often be resolved with a simple conversation.”

With that in mind, Sion decided to give it a shot.

The girl who had once taken on the Dragon-Slaying request hadn’t even bothered to arm herself; she’d simply brought along some refreshments, and, strangely, it worked.

That bold girl had shared her adventurous tales, which had inspired Sion to leave her cave and join the hero’s party.

‘Maybe I should try having a talk with Riyan too.’

Perhaps, she could convince him.

With that thought, Sion began preparing in earnest.

She experimented with baking, eventually producing some cookies.

She packed them in a wrapper with a bunny character but reconsidered, opting for a plain design.

Then, to fill the empty space, she absentmindedly drew a heart, caught herself, and gave herself a light slap on the cheek.

After spending an entire day perfecting the gift, she felt ready. 

Persuading him would be easy after this.

Today would surely be a happy day.

Today had to be a happy day.

***

“What’s the issue here? I’m surrendering, aren’t I? I’ll agree to all the terms, so just show up for work!”

“No matter what you say, Director, I’m not changing my mind.”

“Are you… challenging me right now?”

Riyan’s dormitory was within reach, and there, Karin overheard what sounded like an argument.

Her steps quickened naturally.


She hurried up the stairs, reaching the door and pushing it open.

What she saw inside was—

“Wait… hold on. I swear, I only gave him a light shove….”

The deputy director, startled, and Riyan on the ground, coughing up bright red blood.



 
  
    Chapter 31: Viva! Apocalypse Part 3


I absolutely can’t understand the current situation.

Isn’t that guy supposed to be the genius professor of the academy?

Just how capable is he that everyone here adores him to the point of obsession? He wouldn’t even take any real damage from an average attack, so I simply pushed him lightly without much thought.

The next thing I know, he collapses helplessly to the ground.

The professor’s face turns pale, almost corpse-like.

Blood trickles down from the corner of his mouth.

‘What… what? I didn’t even hit him that hard!’

This is none other than the renowned Royal Academy.

It didn’t make any sense that someone who couldn’t even maintain constant magical reinforcement would be working as a professor here.

So why did it turn out this way? For a moment, I wondered if I’d somehow been hit by an illusion spell, but there wasn’t any time to pinch my own cheek.

A chilling gaze is felt from behind.

When I turn around, I see the figure of the Primordial Dragon.

With a soft thud, a packaged cookie falls from her hand.

Tears stream down her cheeks. 

Even someone as clueless as her knew that this was not a good sign.

The Deputy Director’s mind races.

Her brain, quickened by a survival instinct, soon suggests a way to get out of this situation.

‘Of course! This has to be an act!’

Something felt off about the texture of the blood the man was spilling.

Besides, if even a fraction of the rumors about Riyan were true, he was skilled enough to face demons.

There was no way a light tap would cause such severe injury.

And yet, of all times, the Primordial Dragon showed up just as the man started coughing up blood. 

All these clues point to only one truth.

‘He concocted this scheme of self-harm in such a short time.’

He must have sensed the Primordial Dragon’s approach and began preparing for this. 

I couldn’t help but marvel at his thorough planning.

So this is why he didn’t accept my offer of a peaceful settlement.

He intended to escalate the situation by using the academy’s principal, targeting not only me but also the Golden Duke.

‘But if that’s how he wants to play it, then I have my own methods.’

There was a simple way to break through his wicked scheme.

If I told the Primordial Dragon that this was all Riyan’s play and that he was manipulating her, everything would be resolved.

Once I’d made up my mind, there was no room for hesitation.

She kicked the fallen Riyan with all her strength.

Even though he’s pretending to be unconscious now, this would make him flinch, exposing his act of fainting.

But, as expected, Riyan didn’t budge, looking as if he were genuinely unconscious, and now it seemed she had directly provoked the Primordial Dragon, making the atmosphere even more menacing.

***

“Damn it!”

Dizziness washes over her.

She absolutely can’t make sense of the situation now.

Did he really suffer severe injuries from the beginning, or did he faint after being struck by her full-force blow during his act, or could even that reaction be part of his elaborate performance?

It was impossible to predict anything, but in the end, it didn’t really matter which of those was true.

A massive, vertically-slit dragon eye stares down at her.

The enraged Primordial Dragon looms over her.

“Know that you have sealed your fate with your own hands.”

Her legs tremble under the overwhelming pressure. 

Just by taking in its formidable presence, she realizes that the dragon before her is an existence she cannot hope to defeat. 

A creature that utterly surpasses the limits of comprehension. 

She, a mere ant, would be crushed at any moment if it wished.

To think that, because it wore the form of a human, she had briefly deluded herself into thinking they were somehow equals—such foolishness had limits.

Persuasion would not work.

She had already crossed the dragon’s line, and everything was already over from that moment.

The Primordial Dragon gently caresses the fallen Riyan.

Healing him, it whispers into his ear, promising to return every bit of pain he endured to her.

“I will burn everything you love. I will erase all traces that you ever existed in this world.”

The voice, laden with immeasurable fury, makes her shake. 

The dragon declared with unmistakable hostility directed toward her.

“And yet, even when your spirit is broken and shattered, and you seek to end everything, peace will never come to you. That will be the only fate permitted to you.”

A threat that she wouldn’t be granted even the mercy of death.

At the same time, the crushing pressure that had been pinning her down disappears.

Of course, she knows well enough that this isn’t a stroke of luck.

She realizes it’s a plan to keep her clinging to hope until the last moment, only to make her experience deeper despair. 

She understands that his intention is to break her spirit entirely and torture her further.

‘But that doesn’t mean I’ll just sit here and die!’

Tears stream endlessly down her cheeks.

Why do these things keep happening to her?

Cursing her misfortune, the Deputy Director sprints away with all her might.

‘I need to ask someone for help.

‘But who exactly can I ask for help in this situation?’

‘No matter where I look, all I see are enemies.’

As soon as news spread that Riyan had collapsed, everyone at the academy flipped out, and the massive dragon is still chasing me relentlessly.

‘Why hasn’t there been any contact yet!’

‘The Golden Duke, my only hope.’

When I reported the situation to him, he assured me he’d do something to resolve the issue, but nothing has changed.

Since then, there has been no follow-up, and there’s no sign of improvement.

“I found her! The demon is hiding here!”

A voice calls out from somewhere.

I’ve used every self-defense tool and every means I had to run, but now I’m at my limit.

Even if, by some miracle, I escape the wrath of the angry students and professors, there’s no way to avoid the gaze of the Primordial Dragon.

It’s all a meaningless struggle.

All I’m doing is delaying the inevitable horrific end that has already been decided. 

There’s no hope here.

There couldn’t possibly be any hope.

But then… footsteps.

In the distance, knights clad in armor approach. 

I see the imperial insignia engraved upon them, and a glimmer of relief returns to my face.

***

“…What on earth is happening here?”

The question comes from a white-haired girl leading the knights.

The answer is obvious.

The Primordial Dragon is wreaking havoc right in front of them, spewing its breath everywhere. 

Naturally, the imperial family would come here to see what’s going on.

With enemies surrounding me on all sides, these powerful allies seem to have arrived on their own.

‘I can’t miss this opportunity.’

‘This is the last lifeline I have.’

‘There’s no room for error here.’ 

Putting all my effort into my performance, I say, “…It’s Riyan! That new professor has revealed his true colors and deceived the Primordial Dragon to destroy the academy!”

The so-called new professor turned out to be a demonic servant.

His unusually high reputation and his horde of fanatics were all due to his pact with a demon.

This scenario should be convincing enough.

In fact, it made even less sense to believe he could captivate everyone here within a month without any demonic contract.

“Everyone has been brainwashed except for me. His objective must be to collapse this place and steal the remains of the Demon King buried underground.”

Information I’d learned under my authority as Deputy Director.

This is a matter serious enough to threaten national security.

The thing buried under the academy is an entity beyond common understanding, comparable to the Primordial Dragon itself, and could potentially revive at any time.

If there’s even a chance that this could fall into the hands of demons, it’s only natural for the imperial family to be alarmed.

“Please, lend me your strength! Together, we can stop Riyan, that traitor to humanity, and thwart his wicked scheme!”

With a determined expression, I extend my hand confidently toward the white-haired girl.

With a swift motion, she severs my right arm.

A blade of light appeared out of nowhere. 

In an instant, the Fifth Imperial Princess had left me with only one arm, smiling menacingly.

“You sure have a long way of asking to die.”

In that moment, twenty more imperial knight divisions joined the procession meant to arrest and torture me.

Where did everything go wrong?

I was sure I hadn’t made any mistakes.

This kind of chance wouldn’t come again, so I seized the justification with a death grip, charging toward my goal.

I’d even been suspended, with only one more step to go.

I was closer to success than ever.

But why did it all turn out like this again?

As I pondered this, a realization dawned on me.

Things must have already been going wrong back when nothing had blown up.

If things went smoothly according to my plan, instead of feeling relieved, I should have been worried.

‘Maybe it wasn’t that I got lucky and avoided any disasters, but rather that misfortune was quietly accumulating to crash down on me later.’

“…What the hell is even going on here?”

A massive ancient dragon setting the world ablaze.

The academy’s internal faction led by the Golden Duke, pushing forward with my disciplinary measures.

Instead of stopping the chaos, the imperial army was actively participating in the riot.


And then, with a crazy laugh, a gang of mohawked students throws Molotov cocktails at the Board of Directors building.

This isn’t some post-apocalyptic tale.

Looking at the academy, which had descended into complete chaos overnight, I sighed heavily, feeling the ground give beneath me.

…It seems that, somehow, things have escalated quite a bit.



 
  
    Chapter 32: Viva! Apocalypse Part 4


A man adorned in extravagant ornaments.

The hand of the Empire’s Golden Duke trembled.

He had faced countless crises to reach this point, but it had never been this severe. 

Even the most extraordinary situations should have their limits, ‘shouldn’t they’?

‘The Iron-Blood Duke, the Founder Dragon, and now even the royal family are siding with him. Everyone has completely lost their senses.’

That outrageous rumor was true.

Somehow, within just a month, Riyan had gathered all these influential figures to his side.

The result? An utterly horrific outcome.

What should have been a simple probe ended up as a complete backfire.

Perhaps he had long been a thorn in the eye for Riyan, who had minions planted within the Academy. 

Riyan seized this attack as an excuse and magnified the issue beyond control.

He hinted at resignation, worsening public opinion.

Brazenly inflicting self-harm before the Founder Dragon.

In the blink of an eye, he became the most hated man in the Empire, with every powerful figure throwing stones at him.

‘He must have been waiting for me to strike first.’

There was no way this was a mere coincidence. 

It was clear just how favorable the situation was to Riyan.

The justifications and chances of victory were all on Riyan’s side.

In every possible way, he was painted as the clear villain.

Riyan was burying him without dirtying his own hands or image by staying uninvolved in the riots.

And by showcasing the dreadful end of anyone who dared to oppose him, from today onwards, there would be no one willing to challenge his authority.

Unrivaled power would fall into Riyan’s hands.

‘…If that happens, my life ends here.’

He hadn’t even sent an assassin yet.

If he was this inclined to bury someone over a simple jab, the result was all too predictable.

He would likely execute him mercilessly as an example.

He would have made the same decision if he were in Riyan’s shoes.

‘Now is not the time to be picky about methods.’

This was an all-or-nothing situation.

If he didn’t kill his opponent, he would be the one to die.

With that judgment made, the Golden Duke immediately headed to the warehouse. His only hope of turning this situation around lay there.

***

The underground passage.

He bypassed numerous locks until he finally reached the sight of a doll made from flesh.

Among all his priceless possessions, this was the most valuable. 

It was an artifact he had obtained from a dungeon where six of the seven elite mercenaries he hired had perished.

‘It manipulates causality to lock in the worst possible future.’

It didn’t merely bring bad luck.

This sacred object mocked causality itself, ensuring the most horrifying outcomes among all possible universes.

It could only be used once, and it required the souls of 666 innocent people to be pre-fed to it as a price.

But its power was beyond imagination.

With this, he could even kill the Founder Dragon.

All he had to do was fix the possibility that Sion’s mind would deteriorate, driving him to suicide.

‘Using something this valuable here is a painful loss, but if it saves my life…? It’s well worth the trade.’

Resolving himself, the Golden Duke drove a nail into the flesh doll and muttered Riyan’s name as the curse’s target.

A malevolent aura spread from the doll.

The curse was undeniably, assuredly complete.

All that awaited Riyan now was a brutal downfall.

This whole scenario was crafted by him. 

Neither the Golden Duke nor the deputy director ever attempted to assassinate him.

Once this truth was revealed, Riyan would be abandoned by all. 

He would be stoned to death for the crime of deceiving everyone. 

That wretched end surely awaited him.

‘Underestimating me was your fatal mistake.’

Riyan’s capabilities were undeniable.

Gathering such forces in this short span was something not even a deal with the devil could achieve.

But the professor had been too arrogant. 

Overconfident in his abilities, he failed to see that there were opponents he should never provoke.

‘Farewell, Riyan. I may not wish you peace on your journey.’

Assured of his victory, the Golden Duke smiled faintly.

Even when cornered by a tiger, there was always a path to survival. 

The worst times were not moments to stop thinking.

***

The apocalyptic atmosphere.

As disconcerting as this situation was, I racked my brain for a way to resolve it… and found it.

A solution that could turn this crisis around in one stroke.

‘Couldn’t I use the current situation to my advantage?’

This riot was clearly excessive.

I didn’t care what happened to the woman who almost killed me with her sudden attack. 

But hunting down the board members just for supporting my punishment was a bit too far.

What if I now shouted, ‘Did you really think this conflict and violence would make me happy? Was this for my sake?’ and rebuked everyone?

It would surely work.

If it didn’t, that would be the real surprise.

Rumors had turned me into a half-dead man. 

But if I appeared unharmed and shouted, everyone would cool their heads and reconsider their actions.

If I showed disappointment, the guilt-ridden would probably fall silent.

No one would stop me even if I declared I was leaving.

Fulfill my wish and resolve the issue—a perfect two birds with one stone.

There was no reason not to carry out this plan.

I mustered the last of my meager magical power, amplified my voice, and announced to everyone, “End this meaningless fight here.”

…Yet something felt off.

I had intended to scold them all. 

Instead, what came out was an unusually calm voice.

“Allowing anger to consume you in an instant, causing innocent blood to be shed—I cannot tolerate such foolishness.”

A strange, ominous aura surrounded me suddenly.

My mouth moved on its own, ignoring my will completely.

I couldn’t even undo it. 

It was neither magic nor a curse, but a mystery originating from the artifact. 

This was a realm of miracles that defied any explanation.

“Karin, did you carry out the mission properly?”

A figure clad in black nodded, having appeared without my notice.

In Karin’s eyes was the conviction that I had anticipated her actions.

What she had brought… was an old man.

The catalyst of this entire situation.

The deputy director, who was supposedly on the brink of death after being caught in an explosion.

“The treatment was successful. The herbs from our promised land proved their worth.”

Karin, her voice filled with admiration, bowed her head to me.

“You must have something to say about this situation.”

But I paid no mind to her flattery and focused my gaze on the elderly man behind her. 

He met my eyes, as if resolved.

Swallowing nervously, the old man stepped forward and shouted with all the anger he could muster.

“Who are you to impersonate my niece?”

The woman acting as the deputy director—supposedly his niece—was exposed as not a true relative.

Even I didn’t know what he meant by this, but my mouth continued to move as if I had known all along.

“Imitation mask. I encountered this trick a few times while working as a fixer in the slums. She planned to fool the Founder Dragon’s eyes with a physical method rather than magic. …Did you really think such a petty trick would work on me?”

The deputy director’s eyes trembled violently. 

A knight, who had been restraining her, ripped off her mask to reveal a repulsive woman’s face underneath.

Faces filled with shock spread throughout the crowd.

Students exclaimed, wondering if she was truly a demon.

I wanted to shout, ‘What kind of being do you take me for, to torture her thinking she wasn’t a demon?’ but my voice had already been taken from me.

Instead, what emerged was a bizarre statement.

“Every member of the board had fallen under the enchantment spell cast by this thousand-faced demon. If you continued to fight and shed blood, it would only fulfill her desire.”

No such thing as a thousand-faced demon existed.

That woman wasn’t even strong enough to cast enchantment spells recklessly on high-ranking officials in the Academy.

In truth, she was merely a small fry who had probably received only an imitation mask from the Golden Duke.

“But why did I mention an enchantment spell?”

I understood the answer soon enough.

“Aah….”

Dozens of old men wept like infants.

People from the Golden Duke’s faction shed tears of gratitude.

To them, my words must have sounded like, ‘I forgive your sins. I shall graciously turn a blind eye this time, but do not repeat such misguided choices.’

As if to confirm, telepathic messages poured into my mind. 

One by one, the high-ranking members of the Academy pledged eternal loyalty to me.

The entire board was now falling into my hands.

A situation as dreadful as it could be.

But my misfortune didn’t end there.

The professors and students of the Academy, burdened with guilt over attacking innocent people “for my sake,” looked mournful.

In front of those tormented by guilt, my mouth opened again.

“Though the situation was urgent, I am deeply grateful that all of you stood up for me.”

I walked slowly toward everyone, my voice reaching them all.

Receiving everyone’s gaze, I asked playfully, “But in a way, I am a little disappointed. Did none of you trust me that much?”

A bright, annoyingly cheerful smile.

I smiled at the crowd and declared, “There’s no way I would leave you all behind.”

The moment my words ended, cheers erupted.


Everyone chanted my name and rushed toward me.

I was tossed into the air by the students, lifted into the sky over and over again. 

Where moments ago there had been screams and blood, now there was nothing but laughter filled with joy.

…It was a happy ending, for everyone but me.



 
  
    Chapter 33: The Theory of Perseverance, Sweet Cookies, and Horrible Crimes Part 1


I Dream of the Future Yet to Come

In my sleep, I dream of the future that awaits me.

In that dream, I am still a professor at the academy. 

Despite my relentless efforts, I ultimately fail to overcome the petty sabotage against me.

Time passes as I remain trapped here, aimlessly drifting forward until I find myself at the climax of the story. 

Alongside the main cast, I prepare for the final showdown with the ultimate antagonist.

Of course, there’s no way I could ever defeat that monster. 

Desperately, I call upon the Prime Dragon for help, but there’s no response.

After all, this is a world within a story.

In fiction, an overpowered side character rarely has the chance to show their power when it truly matters. 

The Prime Dragon, sealed away for some reason, cannot protect me now.

“So, who else is there to confront this final boss?”

“I’d like to say ‘no one,’ but I feel eyes on me from behind.”

“We believe in you, Professor Riyan!”

“With you, that enemy is no match!”

The absurd voices of my students fill the air.

Mistaken as some kind of genius professor who even surpasses the Prime Dragon, I am shoved forward to face the final boss due to my students’ misplaced confidence.

Naturally, my strength is laughably inadequate. 

The boss’s initial attack, thrown at me just for fun, tears my body in half.

”This is insane.”

At that moment, I wake up from the horrifying dream.

My head begins to throb. 

My mental fortitude isn’t weak enough to be shaken by a single nightmare, but this dream was unsettlingly vivid.

It’s not something I can dismiss as a random bad dream.

It’s a terrifying vision of a future that will soon become reality—a serious threat approaching me.

”And to think, this was the hopeful scenario.”

Reality is even more ruthless than the dream.

The mere idea of surviving until the end of the novel is absurdly optimistic.

Just look at my current situation.

In only my first month as a professor, I’ve nearly died seven times. 

A life where I face mortal danger every four days is the very definition of a nightmare.

If I keep living like this, I really will lose my mind.

“I have to escape this hell, no matter what it takes.”

I can’t deny that things have taken a drastic turn for the worse, but I quickly regain my resolve.

The Prime Dragon of the Iron Blood Palace, and the support of not only the Imperial Family but even the Academy’s board—I’ve gathered allies in high places.

‘But so what?’

My determination remains unbroken. 

I have no intention of quietly accepting my destined death.

Besides, every crisis can be turned into an opportunity if you know how.

“Things aren’t so bad right now.”

Just like the backlash against a celebrity with a perfect image when they commit a scandal, my image could work to my advantage.

A flawless, genius professor.

The more everyone mistakenly believes in this ideal image, the greater their disappointment will be when I finally let them down.

“I’ll show everyone an unsightly, repulsive side of myself until they’ve had enough.”

“And what’s the perfect way to achieve that?”

“Swordsmanship class. There’s no better choice than that.”

It’s no use simply tormenting the students as I did before. 

They’d just dismiss it as some kind of unconventional training and participate without complaint.

So, I’ll conduct a swordsmanship class.

I have no talent for swordsmanship, and I mean none.

I’m a natural klutz, my frail body struggling even to swing a wooden sword. 

I’ve practiced alone a few times, and the sight was embarrassingly laughable.

Imagine if I displayed that pathetic skill in front of everyone?

***

A professor who injures his own foot with his own sword and cries like a child, acting as if he’s some kind of expert.

I would become a complete laughingstock.

Everyone would see how pitiful my skills are and how arrogantly I pretended to be someone important.

And when I pettishly punish the students who insult me, my reputation will hit rock bottom.

This plan is perfect from every angle.

“This time, I’ll finally realize my wish.”

With no reason left to hesitate, I resolve myself and immediately begin laying the groundwork.

…Sweet dismissal awaits me.

The academy is fully restored within a single day.

Strolling down the corridor, marveling at the Prime Dragon’s extraordinary power, I soon arrive at my destination.

The office of the headmistress, Sion, at the Imperial Academy.

I take a deep breath and open the door.

Though my resignation has now been transformed into a trap to catch the criminal, it’s true that I once reflected on my abuse of power and locked myself away.

Now, I’m back, shamelessly asking them to create a class just for me, disregarding the academic schedule. 

In any normal situation, this would be the height of arrogance.

In fact, this might be the hardest part of my plan.

I had mentally prepared myself for this.

“Welcome, Riyan! I knew you’d come, so I’ve been waiting for you!”

The Prime Dragon greets me with a cheerful smile.

She speaks as if she already knew I would be coming here.

Startled, I look at her, and Sion smiles brightly, saying, “If I couldn’t anticipate something like this, I wouldn’t deserve to be called the Prime Dragon.”

In hindsight, Sion possesses the Dragon’s Eye.

She must have easily seen through my intentions.

With nothing left to delay, I state my purpose directly.

“I saw some flowers blooming beautifully. Would you like to…” “I’m here because I want to create a new class.”

Unfortunately, our words overlap at the worst possible moment.

The Prime Dragon, flustered, quickly recovers.

“Ah, yes! The class! That’s exactly what I was going to talk about! You’re always so dedicated to the students! As headmistress, I’m so grateful.”

Sion’s rapid response, her face pale with embarrassment, leaves her looking pitifully distressed.

For some reason, she seems on the verge of tears, repeatedly insisting I forget what she almost said, entirely forgetting to address my request for the class.

‘Is this moodiness also a result of wear and tear?’

After a moment of thought, I make a decision.

It’s time to use the item I’d prepared just in case.

“Oh, I almost forgot. While the class is important, I have something even more urgent to discuss.”

From My Pocket Came a Bag of Cookies

I pull out a bag of cookies from my pocket.

Not store-bought, but handmade.

Cooking is something I’m quite good at, so I can guarantee the taste.

These were prepared as a bribe, just in case the Prime Dragon refused my request. 

They also served as my reply to the cookies she had given me previously.

“Though humble, I hope you’ll enjoy them.”

This should lift the Prime Dragon’s spirits a bit.

There’s an issue with gaining her favor, but I’ll consider it the cost of smoothly carrying out my plan.

Thinking so, I flash a bright smile.

Suddenly, I hear a sniffle.

The Prime Dragon covers her face with her tail and shouts, “Don’t look this way! Close your eyes at once!”

However, I don’t follow her command. If she’s cursed, I need to figure out a way to lift it.

I quickly approach the Prime Dragon.

The distance between us shortens with my urgent steps, and just as I’m about to remove the black tail covering her face…

Crash!

The Prime Dragon throws herself through the window.

It seems she’s trying to return to her true form to take flight, but her poorly undone polymorph leaves her wings too small to support the weight of her chubby, mascot-like dragon body.

A loud crash echoes as she lands.

The sudden commotion draws everyone’s attention. Students start gathering around the mascot dragon.

They ask, bewildered, what on earth happened.

But no matter how many questions they ask, there’s no answer.

Now flushed red like a Red Dragon, Sion closes her eyes tightly and begins to ignore everyone around her.

After a full thirty minutes pass, and with both the entire student body and professors gathered around her, the Prime Dragon finally opens her mouth.

“It seems… that vile demon tried to pull another trick on me.”

The first-ranked of the 72 Evil Demons, Bael.

That elusive demon had attacked Sion.

The Prime Dragon explains that her mind was controlled so thoroughly that she doesn’t remember anything that happened today. 

Everyone who hears this grits their teeth in anger.

“Bael, you fiend… to toy with the Prime Dragon and humiliate her like this. We won’t forgive you!”

In the end, the usual story: blame the demon.

United in anger, everyone vows revenge.

And with that, the commotion finally settles down.

***

[Regarding your lecture proposal, I’ll handle everything.]

When I return to my room, I find a letter left behind.

How someone who claims to have lost her memory managed to write this is beyond me.

And why did she attach such a strange condition about confirming the schedule verbally at a nearby restaurant?

A theory pops into my head, but… sometimes, it’s best to leave things unsaid.


After all, love is a fickle thing.

Soon enough, the Alpha Male protagonist will come along, rescue the Prime Dragon, and add her to his harem. 

There’s no need for me to worry about that.

For now, I decide to ignore the ominous feeling and toast to the fact that my swordsmanship lecture has finally been approved.



 
  
    Chapter 34: The Theory of Perseverance, Sweet Cookies, and Horrible Crimes Part 2


The professor of magic had opened a swordsmanship class.

Not only did it raise suspicions about his expertise, but it was also difficult to understand his intentions. 

Yet, the competition for enrollment skyrocketed.

Of course, it was bound to happen, given the stunts I had pulled.

Defeating three demons, saving the academy as easily as breathing, and casting the grand magic of Meteor recklessly—this was the professor in question.

Furthermore, the students who took my previous self-study class all achieved astounding success. 

The contents of the course were confidential, but the evaluation was unanimous: it was a life-changing class.

If someone like that suddenly announced a new class, even I would have flipped and joined the competition.

‘Look at them—everyone looks like they’re going to die of happiness.’

One of the academy’s facilities, the large training ground, was already filled with many students, all to avoid repeating the mistakes of the past by choosing a simple venue.

They all wore broad smiles, as if their mouths stretched to their ears.

With a lottery-based selection process, they were obviously thinking they’d struck an incredible stroke of luck.

On the other hand, the onlookers peeking into the training ground wore faces as if they’d lost their entire world, but I hoped they’d rest assured.

Those deceivers would soon be set straight by me. 

Their envy would turn into pity in less than ten minutes.

I stepped forward, grinning wickedly in front of everyone.

The tension was at its peak. 

The students cheered just by seeing me appear, but I lightly ignored that and began ruining the mood.

No cheerful introductions or greetings.

With a serious, stony face, I declared, “I have no intention of teaching you swordsmanship.”

On the very first day of class, I boldly announced that I wouldn’t be doing my job. 

Naturally, the faces of everyone present turned to confusion.

“Actually, it would be more accurate to say that even if I wanted to teach it, I can’t. I don’t have any swordsmanship knowledge worth sharing, and I’ve barely held a sword myself.”

A swordsmanship professor admitting he didn’t know how to wield a sword.

Just seeing the stunned faces of the students brought a smile to my face, but I wasn’t one to settle with just this much. 

If I was going to do something, I’d do it right.

“Well, there’s no need to be alarmed. Do you think I would open a swordsmanship class without any plans in mind?”

The hope returned to the students’ faces once more.

But that hope was merely bait, something I’d given to snatch away again.

In front of these students, who had devoted their lives to honing their own swords, I made a bold declaration.

“I know what swordsmanship is. Isn’t it just muscle-headed idiots swinging swords around stupidly with no brains to speak of? Teaching that should be easy.”

To them, who had dedicated their lives to mastering the art, I implied that their field was nothing special.

Such a brute, mindless task—why, even an amateur like me could teach it. From now on, I would be their instructor.

It was obvious how such words would sound to warriors.

As expected, the atmosphere grew tense in an instant.

Unable to bear it any longer, a student stepped forward, denying reality.

“Sir, you’re joking, right? This has to be a joke. There’s no way someone like you would conduct such an absurd class, right?”

The student’s face was pale, beads of sweat forming. 

The fact that they believed I was hiding something, even in this situation, showed how high their trust in me was.

Looking sharply at the student who was trying to defend me, I scowled as if offended and asked, “Do I look like someone who would joke during a lecture?”

Just from that line, it might seem like I was professional, but considering the other circumstances, it was the kind of statement only a madman would make.

In front of everyone, all at a loss for words, I drew a sword. 

It was a wooden practice sword I had prepared just for this occasion.

Taking a stance, I swung it with all my might.

In that moment, the essence of the sword was distorted by me. 

A weapon meant to be held and swung was transformed into a projectile.

In other words, I accidentally let go of the wooden sword mid-swing.

With a whoosh, it flew through the air and landed on the ground with a dull thud.

The sight of it caused the swordsmanship students’ faces to sink into a despair unlike anything they’d shown before.

These were the students of the Imperial Academy.

Geniuses among geniuses, the blessed few who had been granted talent—the threshold of this place was not something ordinary humans could cross.

For those born warriors, it would have been clear.

My pathetic movement just now couldn’t be faked. 

I really was a novice in swordsmanship.

“Are your questions answered now? I never lied. Stop the nonsense and focus on the class.”

With that, I propped my chin on my hand and mused to myself.

In deep thought, I appeared to realize something, and I spoke as if struck by inspiration.

“Perhaps the issue is your attitude. You’re all just waiting for me to hand over some profound swordsmanship that would grant you success without effort. How could you expect your skills to improve that way?”

It was only natural for students to expect their professor to provide quality instruction. 

But I harshly criticized that as a lazy attitude of young people who lacked discipline.

“You fail because you’re always looking for shortcuts.”

I drew from my experience as much as I could.

The absurdity I felt back when my boss at work had complained about young people only wanting shortcuts, scolding me for using Excel functions that might mess up if the computer failed.

Nothing was more suffocating than someone who didn’t know anything trying to teach you anyway.

“I’ll fix that attitude of yours.”

I grinned wickedly at them all.

This was the beginning of torment disguised as training.

***

A new student at the Imperial Academy.

Cain Desmond felt like he was going to lose his mind.

Just yesterday, he had been so excited about today that he barely got any sleep. 

But now, he was wasting his valuable time on this absurd nonsense.

He never thought he’d say this, but Professor Riyan’s class was beyond disappointing—it was downright loathsome.

‘This is just pure torment for us!’

His arms hurt as if they were about to fall off.

His exhausted body screamed that it needed rest immediately.

But Cain continued to swing his sword, not because he was persistent, but because Professor Riyan was glaring at him intently from behind.

“Try swinging your sword ten thousand times.”

An absurd demand that sounded like something out of a novel.

Any achievements to be gained from this repetitive exercise had already been accomplished. 

At this point, pushing himself further would only lead to injury. 

No matter how he looked at it, this was a meaningless, pointless task.

‘What on earth is he trying to accomplish by making us suffer like this?’

The professor’s skill—stopping demons and saving everyone in the academy—proved that he was a brilliant magician. 

But no one could say he was a skilled swordsman.

There were no signs of physical training on his body, and the swordsmanship he had demonstrated was not just crude; it was embarrassingly poor.

The other students gathered here had probably noticed this as well.

The only reason the class managed to continue was out of respect for him, but everyone’s patience was steadily reaching its limit.

“It seems like your enthusiasm is lacking. Put some effort into it.”

As if they weren’t already dying from exhaustion, he kept nagging them from behind. 

When they asked for advice on what they were doing wrong, all he offered were strange, nonsensical comments.

“Why are you asking me that? I just told you I’ve never learned swordsmanship. Have you already forgotten?”

Getting scolded just for asking questions about things they didn’t understand.

It was beyond absurd—it was enough to leave them speechless.

‘Not knowing swordsmanship wasn’t a crime, but wasn’t this professor the one who set up this class?’

The man standing in front of them had been the one to decide to teach them swordsmanship.

‘Then why on earth did he start this class?’

Naturally, anger started bubbling up inside.

With his exhausted mind, Cain’s mouth moved on its own.

“What on earth is this, Professor Riyan? At least try to act like you’re conducting this class sincerely!”

Everyone else was swinging their swords until they were about to collapse, while the professor alone was leisurely enjoying a cup of coffee.

Shouldn’t an educator at least set some minimum example? If he couldn’t provide advice or correct their stances, he could at least try swinging a sword alongside them.

Cain shouted and scolded Riyan, but the response he got was nothing short of shameless.

“Aren’t I already practicing along with you? I’ve been swinging the sword earnestly right alongside you.”

“…What are you talking about?”

“Even though my body is drinking coffee, my heart is right beside my precious students, sweating alongside them. I’m a bit disappointed that no one seems to appreciate my sincerity.”

Snap. 

His patience had finally broken.

At this point, grades didn’t matter to him anymore.

He’d declare that he rejected this pathetic class and get out of this cursed training ground as fast as possible.

It was at that moment that Cain reached this conclusion in his mind.

“…Swinging the sword with one’s heart instead of hands.”

The top-ranking freshman standing beside him, Ciel from Class A, suddenly muttered something.

Her breathing became steady and controlled.

Her stance naturally settled into a stable position.

Without any hesitation, the girl drew her sword.

With that single strike, the ground trembled. 

The trajectory traced by the blade split the world in two.


Naturally, everyone was left speechless.

To not be rendered speechless would have been stranger.

In this moment, right in this place—

The youngest Swordmaster in the Empire was born.
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The audience quickly fell silent.

The outer wall of the training hall had been neatly sliced in half.

Although the walls were engraved with restoration magic and were beginning to repair themselves, returning them to their original state didn’t erase what had just happened.

Naturally, everyone’s gaze converged in one place.

The top student, who looked suspiciously delicate, scratched his neck awkwardly, clearly uncomfortable with the attention.

A strange atmosphere settled in the silence.

Everyone fidgeted, unsure of what to say, but the silence was soon broken when Cain, unable to contain his curiosity, spoke up.

“…How did you do that just now?”

He voiced the question everyone wanted to ask, hoping for a profound answer, like, ‘I focused so intensely that everything else disappeared, leaving only the sword.’

But that expectation was immediately betrayed.

“Huh? Didn’t you pay attention in class? The professor explained it all in detail.”

This incomprehensible response made everyone’s head ache.

Infusing magic into the sword, solidifying its form, stabilizing the sword aura, and connecting the inner and outer worlds to prevent the aura from dispersing—these were skills that countless warriors dedicated their lives to achieving, and yet, his response was so casual, it was almost as if he were mocking them.

“Just follow what he taught, and it should be easy.”

But Ciel’s expression was completely serious.

It didn’t look like he was hiding anything or making excuses after reaching an epiphany on his own.

‘…Did that lecture actually help?’

The same professor who seemed to mock martial arts, tormenting students without reason, and sipping coffee while students struggled through grueling training—there had never seemed to be anything worth learning from him.

Yet, Ciel’s eyes were filled with conviction.

“I’ve never learned swordsmanship, and I can’t even sense magic. So if I can do it, anyone should be able to.”

Magic Insensitivity—the congenital defect Ciel had.

Realization dawned on their faces, disbelief evident.

If they thought about it, he’d always relied on his enormous reserves of magic to cover for his lack of technique. 

He was a half-baked swordsman who couldn’t even imbue his sword with his own magic.

Without being able to sense magic, there was no way for him to improve his skills. 

‘How could he control an energy he couldn’t even perceive?’

The idea that he had somehow learned to handle magic and become a swordmaster without any assistance—it was absurd.

There was only one possible explanation.

‘When you eliminate the impossible, whatever remains, however improbable, must be the truth.’

It was still hard to believe, but…

The professor had actually taught him how to handle sword energy. 

Even to a student with Magic Insensitivity.

It was akin to trying to teach a blind person to paint a landscape.

But Riyan hadn’t just taught a blind student to paint—he’d made him a master of hyper-realistic landscape painting.

‘Now that I think about it, there was always something strange about it.’

A professor who only knew magic dismissing swordsmanship—it did sound plausible.

But this was Riyan we were talking about.

A true educator of this era, who treasured his students so much he wouldn’t hesitate to risk his own life for them.

He wouldn’t insult a student without reason. 

There had to be a hidden purpose behind it.

***

“…This is a little embarrassing. The professor must have taught the principles of the Heart Sword, but I couldn’t grasp it at all.”

Not fully understanding his teachings and now drawing everyone’s attention as if he’d achieved something significant made him feel ashamed.

Ciel’s words were a big hint.

Cain slowly reflected on Riyan’s statements, trying to grasp the profound intent behind them.

‘I know what swordsmanship is.’

Swordsmanship is simply the act of swinging a weapon.

At first, that might sound like an insult to martial artists, but it actually pierced right to the heart of the matter.

To swing and cut—that was the origin and essence of all techniques.

“I have no intention of teaching you swordsmanship.”

“Thus, I won’t teach you swordsmanship itself.”

“What I teach is only the essence within swordsmanship.”

“If all you expect is to improve by receiving some miraculous sword techniques from me, you’ll never get better. It’s because you keep looking for shortcuts that you fail.”

The professor had no intention of tolerating the folly of getting captivated by flashy techniques and forgetting the essence. 

He would straighten out their rotting attitudes.

“Try swinging your sword ten thousand times.”

“Swinging a sword ten thousand times a day is impossible.”

“Therefore, one must swing the sword with the heart, not the hand.”

“If you don’t know how to do that, exhaust yourself until you can’t distinguish between yourself and the sword—until you truly understand the essence of the sword.”

“This, no matter how you looked at it, was an enlightenment.”

A priceless lesson delivered by a warrior who had reached an infinitely higher level than them—a rare opportunity that one might encounter only once in a lifetime if fortune smiled upon them.

It was indeed a lecture conceived by a genius professor who would go down in the empire’s history.

Only the ignorant students had failed to recognize its value.

‘I finally understand why the professor felt disappointed that day.’

The professor’s unexpected response when he had pleaded for them to at least make an effort to engage sincerely with the lecture.

“I, too, was sweating alongside my dear students… if only in my heart. It’s a bit disappointing that none of you could see that.”

At first, it sounded like he was teasing the students, but behind those words was the professor’s genuine sincerity.

Though he’d sometimes doze off as if he were asleep, Professor Riyan was undoubtedly wielding his sword in the spiritual realm, side by side with his students.

‘What does it mean to wield a sword with one’s heart?’

He had even demonstrated the Heart Sword directly, yet the students, seeing it, could only complain.

It would have been stranger if he hadn’t felt disappointed.

‘I ended up wronging Professor Riyan.’

Rather than offering thanks, I criticized him. 

It was shameful, akin to repaying kindness with animosity.

If one had done wrong, it was only right to apologize. 

This thought compelled Cain to turn toward Riyan.

But something continued to weigh on his mind.

All the questions should have been answered perfectly, yet it felt like he had overlooked the most critical fact.

…Now that he thought about it, ‘why hadn’t the professor been able to wield a wooden sword properly?’

It was already a given that he had attained the peerless level of the Heart Sword. 

“Naturally, he should have had a swordsmanship skill that matched that level, but he didn’t.”

‘Why could that be?’ Puzzling over it, a recent incident came to his mind.

The time when the treacherous vice-director had nearly killed the professor.

Back then, he had dismissed it due to a lack of information, but thinking about it now, ‘how could someone like him have been defeated by a con artist?’

Professor Riyan could easily overpower even demons.

If he truly had been defeated, there were only a few plausible explanations. 

Either the opponent had hidden his strength, or there was some reason why Riyan couldn’t exert his full ability.

As these pieces started falling into place, Cain’s face turned pale.

‘Why can’t he wield a sword?’

‘Why was he so easily overpowered by a con artist?’

“Because he sacrificed his body for the students.”

“In the fierce battle against a demon, he had unleashed immense magic repeatedly to protect everyone, sustaining severe internal injuries.”

‘Why did he start teaching this lecture at this exact time?’

“Even if he could no longer wield a sword himself, he still wanted to pass down his teachings to the next generation.”

“And finally, why did he use such complex metaphors in his teaching? Why did he hide the fact that he had reached the realm of the Heart Sword?”

The answer was all too obvious.

“A broken body. Scars that turned every breath into agony. A lifetime of martial training rendered meaningless, his life seemingly negated.”

But that was still better than seeing the sad faces of his students.

He could never allow them to bear the guilt of knowing he could no longer wield a sword properly because of the sacrifices he made to protect them all.

He had concealed his pain for the sake of everyone.

***

“Aah…”


His eyes stung. His chest grew heavy.

Tears streamed down, blurring his vision.

His legs gave way, and he collapsed to the floor without strength.

What toppled this young knight, who had sworn never to fall no matter what hardship came his way, was the boundless love of a mentor as vast as the sea.
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Destructive behavior was detected in the training hall. 

It wasn’t long before the guards and the head of security rushed in.

This year, surprise attacks had been unusually frequent.

In such a situation, someone had not only managed to cut through the sturdy outer wall but also left several students sitting on the ground, sobbing as if under a mental curse.

It was only natural that their faces were pale.

There was no way the lesson could continue in this state.

The lecture was temporarily suspended under the pretext of gathering information.

Professor Riyan explained the situation with a troubled expression, while a guard, unable to believe the story, expressed horror, accusing Riyan of being manipulated by a demon.

It seemed the conversation would continue for quite a while.

While the professor was absorbed in explaining the situation, the students quietly exchanged glances.

As if they had arranged it beforehand, the students moved to a spot outside Riyan’s line of sight. 

Before long, the class gathered in one place.

Most of them looked pale.

Contrary to common belief, swordsmanship required not only skill but also intelligence to grasp its principles and intricacies.

Many, like Cain, had uncovered the truth. 

Even those who hadn’t deduced it had likely heard it from others.

They were weighed down by a dreadful sense of guilt.

Everyone was silent, faces blank with helplessness, unsure of what to say in this situation.

Once again, it was Cain who broke the silence first. 

There was something he had to figure out, no matter what.

“How severe is Professor Riyan’s condition?”

The level of mental swordsmanship, thought to be unprecedented.

It was unimaginable what hardships and trials Professor Riyan must have endured to reach that level.

Yet, he claimed that he could no longer wield a sword, admitting that he would never reach the pinnacle of swordsmanship he had pursued all his life.

If such a warrior had resigned to the point of laying down his sword, the situation was more serious than they had imagined.

“I thought something was strange for a few days.”

As expected, someone soon spoke up.

The girl reported her observations of unusual behavior with a serious expression.

“Even when students greeted him cheerfully, or when a student he had helped came by to thank him, his face seemed unusually dark.”

The passionate professor, who cherished his students dearly, sighed instead of smiling at their gestures of goodwill.

The meaning was clear.

The after effects were far more severe than anyone had realized.

It wasn’t just about losing strength; it was coupled with a pain so severe that daily life had become unbearable.

The pain must have been so intense that the professor, who had always been as resolute as steel, could no longer manage his expression, wincing in discomfort. 

‘What kind of pain had he endured all by himself?’

Just the thought of it made their chests feel heavy with sorrow.

Their tear ducts felt as though they would burst at any moment.

As overwhelming as it was to process this situation, reality remained unforgiving. 

Before they could even gather their thoughts, a horrifying realization loomed before them again.

A student, pale-faced, asked a question.

“Do you remember that foxfolk masseuse we kicked out?”

For some reason, Riyan had called in a masseuse.

He boldly set up a sunbed in the middle of class, sipped coffee, and received a massage from a professional, claiming he was “healing” himself.

Everyone protested against this out-of-place behavior.

Due to the recent surge in attacks, the entrance of outsiders was strictly controlled.

When they threatened him with the rules, the masseuse whom Riyan had smuggled in fled in fear of punishment.

Yet, Riyan shamelessly lay back, sipping his drink and declaring that they couldn’t take away his sunbed and coffee, much to the students’ bewilderment.

“Was that masseuse really just there to give a massage?”

In retrospect, something felt odd.

It was unlikely that Professor Riyan had summoned a beastfolk masseuse just because he wanted a massage.

The foxfolk are a beastfolk tribe renowned for their illusions.

They aren’t specialized in healing, but they excel at making people forget their pain and suffering through enchantment.

‘Did Professor Riyan get lured by some cheap advertisement like, “Experience paradise in the soft, warm hands of a fox,” and call in a masseuse?’

‘Or did he disguise an illusionist as a masseuse to briefly forget an unbearable pain?’

The truth was all too obvious.

“We… pushed the professor into hell.”

The genius illusionist, disguised as a member of the “Fluffy Club.” That fox must have been Professor Riyan’s only hope to escape his horrendous pain.

Ungratefully, they had snatched that hope away.

Burdened beyond endurance, Professor Riyan had pleaded, “This pain… I can’t bear it while fully conscious. Please, just let me forget it for even a moment.”

But it was they who had mercilessly turned him away.

Everyone’s faces reflected the anguish of their guilt.

Many were from noble knight families, proud and honorable.

Some had already declared that they no longer deserved to wield a sword, while others were ready to sacrifice their lives to atone to the professor.

Cain, though feeling similar, spoke up resolutely:

“Your way of atonement is wrong.”

He declared firmly before the despairing crowd.

He couldn’t endure without saying it with confidence.

“That’s not taking responsibility; it’s running from it! Do you think Professor Riyan would be satisfied if you all committed mass suicide?”

A heavy responsibility rested in his hands.

“Professor Riyan doesn’t have much time left.”

This was evident just by looking at this lecture.

After saying he would reflect on abusing his authority, there was only one reason he had once again ignored academic schedules to conduct a lecture.

He was too ill to last until the next semester.

He wanted to impart his teachings before he died.

“But we can’t lose him. Even if he has given up, we can’t give up on him.”

Only they knew the reality Professor Riyan faced.

Thus, it was their duty to save him.

If the truth were revealed, surely demons would come for him, so it had to be done with their own strength alone.

This was nothing short of a mission assigned to them.

“…I understand how you feel. But if his aftereffects could be cured, wouldn’t he have healed himself? Did you forget that Professor Riyan is a mage?”

A natural observation came not long after.

But Cain had already considered this point.

“There is a way.”

A genius mage capable of casting great magic at will.

If even someone like that couldn’t cure his injuries, no magic could heal his aftereffects.

Therefore, they would have to use something beyond magic.

“An artifact. That’s our only solution.”

The mystery held within artifacts.

A realm of miracles beyond comprehension.

If they could obtain the right elixir from a dungeon, it wouldn’t be impossible to save Professor Riyan.

“Of course, I know this is an idealistic plan. The chances are close to zero, and the probability of us all dying is much higher than the chance of saving the professor.”

Artifacts could multiply one’s magical power, grant mystical abilities, or even extend life by centuries.

While the possibilities of artifacts were endless, finding one that could heal the professor and taking it from the hands of powerful beasts was near impossible.

The likelihood was high that everyone here would be annihilated.

But.

Even so.

“Let’s go save Professor Riyan together.”

At Cain’s words, everyone nodded resolutely.

They knew there were moments when, even facing death, they had to take on the impossible. 

These young knights understood that.

Therefore, no voice of dissent was raised.

At least, it seemed that way.

“Rushing headlong into danger, relying on sheer willpower… It’s stupidity to the point of being a sickness. You’ll all die meaninglessly.”

A voice came from somewhere.

A girl with a figure similar to that of a student, but without a uniform, approached them with black hair and deep blue eyes.

“Though I can’t say I dislike that kind of bravery.”

The girl struck a pose, looking every bit as beautiful, yet none of the students could bring themselves to admire her beauty.

“Lucky you, little ones.”

Referring to Cain and the other students as “little ones,” yet barely over 150 cm herself.

Her voice was still shaky.

Her eyes were red, as if she had been sobbing moments ago.

With a tissue scrap still clinging to her nose like a makeshift mustache.

It was hard to feel any sense of awe.

Unfazed by their reactions, the girl, lost in her own self-admiration, shouted confidently to them all.

“Mercenary King Karin will join your journey!”

The runny-nosed savior had arrived.

***

‘I guess I’m destined never to be fired.’

I let out a deep sigh that seemed to echo to the ground.

The ambitious disaster of a lecture I had prepared was ruined by the protagonist awakening at this very moment. 

I tried to salvage the situation somehow, but that failed too.

The head of security persistently hounded me.

In the end, I confessed that my student had become a Swordmaster instead of making excuses about a crumbling wall.

A teacher who produced a Swordmaster.

That title certainly wasn’t going to save me from being fired.

Once again, I had failed.

With a dying expression, I called out to the students.

Lacking the energy, I intended just to announce a few notices and end the class. 

That’s all I had in mind.

Yet, something felt strange.

No student responded to my call.

No matter how I looked around, there wasn’t a single person in sight.

It was as if the students, tired of my class, had fled without permission.

A bit of color returned to my previously pale face. 

The gray world was suddenly awash with vibrant colors. 


Joy surged through me so strongly I felt my mouth stretching into a grin.

Forgetting all sense of decorum in my excitement, I shouted out.

“It’s, it’s finally done!”

…The moment the world finally sided with me.
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A story of adventure that fills one’s heart with excitement. 

No matter how grand the epic, it usually starts humbly.

A hero is not made in a day.

The young knights, who had decided to challenge the impossible, naturally had to face countless difficulties and hardships.

“How did you even get in here?”

“Kiddo, the big brothers and sisters are having an important conversation right now. Could you step aside for a moment?”

The students couldn’t find any connection between the grandiose title of ‘Mercenary King’ and the dazed girl standing before them.

The head of administration tried to explain the situation by showing a photo from a news article, but they still had to calm down the director of Leon Academy, who was sulking.

Fortunately, as soon as they offered some praise, the girl beamed with joy.

Everyone squeezed out words of admiration, handing over five autographs for her family as well, finally overcoming their first hurdle…

Yet, the next challenge came without a moment’s rest.

The head of administration, who had comforted Karin in his arms, posed an obvious question to the excited students.

“You’ll be away from the academy for quite some time while you wander. How do you all plan to handle that?”

Thinking it over, they realized everyone was still a student at the academy.

In a situation where demonic attacks were frequent, if a large number of students suddenly went missing, it would surely cause an uproar.

Someone suggested just dropping out, but that idea was immediately rejected. 

If all of that person’s students withdrew at once, it would draw too much attention.

Professor Riyan was already in critical condition.

If a demon sensed something amiss and launched an attack, humanity would lose the great Masseuse that very day.

Therefore, there was only one way left.

“I’ll go inform Professor Riyan.”

Cain looked around at everyone and made this declaration.

Even the progenitor dragon had once been controlled by demons.

Professor Riyan was the only person they could seek help from without fear of information leaking.

A cold sweat ran down Cain’s back as he thought about it.

When the professor heard of their plan, he would undoubtedly be furious, scolding them for foolishly risking their lives without even understanding their own limits.

Cain was certain of it.

“So, you’re saying you want to leave the academy temporarily to wander freely in search of treasures?”

“You want me to come up with a reasonable excuse for the progenitor dragon so you can skip all your classes and go roam outside, putting my own life on the line as your professor?”

However, something seemed off.

Though he spoke as if he was scolding them, Professor Riyan wore a smile he could barely hold back, brimming with pride.

Drawing a slight arc with his mouth, he made his proclamation.

“I accept your proposal right this instant.”

Cain, caught off guard by the unexpected reaction, stared at him in confusion. 

Professor Riyan opened his mouth with a bright voice.

“A professor’s duty is to guide their students. If you wish to travel in search of your dreams, who am I to stop you?”

At that moment, Cain realized something.

Even now, the terrible aftereffects were still gnawing at him.

Professor Riyan, renowned for his insight that surpassed even the progenitor dragon, surely had not failed to see through their plan.

Yet here he was, not even considering the connection between the students’ dungeon explorations and his own injury.

Although a wave of pity swept over him, “I am always on your side. Whatever dreams you pursue, I will support you, and even if the world doubts you, I will believe in you alone.”

The professor said this with unwavering conviction, despite the illness that clouded his mind.

Thus, the professor never lost to the illness.

Even if his body was dying, his spirit remained unbroken.

…That trust could not be betrayed.

If he believed his students could achieve anything, then Cain had to make it happen, no matter what.

“Go. Pursue your dream, my disciple.”

And so, Cain moved forward.

To accomplish the impossible dream, endure the unbearable pain, fight against unbeatable foes, and grasp the unreachable stars in the sky.

He shared the professor’s words with everyone, steeling their resolve.

With determination hardened, they began their battle against the impossible.

Reality was, of course, brutally harsh, and countless trials and tribulations continued to block their way.

But none of that mattered now.

Professor Riyan had dispatched his students.

When the demons heard this, they attacked, attempting to take hostages.

They all banded together to repel the enemy. 

No matter how many times they fell, they rose again to face their foes, achieving justice and honoring their teacher’s name.

In the dungeon, their supplies ran out.

Facing certain starvation?

They hunted the beasts they captured and made dungeon meals out of them. 

Disgusting or revolting food meant nothing to them. 

For him, they would gladly roll in the mud.

***

Now, to this final situation.

Despite having conquered numerous dungeons, they still hadn’t found the cure to save their teacher, and now, they challenged the impregnable demon maze.

The Tomb of Qin Shi Huang, one of the Four Great Labyrinths.

In the ancient emperor’s underground ruins, who had clung to life, searching for the elixir of immortality, they found themselves on the brink of annihilation.

The Lord of the Undead, unkillable no matter how many times they struck him down.

The Mercenary King, fighting at the front to protect everyone, eventually lost consciousness, leaving only Cain able to continue fighting.

The immortal king swung his sword, his eyes gleaming, but this, too, was just another hardship to overcome.

The young man closed his eyes in silence before his foe.

‘I think I finally understand what the professor was trying to say.’

He had thought it strange. 

Ciel, the young boy, trusted the professor and followed his teachings more than anyone else, yet he hadn’t reached the realm of sword’s mind.

But perhaps the problem was that he followed the professor too closely.

He’d fixated only on executing the professor’s instructions perfectly, without understanding his intent.

Do not be bound by the form of swordsmanship.

Forget the flashy techniques and focus on the essence.

Had he erased all elements except for the essence, he shouldn’t settle for emptiness but strive to fill it.

Wield the sword not with the hand, but with the heart.

Thus, what he must imbue in the sword was the will of humankind.

“Never will I yield.”

“I will cut down anything that stands in his way.”

“Even if it’s an enemy that can’t be killed, it doesn’t matter.”

“If the possibility doesn’t exist, I’ll create it.”

He turned his resolve into his sword.

Thus, the young man wielded his sword without even lifting it.

Against an enemy whom it was impossible to defeat, He forced death upon the immortal being.

Cain, in the end, cut through the world with his heart.

It was a moment when a young man left his footprint in an unprecedented, unattainable realm.

***

[“The Worst Demon Maze in Imperial History Has Been Conquered!”]

I lie on a sunbed, wearing sunglasses.

Sipping on a bubble tea I bought nearby, I leisurely skim the newspaper under the sunlight.

The empire was in complete upheaval due to this sudden incident, but my expression remained calm as I observed it all.

‘Indeed, one should live life with this kind of leisure.’

Normally, I would have been trembling in fear, wondering if this was related to the original story, and if so, how the story would unfold and what kind of threat might approach me.

But now, there isn’t an ounce of urgency within me.

This time, my plan succeeded perfectly.

Helping delinquent students skip school.

Encouraging their truancy, even falsifying reports—there is a limit to how rotten one can be.

Moreover, the best part was the situation in the training hall.

Look at this beautiful scene.

Even though it’s class time, didn’t everyone choose to skip rather than suffer through my dreadful lesson?

The empty lecture hall. 

Just seeing the students rushing in urgently lifts my spirits….

“…Huh?”

A sudden, incomprehensible sight came into my view.

I rubbed my eyes in confusion, but that did nothing to erase the image of students running toward me.

A group of muscular knights, covered in mud and blood as if they hadn’t bathed in three weeks, approached me.

Seeing me lying on the sunbed, they shouted with pale faces.

“P-Professor has collapsed! There’s no time left. Stuff everything that could be helpful into him!”

The students babbled incomprehensibly.

I wanted to take off my sunglasses to show them that I was perfectly fine, but I couldn’t.

A few students lifted me, wrapping their arms around me from behind, holding me in place.

They pried open my mouth.

A huge amount of medicinal herbs, far more than I could handle, forced its way in.

Under the threat not to spit it out but to swallow it all, I forced it down with teary eyes.

The students, celebrating, left me a complete mess.

They even shed tears as they hugged me tightly.

But my misfortune didn’t end there.

“Is it true that you’ve reached the realm of the Sword’s Mind?”

“They say you turned a student who had never learned swordsmanship into a Sword Master in just an hour. How did you do it?”


“Please share your thoughts on being simultaneously nominated as a candidate for the Imperial Swordmaster and the Adventurers’ Association President!”

A swarm of reporters bombarded me.

The barrage of incomprehensible questions left my head spinning.

…Something was going seriously, terribly wrong.



 
  
    Chapter 38: The Theory of Perseverance, Sweet Cookies, and Horrible Crimes Part 6


Reporters surrounded me, chattering away with bizarre questions.

I felt dizzy as the threat of dismissal kept slipping further from reach, despite all the havoc I’d caused. 

But there was still one last resort to normalize this whole situation.

‘So, to sum it up, they’re not just slacking off—they actually went off adventuring, right? And they accomplished something huge along the way, raising my stock in the process.’

An adventuring party that conquered an impregnable labyrinth.

Creating a Sword Master in just an hour.

Complicated circumstances had inflated my reputation unfairly.

It was indeed a risky affair, but if my reputation had risen, I could easily knock it back down.

The time had come to show my true intentions.

All I needed to do was wield my sword, display my real skills, and soon enough, everything would return to normal.

I picked up my sword without hesitation and…

***

“Wait, please, Professor Riyan!”

“What’s going on?! Get these reporters out of here!”

The students quickly gathered to drive the reporters away.

People were being seized by muscular knights, blood-spattered, and thrown out. 

While I was taken aback by the bizarre sight, a delicate-looking boy cautiously approached me.

With extreme care, Ciel mumbled something strange to me.

“I’m sorry, Professor. We found a way to halt the progression of your illness, but there’s no way to restore your body to its former state….”

Apparently, I wouldn’t be able to wield a sword as I used to.

If the enemy learned this fact, they would certainly seize the opportunity to attack during my weakened state, so I had to keep it a secret.

The protagonist was urging me earnestly.

But from my perspective, I was just baffled.

I couldn’t understand the nonsense he was spouting, no matter how hard I tried.

“Thanks to the herbs you all gave me, I’m not only free of pain but full of energy. I can still swing a sword like I used to.”

I had no memory of being terminally ill.

I hadn’t become so weak that I couldn’t even lift a wooden sword.

Yet, the students treated me like a patient on the verge of death.

To clear up this strange misunderstanding, I picked up my sword.

To emphasize my health, I swung the sword with all my strength, making sure to present a clumsy performance to lower my favorability.

An upgraded version of the demonstration I’d shown a few days ago.

Instead of merely tossing the sword, I went a step further, hitting my own foot and wailing in slapstick comedy.

There was no need for acting.

With my strength seemingly twice or three times greater than before, I struck my foot with such force that tears welled up naturally.

In front of everyone, I displayed my unfortunate swordsmanship skills, even shedding an awkward tear. 

As expected, mocking laughter soon filled the training hall.

That should’ve been the conclusion.

But then… I heard sobbing.

Instead of laughter, the response was as if they were watching a tragic drama.

The training hall soon transformed into a sea of tears.

Rough, muscular figures hugged me tightly.

Dozens of boys and girls cried bitterly, blaming themselves for causing me sadness, insisting that it was their lack of skill that hurt me.

They were the ones crying, yet every single one of them told me not to cry. 

Wiping their tears, the students all declared with one voice:

“We’ll— we’ll absolutely make you a Sword Master again, so please… don’t cry….”

My face was now smeared with tears and snot.

The students, making their own resolutions, left as quickly as they’d arrived.

Left alone, someone poked me in the side.

A man I’d once driven away with salt.

Despite that, he’d stubbornly written a tribute article—a madman.

The reporter from the Monthly Empire, Cromwell Edelphilt, stood before me, hidden under an invisibility cloak, having avoided the commotion alone.

His eyes sparkled brighter than ever.

He pleaded, promising never to reveal the secret if only I’d grant him an interview.

…Darkness enveloped my vision.

***

Meeting the Professor of the Hour

[The author had recently been in a slump.

No matter who I met or what stories I heard, I couldn’t feel interested. I knew exactly who was causing this feeling, but I couldn’t blame them.

How could I call it a sin, such noble character that refused to fade from my memory?

How could I resent someone for that?

So I had waited endlessly for this reunion.

I endured each day with difficulty, longing for the moment I could speak with that professor again.

Of course, as usual, the professor, indifferent to public opinion, tried to dismiss me. 

But my preparations left him with no choice.

I informed him that if he refused the interview, I would turn to his students instead, using their words in the article.

As soon as he heard he might waste his students’ precious time, that passionate professor immediately changed his stance and agreed to participate in the interview.

“Let me say this first: I didn’t do anything. This was all the result of my brilliant students running wild on their own.”

Before the interview even started, Professor Riyan made that clear.

In a short span of time, he’d trained two Sword Masters, founded an adventuring party that conquered a labyrinth that had remained unbroken for thousands of years.

Reaching the pinnacle of both magic and swordsmanship, becoming the first to attain the realm of the Heart Sword—yet he claimed he had done nothing. Even something nonsensical has limits.

I naturally assumed he was joking and gave an awkward smile, but the professor was dead serious.

Professor Riyan even brought out a magical artifact that detects lies, a device typically used in interrogations, to prove that his words were true.

The professor continued making strange statements.

That he only gave his students shoddy lessons.

That it was mere coincidence that two of them became Sword Masters.

That he hadn’t contributed at all to the labyrinth conquest.

It was all so absurd, yet the crystal orb shone in a clear green light, confirming every word as the truth.

“Now do you understand? I’m not the person everyone thinks I am.”

Professor Riyan said this as he looked at me.

And I couldn’t help but wholeheartedly agree.

The man everyone called a genius professor was actually the most unassuming fool.

It wasn’t hard to deduce.

If all his students had gained fame as adventurers, and two of them had even reached the level of Sword Masters, that was unmistakably due to the guidance of an exceptional teacher.

Yet, he denied that obvious fact, and the crystal orb still showed no hint of falsehood.

There was only one possibility left to consider.

The professor genuinely believed this.

He truly believed that his students were capable of achieving such feats.

Conquering a labyrinth undefeated for thousands of years, fighting and defeating demons, reaching the level of Sword Master, and even stepping beyond.

Although such feats should be impossible for a human, he believed that his students could do it. Even without his help, he trusted that they could accomplish it all on their own.

To him, his own achievements didn’t matter.

All that mattered were his praiseworthy students.

Professor Riyan was truly sincere in this belief.

That day, I realized that there is a kind of foolishness in the world that deserves the highest respect. This professor was the most unassuming, yet at the same time, the most noble person.

A man that every educator should strive to emulate…]

I simply closed the feature article.

Reading any more was pointless.

My head spun. 

The nightmare I’d once dreamed was creeping closer to reality, and I broke into a cold sweat.

My mind kept returning to an old plan I’d once devised.

It would cause no victims, and I could easily handle any issues it caused, but it felt like crossing a line, so I’d abandoned the idea.

In the end, my feet moved sooner than I thought.

Out on the dim streets at night.

I walked the path that led to the main building of the academy.

Numerous security spells barred my way, but dispelling magic was one of my few specialties. 

I breached all the academy’s defenses alone and reached my destination.

As I stood on the brink of executing my plan, a wave of guilt washed over me.

But if I looked at it from any angle, this was the world’s fault for driving me to this point. 

So my hesitation was brief.

‘Desperate situations call for desperate measures.’


I would no longer hold back.

If survival required me to step into the realm of illegality, then so be it.

In other words…

Tonight, I would embezzle the Imperial Academy’s funds.
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Another ordinary morning.

The monotonous daily routine repeats day after day.

Today, too, the day would pass without any particular problems.

With that thought, Jagan, an administrative staff member at the academy, arrived at work, rubbing his eyes absentmindedly.

‘Am I seeing things because of overwork?’

That thought crossed his mind, but no matter how much he rubbed his eyes, the scene before him didn’t change.

Documents related to the budget of the Imperial Academy.

Those records had been tampered with by someone.

The idea that someone would dare to meddle with something directly managed by the Primordial Dragon made him wonder, ‘What kind of lunatic would pull something like this?’

As he tracked the trail, a strange name emerged.

…Riyan?

‘Why is his name suddenly coming up?’

A newly appointed professor who was rapidly making a name for himself.

Even Jagan knew of him—Riyan’s name was everywhere these days.

The fifth-ranked Marbas, renowned for his cunning and meticulous planning among the 72 Greatest Evils, and even the fourth-ranked Gamigin, who wielded shadows to devour any attack, knew him well.

Not only had he subdued countless demons, but he was also a genius professor reputed to be producing Swordmasters en masse.

‘It would actually be stranger not to know about someone like him.’

However, what disturbed Jagan was that this name had appeared in such a context.

‘Why would a professor like him even bother doing something like this?’

If he needed money, he could simply ask anyone.

The Primordial Dragon, even the Iron-Blooded Duke—if he requested, there would be no shortage of people willing to stuff his pockets with gold without expecting repayment.

‘…But then, the evidence is just too clear.’

A guard reported that Professor Riyan had been seen sneaking into the main academy building late at night.

The manipulated records and the account where the missing funds flowed directly belonged to Riyan.

He had even used the money to purchase various magical artifacts.

Most incriminating of all, security cameras had captured footage of Riyan tampering with documents in the administrative office.

Every piece of evidence pointed to one person.

Naturally, Jagan began to feel a throbbing headache.

From his perspective, it would be right to expose this misconduct to the public. 

The truth was glaringly obvious, but Jagan knew what had happened to those who had turned Riyan into an enemy.

He, too, might face that fate.

The job was undoubtedly important, but could any job be worth risking his one and only life?

There were still too many things he wanted to accomplish, too many days he had yet to live.

‘Let’s just pretend I didn’t see this and bury it.’

Choosing peace over conscience, he decided to erase the evidence of tampering and restore the records to their original state.

With that, he would have returned to his usual routine.

***

“What do you think you’re doing?”

Someone grabbed his hand.

Turning his head, he saw a familiar face.

White hair and golden eyes. 

The genius professor shaking the empire. 

The source of all his trouble, the very person who’d put Jagan in this difficult position by committing embezzlement out of nowhere.

“An academy staff member covering up a crime instead of reporting it—is your mind really intact?”

The new professor rebuked Jagan, his expression solemn.

The boldness of his words and demeanor reminded Jagan of a theory he had previously dismissed.

Having seen Riyan directly use the stolen money, he had been convinced that Riyan was indeed the culprit. 

‘But… was there more to this? Could there be another culprit?’

“So, you were falsely accused, weren’t you? I’ll share the materials right now; let’s investigate together and find the real perpetrator.”

The evidence, the eyewitnesses, even the indelible traces of magical energy—everything had been expertly forged, so catching this person wouldn’t be easy.

With that, Jagan requested cooperation.

But the response he received was nothing short of absurd.

“Falsely accused? What are you talking about? I simply have a habit of stealing, being from the slums. I never feel satisfied unless I earn money by taking it from others, no matter how much I already have.”

In the slums, this was common sense.

The professor stated this ludicrous claim nonchalantly.

“Stop trying to change the subject. What’s important here is your lack of professional ethics.”

Riyan scolded Jagan as if Jagan were the one who’d committed a horrible crime. 

At this point, it was hard to tell who was the one caught embezzling.

“It’s not too late. Make the right decision now. If you don’t stop here, you’ll never be able to live with yourself.”

The criminal was advising him to report him.

Stunned by the bizarre situation, Jagan was left speechless.

However, as if unwilling to tolerate even this hesitation, Riyan’s expression turned deadly serious as he spoke again.

“If you find it difficult to decide, I’ll help you. If you don’t expose all my crimes right now, you’ll experience my Soul Sword up close.”

‘Why is he threatening me like this?’ Jagan couldn’t understand, but there was no way to refuse.

An unmatched genius who had not only reached the pinnacle of magic but had also attained mastery over the sword.

Jagan knew he couldn’t possibly prevail against someone like that.

In the end, Jagan was dragged away by Riyan.

He didn’t understand why this was happening to him, and tears slipped from his eyes from the sheer frustration.

***

A rare holiday.

Even though it was a day when the students could freely go out, the area around the main building was crowded with them.

The reason was quite simple.

Recently, at the center of every incident, he was always involved and this time was no different; it involved Professor Riyan.

However, if there was something unusual, it was that instead of denouncing a vile enemy and exposing their crimes, he was confessing to a crime he himself had committed.

“I was blinded by momentary temptation and ended up doing something I shouldn’t have. If I hadn’t been caught by this staff member here, I would probably have continued to embezzle the budget.”

The professor lowered his head, ashamed to face everyone.

The employee who had reported him recited all the evidence of Professor Riyan’s embezzlement before everyone.

Witnesses, video evidence, handwriting and magical traces—all the proof pointed to the fact that he had indeed committed the crime.

In truth, even with all the clear evidence, everyone here would probably trust the professor over the hard evidence.

No matter what that employee ranted about, it wouldn’t have mattered… but Professor Riyan himself had confessed.

With the Primordial Dragon confirming that he wasn’t being mind-controlled, there was no room for doubt.

Professor Riyan really had embezzled the budget.

***

Naturally, chaos ensued.

Speculations flew, ranging from thoughts that he had embezzled funds to accomplish something significant to theories that he was testing the security level of the academy.

Everyone was in confusion, but the one in the worst state was the young girl leading the security team.

It wasn’t because she was shocked that the professor she believed in had committed a crime, nor was it disappointment over seeing the ugly side of the idol she had looked up to.

No, the issue went much deeper than that.

Karen’s mind couldn’t accept the very idea that Professor Riyan had done something wrong.

Pushed to her limits, the girl finally did something drastic.

Her broken mind, unable to process this common-sense-defying situation, found someone to pour all her resentment onto.

‘Our professor would never do anything wrong, so this must be the fault of that employee. That despicable person must have schemed to slander the professor.’

With that conclusion in her mind, Karen threw a stone with all her might at the innocent employee.

The stone hit its mark.

Blood flowed from the direct hit to the face.

Everyone understood that she had done it out of loyalty to Professor Riyan, but Karen’s actions had clearly crossed the line.

Given that the professor himself had already confessed, venting anger on an innocent employee was plainly wrong in any way one looked at it.

Medical staff rushed in to treat the employee.

The atmosphere instantly grew chillingly tense.

Karen received rebukes from everyone, and the students who admired Professor Riyan learned the importance of respecting boundaries, even while holding him in high regard.

However, it didn’t end with Riyan’s embezzlement being confirmed and him receiving due punishment… that was not what happened.

The wound on the employee’s face—the flowing blood was undeniably a “blue” hue.

A sign proving the man’s wicked nature.

Naturally, everyone’s gaze turned to Jagan.

His face turned pale.


Sweating profusely, the man yelled, “W-Wait! I swear I didn’t do anything!”

A lie that even a four-year-old wouldn’t believe.

Everyone’s faces naturally twisted in anger.

Feigning an innocent look while shedding fake tears, Jagan continued to plead his innocence—a truly shameless demon.
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In the academy, terror attacks and assaults were a daily occurrence.

Even though it prided itself as the world’s top educational institution, suspiciously frequent enemy incursions plagued it, from monsters to spies of secret organizations, all converging in this one place.

Therefore, I assumed that, just like in the fictional worlds, there would undoubtedly be spies concealing their identities here as well.

While I had a strong hunch about it…

‘Why did it have to be here of all places?’

Although I had deliberately left obvious evidence of embezzlement lying around, thinking the staff might cover it up, that guy, Jagan, managed to catch it without missing a beat.

Out of all the administrative staff, I just had to encounter a devil—there was no worse stroke of misfortune.

I felt like I might go crazy from the frustration, but everything proceeded smoothly, ignoring my mental turmoil.

“A once-in-a-lifetime blunder. I should have cut off his head the moment he insulted my junior, never mind the evidence.”

I admitted my crime with my own mouth.

The man beside me merely presented clear evidence, logically proving the embezzlement I had committed.

Despite all signs pointing to my guilt, the old man was saying that he should have beheaded him first simply for insulting me.

Ironclad Gong gritted his teeth as he made this declaration.

I fervently hoped he was the only one with such a crazy idea. However, the students stood with regretful faces, clenching their fists and trembling.

The expressions on their faces clearly showed how they blamed themselves, feeling they couldn’t forgive themselves for ever doubting Professor Riyan.

All their resentment and anger turned toward the devil.

Jagan looked at me with a deeply wronged expression and shouted, “Did you drag me here with this in mind from the beginning?”

Tears ran down his cheeks.

Even though his true identity was exposed, he made no attempt to resist by revealing his real form—probably because of me.

A devil hiding among the academy staff.

He must have watched up close all the things I had done.

He must have seen me as a mad genius professor, casting meteors and even wielding psychic weapons.

“You vile creature… You acted like you knew nothing, spouting nonsense about kleptomania. Were you using me as your plaything to mock?”

I don’t recall ever ridiculing him.

As for the absurd talk about kleptomania, it was just a desperate attempt, thinking that the crazier my words sounded, the higher my chances of being dismissed.

But even if I explained that, no one would believe it.

It was obvious which story seemed more plausible between me randomly getting accused of kleptomania and embezzling budget funds or discovering a devil and publicly humiliating him.

“How far do you plan to mock me!”

The devil shouted fiercely at me.

Though it was clear no one would believe me, I wondered if I should at least try to explain myself, or maybe it was better to stay quiet.

My hesitation didn’t last long.

“There is a limit to shamelessness, devil.”

A quiet sound of movement.

The saintess swiftly crawled across the floor and stood in front of me, saying this.

The crazed look in her eyes sent chills down my spine.

Her fierce smile blurred the line between saint and devil as she spoke to the devil.

“Breathing itself is a sin. Expecting gentlemanly treatment as such a detestable piece of filth—you’ve clearly lost your mind.”

With contempt-filled eyes, she glared at the devil.

She mercilessly exposed his ugliness.

“Convincing students to become monsters and leading the bomb installations—it’s clear those were your actions, correct?”

Jagan was rendered speechless by her accusation.

It seemed that this was indeed something he had done.

“Manipulating the Dragon Ancestor to disgrace itself, cooperating with the fake chairman to brainwash the board members, and framing the professor for embezzlement—I know it was all you.”

However, the expression that seemed to acknowledge his guilt quickly shifted back to one of extreme indignation.

And rightly so, as all three were baseless accusations.

Only I knew Jagan was innocent of those charges.

“You managed to slip away until now, but a foolish mistake has ruined everything. You went too far when you decided to mess with him. From that moment, it was all over.”

Professor Riyan, ‘guilty of embezzlement?’

‘How could someone be so foolish as to think such an absurd lie would actually pass as the truth?’

An idiocy so profound, it inspired not just pity but contempt.

The devil, clearly infuriated by the saintess’s words, shouted as if to show he was aware of his mistakes. 

However, no one paid attention to Jagan’s cries.

The Dragon Ancestor, Ironclad Gong, and the other professors were all present.

With all the power gathered here, the devil was subdued, unable to lift a finger.

“Did you dig this trap just to see me suffer like this? You’re worse than any devil, you wretched fiend!”

Bound hands, the devil screamed at me.

Treating his desperate cries as nothing more than white noise, the saintess posed a question on behalf of everyone.

“Professor, what should we do with this sinner?”

Seeing him shamelessly continue to lie, the consensus was clear—killing him in any ordinary way seemed too lenient.

Everyone was demanding it in unison.

My mind naturally went blank.

Finally, I spoke with an enlightened expression.

“…Just do whatever you want with him.”

I had decided to stop thinking.

In a dark and gloomy room, Jagan was bound hand and foot, confined in this place.

Every way he looked, his death seemed assured.

Though he felt injustice, he felt no fear.

With a rank near the bottom and specialized only in concealment, he was undoubtedly the weakest among his kind, but he had still lived through near-endless ages.

He had experienced all sorts of trials and tribulations.

Ordinary threats did not faze him in the slightest.

“To entrust me with the torture—you must be furious about his crimes, Professor.”

Even when the door to the confinement room suddenly opened, and the voice of the saintess echoed from beyond the door, Jagan’s expression remained as composed as ever.

“A person as kind as him would only resort to such measures because he couldn’t forgive you for putting the students in danger. Truly, how righteous he is.”

Though her voice was tinged with madness, he had encountered countless madmen over the years.

He remembered his mission well.

His loyalty to Lord Gaetia had not wavered.

“O Heavenly One, grant strength to your humble servant so that I may respond to his piety.”

No matter what she did to him, all he needed to do was keep his mouth shut and calmly accept his death.

Jagan truly believed that with all his heart.

“…It is time for your repentance, devil.”

That is, until the young woman pulled out a strange device.

A woman smiling like a demon with an unusual rod in her hand.

It was a long, oddly shaped tool, as if made to insert somewhere. 

When she pressed a button experimentally, the device opened wide, as if it were an umbrella.

‘…Where in the world does she intend to insert that thing?’

‘Why is it spreading open like that?’

Cold sweat trickled down Jagan’s back.

There was no way something that large would go in, and even if it did, there was no way he could withstand it.

No matter how he tried to deny reality, nothing changed.

The saintess slowly approached him.

Soon, the confinement room echoed with screams. 

For the first time in his life, the devil let out a shrill, girlish cry.

Indescribable pain. 

The humiliation of having every part of his being violated. 

The excruciating hours made him regret being alive.

The brutal torture lasted a full 21 hours.

Although the saintess finally stopped, perhaps acknowledging that he was, after all, a living creature, the suffering did not end.

“How could you hog all the time to yourself! Think of the people waiting behind you!”

Those who took the baton from the saintess.

Dozens of students flooded into the room.

They wore cheerful smiles as if this were the most enjoyable thing in the world.

Those smiles filled Jagan with terror.

Countless people had attacked him out of hatred, saying they sought revenge or that they were avenging a family member.

There had been too many with faces twisted in anger to count.

But none of them had ever smiled with such joy.

“Let’s see who can make him scream the loudest.”

“Let’s compete to see who can do the job Professor entrusted to us best.”

Laughing and chatting amiably, they made these comments as they prepared.

It was an incomprehensible sight.

Fear of the unknown crushed Jagan’s spirit.

A collective madness toward one individual. 

The devil, unable to withstand the bizarre scene, eventually forgot even his loyalty to his master, breaking down in tears as he confessed everything.

An achievement even the inquisitors of the Holy Kingdom had never accomplished.


It was the young students of the academy who succeeded in making the devil confess through torture.

The list of contracted monsters and the vulnerabilities of the security barrier.

With Jagan’s confession, the academy became safer than ever before.

…All of this, surely, was due to Professor Riyan’s grace.
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There’s nothing as important in life as having peace of mind.

Even if one gains all kinds of gold, silver, and countless treasures, it’s meaningless without a sense of contentment.

I sigh, deeply feeling that truth.

What lies before me now are countless fortunes.

These are the rewards from this adventure, given by the swordsmanship students who pushed these items into my sleeve.

Students who formed a club on their own whim.

They set an impossible goal—to make me a Sword Master, and, with the Mercenary King as their club advisor, they continue their dungeon explorations to this day.

“I’ve never lost my strength. Stop wasting your efforts and just focus on your studies at the academy.”

I tried saying that, but it was all in vain.

Everyone, who looked like they could easily lift three times their own weight, had the weakest tear glands and cried, saying the professor was even lying to protect them.

“Wait… you really didn’t lose your strength?”

Among them, one stood out—Director Karin, who took my words at face value and asked that question, though it didn’t take long for her to be subdued.

Karin, who received baffled looks from everyone for not recognizing the lie, eventually had to listen to the administration director beside her, who asked her to quiet down because he was embarrassed on my behalf.

Her face turned a bright shade of red.

Feigning ignorance, she insisted that she had known all along and was just playing a joke.

Karin’s desperate expression, claiming everyone else was missing her joke, left them with no choice but to play along with her.

The remark I made—”I’ve always been a weakling who can barely wave a toothpick”—was ultimately treated as a joke to save her from embarrassment.

The atmosphere quickly returned to cheerful laughter.

Eventually, they went off to challenge yet another dungeon.

All that remains as proof of their visit to my quarters are the treasures they left scattered on the floor.

***

‘Well, I do appreciate their thoughtfulness, I suppose.’

Like pearls on a pig’s neck, no matter how good the equipment, its effectiveness depends on the user.

A staff that shortens spell-casting time by ten times.

It’s undoubtedly an innovative artifact, but I already cast magic instantly without it. 

For me, this staff is nothing more than a fancy decoration.

A cloak that increases the user’s speed fivefold.

While it’s certainly a powerful artifact, even if I wore it, it wouldn’t help me outrun old man Scott.

At least the elixirs were somewhat more useful.

‘Though, honestly, even these are close to being useless.’

My frail, scrawny body, which once seemed likely to collapse with a simple push, has now improved to a level that looks like I’ve been going to the gym for about three years.

Thanks to this, I’ve been able to practice martial arts, something I could never dream of before, and I’ve gradually built up my strength. 

But at this point, I can’t help but wonder if becoming a late-blooming swordsman will really make a difference.

My body has grown sturdier.

My chances of dying like a delicate glassfish have decreased.

Along with the health benefits, my quality of life has improved.

That’s probably the extent of my tangible gains.

If asked whether it’s good or bad, it’s certainly on the good side, but I couldn’t shake a lingering feeling of ambiguity.

‘Why do I keep receiving such half-baked fortunes?’

Thinking back, it’s been like this since I received the First Dragon’s Mark.

What she engraved upon me was an item from a founding myth.

Enhanced luck, increased magical power, and even the possibility of evolving into a dragon species in about ten years if the wavelengths align—but there’s no practical benefit.

Even if my magic capacity has doubled, it’s still as small as a mouse’s tail.

With increased luck, I should be experiencing good fortune, but instead, dreadful misfortune keeps striking me.

The last hope of evolving into a dragon species.

By connecting and sharing our souls, we could elevate each other’s spiritual resonance if the wavelengths align… but that’s a benefit only after ten years, so it’s meaningless.

‘I’ve been feeling a strange pain on my forehead lately.’

Surely, it’s not because a horn is trying to sprout.

Most likely, it’s just a headache caused by mounting stress.

Logically speaking, that’s the only explanation.

There’s a chance that the resonance between me and the First Dragon is aligning by coincidence, or maybe some peculiar elixir I ingested last time is slightly accelerating my evolution.

There’s a limit to how absurd things can get.

Just the thought of it burning my circuits of hope to ashes.

In the end, it’s best to consider the mark a dud.

***

‘And even more useless than that is the elixir of immortality.’

The miraculous herb that halts aging and grants eternal life.

It’s a treasure that would surely make any billionaire go wild, but it’s useless to me.

‘What’s the point of not aging?’

I’m more likely to die from an accident than old age.

I’m effectively living on borrowed time.

Unless I escape before the final boss appears, death is certain, and with bad luck, I might even die tomorrow.

‘Isn’t that evident, just from what happened a few days ago?’

‘If that Jagan guy had attacked me back then…’

I was practically as good as dead.

If he hadn’t mistaken something about me and given up resisting, I would’ve been a cold corpse by now.

Just imagining it brings an overwhelming wave of bitterness.

…Why do I have to go through things like this when I haven’t done anything wrong? Even unfairness has its limits.

‘I didn’t even make a single mistake this time!’

I genuinely put effort into preparing the swordsmanship lecture.

To emphasize what a regretful teacher I am, I even went as far as to swallow my pride and call that suspicious group called “Fluffy Club” or whatever. 

If that doesn’t say enough, nothing will.

I was thorough when carrying out the embezzlement plan, too.

Not wanting to leave anything to chance, I went in person to prevent an employee from covering up the issue, fearing they might believe I couldn’t possibly have committed embezzlement.

But a dreadful misfortune ruined everything.

At this point, what on earth would I have to do to get myself fired? My vision grew so dark I could hardly see anything.

For the first time in a while, I suddenly felt like drinking.

But I forced myself to suppress the urge. 

‘Wasn’t there a huge uproar when I put up a notice while drunk during the Chrome incident?’

I had no intention of making the same mistake again.

Besides, I’m not known for having good drinking habits. 

If I overdo it again, I might cause trouble and ruin everything, just like last time…

‘…Wait a second.’

‘Isn’t that the situation I’ve been hoping for?’

Getting drunk and making a mess by doing reckless things.

No matter how you look at it, that’s extremely inappropriate behavior for a teacher. 

If the academy decided to fire me for lack of professionalism, I wouldn’t have any defense.

With a determined face, I swallowed hard as I pulled out all the liquor that the royal family had gifted me.

…Maybe this will go smoother than I thought.

***

The A-Class classroom was noisier than ever.

And the reason was quite simple.

It was finally time for a mandatory class. 

By now, Professor Riyan should have started his lesson, yet no one could see him anywhere.

The class bell had already rung, and over ten minutes had passed.

But there’s no way he’d ever be late.

Some students speculated that he might be fighting off enemies targeting the academy even now, while others debated whether they should go look for him or wait.

Then, with a creak, the front door of the classroom opened.

In walked a familiar white-haired man.

However, something about his appearance was strange.

An awkward gait, his face slightly flushed.

The professor scanned the room, then suddenly made an announcement.

“I don’t like any of you.”

Like thunder out of the blue, his abrupt declaration sent everyone into confusion and shock.

‘Could this be because of that embezzlement incident? If he feels betrayed by students who didn’t believe in him at all, how could we possibly apologize?’

As everyone panicked, Professor Riyan, with an untroubled expression, uttered more strange words.

“Of course, that doesn’t mean I dislike you all as individuals. I’m a person too, after all. I don’t hate people who care about me, even a little. I’ve grown somewhat fond of you all.”

A confusing mix of sentiments, back and forth.

While everyone stared in bewilderment, he raised his voice.

“But I can’t stand your attitude. Blessed with talent, yet unaware of the immense fortune you were born with, you waste that talent, and that’s something I can’t overlook.”


Therefore, I will fix your mindset.

The white-haired man ran a hand through his hair.

In front of everyone, the professor declared with pride.

“Listen up, and listen well. I’m going to engrave into your minds what true magic really is.”
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The professor’s sudden declaration.

Naturally, everyone’s faces were filled with bewilderment.

If everyone’s eyes weren’t deceiving them, today’s timetable clearly listed a basic herbology class.

Out of nowhere, the professor, who had arrived late, decided to ignore the scheduled lecture and announced, without hesitation, “I dislike all of you” before declaring that he would teach magic instead.

It was an incomprehensible situation.

However, the initial confusion soon gave way to anticipation.

After all, the person before them was a genius widely regarded as a legendary mage—a being beyond the norm, capable of unleashing grand spells at will, and now, this extraordinary figure had announced his intention to personally teach them.

‘How could anyone not feel excited in such a situation?’

The students specializing in magic lit up with excitement.

On the other hand, the swordsmanship students—

A few unlucky A-class students who had been unable to attend the swordsmanship lectures due to a scheduling conflict—looked slightly disappointed.

However, even their expressions didn’t last long.

Professor Riyan specifically called them out.

“That attitude is exactly what I find distasteful.”

He posed a question to everyone: “Why must one choose between the sword and magic? Why not strive for both?”

The entire room fell silent.

It wasn’t because his critique was particularly sharp. 

In fact, it was quite the opposite—it was far too detached from reality.

Of course, there are those with talent for both swordsmanship and magic.

The professor before them was the most exceptional example.

But not everyone in the world was born with such overwhelming abilities. 

How many people, after all, could achieve mastery of the sword while simultaneously casting grand spells? 

A genius of that caliber is exceedingly rare.

To excel in martial arts requires a body suited to combat and lightning-fast reflexes.

To wield magic demands overwhelming mana reserves and the wisdom to understand its intricate structures.

Few are born with all those gifts.

Thus, most swordsmen lag behind in terms of mana reserves and magic execution. 

While they might be able to cast basic spells, any spare mana would be better spent on enhancing their bodies.

“Given that even reinforcing our bodies and swordsmanship exhausts our mana, wouldn’t it be impossible for us to also use magic?”

One student cautiously voiced the collective concern.

The blond boy’s question implied that while the professor’s abilities were unquestionable, his perspective might be too far removed to understand the limitations of ordinary people.

It was a sentiment that everyone silently agreed upon.

Yet, for some reason, Professor Riyan frowned openly at the notion that their limited mana rendered magic impractical.

“So, you’re saying you’ve already given up without even trying because you lack talent? That’s utterly pathetic.”

He continued, his tone harsh.

“If one leg is broken, then you must stand on the other.

If both legs are broken, use your arms.

If even your arms fail, then crawl forward using your head.

Without a willingness to move forward, no matter how disgraceful it may seem, you will never reach the summit.”

The professor’s eyes swept across the students.

“If you weren’t born with talent, then fill that void with effort, determination, and every ounce of your willpower.”

“Giving up should be reserved for the very last moment. Fleeing from understanding what magic truly is without even trying—I will not tolerate it.”

His sharp gaze turned to Silvia.

The second-highest-ranking student here and the most talented among the magic specialists.

The professor asked her a simple question.

“What do you think magic is?”

After a moment of contemplation, Silvia responded with a textbook answer.

“…It is the process of constructing spells to bring about miracles.”

It was a conventional answer found in any introductory textbook.

But the professor shook his head. 

He refuted that common understanding and spoke to everyone.

“Magic is language.”

At first, they thought he might be speaking metaphorically.

However, the professor continued, undeterred.

“The act of twisting the laws of the world with one’s words isn’t exclusive to dragons. In fact, we’ve already been doing it ourselves.”

The students were taken aback, trying to grasp his meaning.

Seeing their confusion, Silvia muttered almost unconsciously.

“…Runes?”

Professor Riyan’s lips curled into a sly smile.

“Exactly. The runes you all dismissed as mere symbols are, in fact, a fully developed linguistic system.”

He raised his staff, preparing to demonstrate.

“Let me break it down for you using a simple spell.”

The professor declared confidently as he began his demonstration.

“Fireball is a fundamental spell. All of you should already have its spell structure memorized and be able to construct it at will.”

Everyone nodded at his words.

Seeing this, the man chuckled playfully.

“But can you truly say you fully understand this spell?”

Familiar runes floated above the professor’s hand.

They were symbols often seen when constructing the Fireball spell, but these particular runes seemed incomplete, as though parts of the sequence had been cut away.

“This part here deals with location designation.”

It specifies the caster’s position.

Then, it designates a point 30 centimeters above the caster’s hand, generating heat at that location and amplifying it.

“And this section forms and propels the sphere.”

It gathers the generated flames into a spherical shape.

Once the Fireball’s shape is established, the caster determines its trajectory, setting it to fly in a straight line toward the target.

“All of this is written here in the language of runes. It’s not just a picture—it’s a detailed sentence.”

The professor paused, observing the students’ reactions.

Memorizing established spells and simply replicating their symbols is undoubtedly an easier way to learn.

However, the limitations of such an approach are painfully clear.

‘This isn’t fundamentally a picture—it’s a sentence,’ the professor emphasized.

“But don’t you think this particular spell is inefficient?”

Without waiting for a response, the professor boldly altered the sequence of runes.

“What if we skip all the heat generation and location designation and directly create the Fireball?”

Without the gradual process of heat formation or shaping, a fully-formed Fireball appeared in the professor’s hand.

“Alternatively, we could increase the number of Fireballs instead. Let’s add a line to reduce their power in exchange for quantity.”

In an instant, the single Fireball multiplied into thirty.

While the intensity of each flame visibly diminished, the sheer number of Fireballs far exceeded the original.

“Now, it’s time to send these Fireballs toward the target. But let’s adjust the spell right before they make contact. By switching the positions of the runes related to power and quantity…”

The spell was rewritten so that, instead of reducing power to increase quantity, it now sacrificed quantity to enhance power.

Each individual Fireball grew incredibly potent.

Though the dozens of Fireballs were erased in exchange for this enhancement, it happened so quickly that all thirty slammed into the wall before disappearing.

Large scorch marks were etched into the wall, thirty in total.

“By doing this, you can discard the risks while reaping the benefits. Now, do you understand what I meant earlier?”

The students were stunned.

The phenomenon unfolding before them defied comprehension.

And yet, the man who made it happen addressed them with ease.

“Magic is language. Therefore, a mage must deceive the world with absurd wordplay.”

He continued.

“Imagine a person whose job is to trick others yet cannot read or write. Such a person hardly deserves to be called a mage.”

The professor’s golden eyes gleamed as he declared, “This is why you must learn runes.”

***

For a moment, the room was steeped in silence.

But it wasn’t because they had realized how groundbreaking the lecture was. 

It was purely because they had come to understand just how beyond the norm this man standing before them was.

…Runes weren’t designed to be understood.

There are tens of thousands of these symbols, and each one often carries thousands of potential meanings.

When combined, the meaning of the runes shifts entirely depending on their arrangement. 

Even the sequence in which they are read lacks any consistent rules.

‘How are we supposed to learn such an absurd language?’

Mages aren’t fools. 

It’s not that they deliberately design inefficient spells.

Instead, like a monkey typing endlessly until it produces a coherent novel, countless individuals over centuries randomly combined runes.

Whenever a sequence happened to work, they recorded it, slowly building the foundation of magic.

All magic is the cumulative record of countless trials and errors.

It represents the history of humanity’s efforts spanning thousands of years.

Yet this man surpassed it all effortlessly, alone.

He instinctively understood a language that defied understanding.

With his overwhelming talent, he singlehandedly transcended humanity.

It was undoubtedly awe-inspiring.

However, the intuition of a genius could never be imitated.

None of the students gathered here possessed the capability to follow along with this lecture.

Thus, it should have been entirely meaningless.

And yet—

“I can see what you’re all thinking,” the professor said, his voice cutting through the silence.

“But didn’t I already tell you? I’m going to teach you what true magic is.”

He looked at each of them.

“I don’t have a hobby of making promises I can’t keep.”

The students exchanged glances, still unable to fully grasp his words.

Understanding runes through intuition and teaching them to others are fundamentally different matters.

To bring the language of gods into the realm of humans…

To encapsulate an indescribable meaning within mortal comprehension…

It was impossible.

Or rather, it should have been.

Yet the professor stood there and declared confidently, “Teaching you all of it might take a lifetime, but the basics? The nine foundational runes, their arrangement, and their meanings? That’s easy.”

He paused, his golden eyes gleaming with conviction.

“And I guarantee…”

His words resonated through the room.


“Even that will change the way you see the world.”

At that moment, astonishment painted every face in the room.

There was no other reaction possible.

Because right here, in this very moment, the history of magic was being rewritten.



 
  
    Chapter 43: Alcohol and cigarettes are completely harmful and offer no benefits Part 5


The white Magic Tower radiated an elegant aura.

At its highest floor, an old man let out a sigh today as well.

‘Does this mean my dream can never come true?’

He was born with talent.

He had heard the word “genius” so often that it became tiresome.

He could accomplish anything he set his mind to with ease.

When he became the Master of the Magic Tower at the young age of nineteen, he believed the word “impossible” did not exist in his dictionary.

It was the brightest and most glorious period of his life.

The time when he believed he could achieve anything.

But after twenty years of dedicating himself to the establishment of a magical system, the eyes of this man, nearing his forties, held nothing but deep resignation and helplessness.

There was no trace of vitality on his face.

Dark circles under his eyes and a prickly beard, unshaven and rough.

As he stared at his reflection, the Tower Master had no choice but to admit it.

He had wasted his life chasing an unattainable dream.

‘Perhaps it was arrogance.’

To think that a human could comprehend the language of the gods.

This was punishment for harboring such presumptuous thoughts.

Decades had passed since he devoted himself to the study of runic characters, yet there had been no progress.

Even after pouring his entire life into it, all he had gained was the conclusion that these characters were not meant for humans.

He could no longer persist stubbornly.

As the White Magic Tower Master, he bore the responsibility of guiding everyone.

Admitting that all his efforts had been like a madman mistaking a windmill for a giant, he resolved to wake up from this dream.

It was at that moment when he made this decision that hurried footsteps echoed.

A magician burst into the room without permission, shouting urgently.

“Master! Someone claims to have deciphered the runes!”

Someone had appeared who might fulfill his long-held wish.

However, the Tower Master’s face remained calm and indifferent.

Anyone with a bit of thought would know better.

Each rune carried thousands of meanings.

When one rune combined with another, its meaning transformed entirely, creating countless possibilities.

On top of that, there were no consistent rules for the reading sequence.

‘What human could fully comprehend such a language?’

It was nonsense, meant to catch his attention and secure funding.

The fact that someone used rune deciphering as bait made him doubt their intelligence even further.

‘At least come up with a plausible lie if you want to fool someone.’

It was childish nonsense that only a kid might genuinely believe.

And this was no exaggeration—only one child had ever spouted such absurdity before him.

‘That was more than ten years ago, wasn’t it?’

He recalled a golden-eyed child knocking on the White Magic Tower’s door.

A boy with wild claims that he could still vividly remember.

“Let’s make a deal. I’ll tell you the essence of magic, but you have to find a way to increase my mana capacity.”

The boy wore ragged clothes.

A child from the slums daring to approach the Tower Master.

Yet the Tower Master didn’t slap him away like another noble might have. 

He had a soft spot for children.

‘With that face, he’ll probably break a lot of hearts when he grows up.’

The boy had sharp eyes, and as he tousled the boy’s hair, the Tower Master offered some helpful advice.

“Sorry, but you should give up on your dream.

Your constitution is hopelessly unsuitable for magic.

You’d be better off finding another path.

Unless you reincarnate as a dragon, there’s no solution.”

Hearing this, the boy frowned deeply, his face twisted with frustration.

“Then at least pass this magic down to future generations.”

The child spoke of fantastical ideas:

A spell that rained down meteors endlessly, creating a meteor shower.

A sealing technique that cut off and froze an opponent’s time.

A reversal magic that could read and alter one’s destiny.

All childish fantasies.

“The last one isn’t complete yet, but I’m starting to grasp the concept of runes. I should have everything ready in two or three months.”

The boy even declared that he had mastered runes.

‘How could an adult not dismiss it as a joke?’

When the boy insisted it wasn’t a lie, claiming that runes were just another language he had started to pick up, the Tower Master had to set him straight.

He wasn’t someone who had time to waste on nonsense.

“If it’s real magic, then demonstrate it for me.”

With that, he silenced the boy and handed him some pocket change, sending him off.

“I had forgotten about it for so long.”

‘Who would have thought someone else would spout such nonsense?’

The scammer, whose intellect seemed to match that of an eight-year-old child, was certainly pathetic.

However, what concerned him more was the junior magician who urgently delivered the rumor as if it were breaking news.

“You’re too naive for your own good. What will you do if you start believing every rumor you hear?”

He patted the young magician on the shoulder as he spoke.

“This time, it’s real! You’ve been so buried in your research that you wouldn’t know how famous this new professor is…”

A martial artist who had reached the pinnacle of swordsmanship.

A mentor who had trained two Sword Masters.

A once-in-a-generation genius who could cast the legendary meteor spell, Meteor Storm, repeatedly.

The more he listened, the deeper his concerns grew.

To believe such exaggerations sincerely—this junior must have been utterly duped by a fraud.

The Tower Master decided that the young magician needed a wake-up call.

With that, he accepted a notebook titled Interpretation and Application of Nine Basic Runes.

It was said to be a leaked memo from a student.

Half-listening to the explanation, the Tower Master arranged the runes described in the notebook and decided to test them.

As expected, the results exceeded perfection and bordered on beauty.

His face was momentarily overcome with shock.

No matter how many times he tested it, the result didn’t change.

The theories written in the notebook were so profound that even he couldn’t fully grasp them. 

Yet, every example described within was flawlessly executable.

This could mean only one thing.

The author of this document had understood it.

They had comprehended the language of the gods, forbidden to mere humans.

His hands trembled involuntarily. His legs felt weak.

The Tower Master urgently asked the name of this professor.

The reply came quickly: “Riyan.”

‘But why did that name feel so familiar?’

He snatched the newspaper from the junior magician’s hands.

Before long, his eyes landed on an image—a striking young man with white hair and golden eyes.

Without a doubt, it was the same child from before, now grown into an adult.

For a moment, the Tower Master was speechless.

This couldn’t be mere coincidence.

‘How could the child who had once claimed to instinctively understand runes now achieve such remarkable results?’

The boy had truly touched the language of the gods.

At such a young age, he had surpassed the entirety of human history.

And that genius had once made a promise.

“I’ll teach you the essence of magic. I’ll even pass on my unique magic techniques to you.”

But it was the Tower Master himself who had turned him away.

Frantically, he rummaged through his desk drawers.

Of course, he hadn’t kept a record of the child’s nonsense. 

Recalling the details of what he had dismissed so casually was impossible.

His face grew dark with despair.

He wasn’t devoid of conscience, of course. 

He knew that he was the cause of this dire situation—he had turned away the opportunity when the boy came to him and failed to bring him into the White Magic Tower.

But in the end, he was only human.

The boy who once looked up to him was now backed by a primeval dragon, grinning smugly without even sparing him a glance.

‘How could he maintain his composure in such a situation?’

Ugly emotions bubbled to the surface—regret, desperation, obsession.

It was obvious what someone overwhelmed by such emotions would do.

With a resolute expression, the middle-aged man strode forward.

‘I’ll apologize! Just come back to our tower!’

He was ready to grab Riyan by the pants and beg.

***

When he opened his eyes, the familiar ceiling greeted him.

But the sensation he felt was anything but familiar.

For some reason, he was lying down, wearing only his shirt, his coat missing entirely.

Even worse, he was sprawled on the bed with his shoes still on, a clear sign that he had been completely drunk the night before.

‘So I blacked out completely.’

He couldn’t remember anything that had happened.

His head throbbed as though it might explode at any moment.

‘Where was his dress shirt?’

Searching the floor yielded no results, so he simply grabbed casual clothes from the wardrobe and threw them on.

Half-asleep and dealing with a massive hangover, he could barely think straight. 

While he was contemplating how to cure his hangover, a noise caught his attention.

Voices, loud and chaotic, filtered through from beyond the door.

‘What on earth is happening out there?’

Opening the door, he was met with a swarm of people.

They seemed to be reporters, and they were rushing toward him.

The flashing lights of their cameras blinded him momentarily.

He froze, confused by the unexpected scene. 

But soon, realization dawned, and a smile crept onto his lips.


The sight before him could only mean one thing.

‘Finally… I’ve done it!’

For people to make such a commotion, it was clear.

Whatever he had done, it must have been something monumental.
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I still feel dizzy.

After consuming the fine wine gifted by the imperial family, I even went so far as to buy and guzzle down vodka with an alcohol content of 95%.

Considering that drinking multiple bowls of what was essentially poison capable of burning one’s insides was the same as committing self-harm, it would have been strange if my body remained unharmed.

The world continues to spin around me. 

It’s a miracle that I didn’t end up babbling incoherently in some nonsensical baby talk.

But somehow, I gather my wits and try to think.

Even in my half-asleep state, assaulted by the flash of cameras, I hastily begin piecing together what happened to land me in this situation.

Surprisingly, it wasn’t that hard.

The clues were blatant—almost laughably so.

‘Did I really go and do that under the influence of alcohol…?’

One of the secret techniques I devised to escape from the academy.

A forbidden strategy that I ultimately buried and abandoned to protect both my dignity and my social standing.

…Public indecency.

‘No wonder my shirt disappeared.’

It wasn’t that I took it off before bed because it was uncomfortable.

No, it seems I had been walking around shirtless from the start. 

My drunken impulses tend to bypass all filters, acting out immediately.

Fueled by baseless confidence derived from alcohol, I must have gained the courage to break my own taboo.

Even with my pounding headache, I could feel the creeping shame.

I couldn’t help but doubt myself—’had I truly stooped so low, even in a drunken state?’

“Why on earth did you decide to expose something like that to your students?! Please, explain yourself!”

The reporter’s exclamation confirmed my worst suspicions.

It seems I really did cause a massive incident.

My face burned with embarrassment, but spilled water cannot be retrieved. 

I might as well make the best of this.

Forcing a calm and composed expression, I feigned ignorance.

I asked in return, as if baffled, “I should be the one asking. Why do you think something like this should be hidden in the first place?”

A sudden declaration of nudism.

Even seasoned reporters who’ve seen it all seemed shocked by the absurdity of this lunatic.

But without hesitation, I pressed on with my argument.

“This kind of repressive attitude is what hinders humanity’s progress. I have no intention of adhering to such narrow-minded, outdated ideologies.”

If you listened to my words alone, they might sound profound.

But when examined closely, it was just the ranting of a deranged exhibitionist.

The reporters’ jaws dropped in collective disbelief.

Though visibly shaken, they were professionals.

‘How could any reporter resist such tantalizing material for a headline?’

They all began scribbling furiously, jotting down what I imagined to be the titles for their articles.

[The New Professor Condemns the Vile Attitude of Knowledge Hoarding. Magic Development Above All.]

[A Thrilling Blow to the Closed-Off Magical Society!]

Though my already spinning vision prevented me from seeing the small print they wrote, I could predict it well enough.

‘They’re probably detailing every ounce of my shamelessness under the guise of a scathing exposé. It’s almost amusing.’

I suppressed a chuckle.

The wind was finally blowing in my favor. 

Such an opportunity might never arise again—I had to seize the moment.

Straightening my back, I boldly addressed the crowd.

“I still find it difficult to understand.”

Journalists always hunger for scandals.

Sure enough, everyone present gazed at me with eyes full of anticipation, practically begging for an even juicier statement.

‘Don’t worry,’ I thought. ‘I’m dying to utter something historically outrageous.’

“Why is everyone overreacting? I honestly can’t understand why you’re making such a fuss over nothing.”

It was an utterly shameless statement, despite the mess I’d caused.

Naturally, those who heard my words were left speechless, their eyes bulging in disbelief.

The reporters scribbled even faster.

[Runic Translation Deemed “Nothing Special.” How Far Does This Genius Professor’s Talent Extend?]

[To Advance Magic, This Was the Only Right Thing to Do. The New Professor’s Selfless Dedication Shocks Everyone!]

[Useful Knowledge Should Be Shared for the Public Good, Right? The Question That Left Everyone Ashamed.]

By this point, even I was getting excited.

‘What ridiculous remark should I make next to dominate tomorrow’s headlines?’

Suppressing my laughter, I pondered gleefully.

***

It was at that moment—

…The sound of hurried footsteps reached my ears.

Ahead of me were the reporters grinning as they scribbled down my every word.

Through them pushed a middle-aged man with brown hair, his expression one of desperation.

He stopped before me, his voice trembling as he cried out.

“I was wrong, Riyan! I can’t live without you. Driving you away has been my lifelong regret!”

Everyone was stunned, attempting to stop the man, but his strength was overwhelming.

Brushing past those in his way, he collapsed onto the floor before me.

“Please, I beg you, come back to the White Tower!”

The middle-aged man clung to the hem of my pants.

He asked if I remembered him, claiming with utmost sincerity to be the former master of the White Tower whom I had met once as a child.

The bizarre sight filled my head with bewilderment.

Unconsciously, a question escaped my lips.

“…The White Tower Master? You?”

A figure I once admired in my childhood.

Though he didn’t believe in my words back then, he hadn’t driven me away from the filthy slums either. 

Instead, he offered practical advice and even slipped me a gold coin—a gesture I’d always been grateful for.

Of course, I remembered his face.

I remembered it vividly.

But still…

The idea that the towering magician I revered and this middle-aged man weathered by society were the same person—it was simply unbelievable.

Time may be cruel, but this was far too extreme.

“I am no longer the Tower Master!”

And yet, the man didn’t deny my question.

Approaching uncomfortably close, he shouted, “Someone like me has no right to be the Tower Master! If anything, it is you who should claim the title of White Tower Master!”

What they seek is magic itself.

To explore its essence and grasp its full understanding.

For centuries since the White Tower’s establishment, countless individuals have desperately strived to fulfill that dream.

But every attempt ended in failure.

The White Tower, having challenged the impossible, is now in decline, with most having abandoned that dream.

In such a state of resignation, you appeared.

The middle-aged man’s eyes gleamed as he spoke, telling his story.

“You, who deciphered runes on your own, are the only hope to achieve our dream! I know it’s shameless to ask now, but please, take the Tower Master’s position!”

For a moment, my head spun.

I wanted to believe this was just a fraud spouting nonsense, but the magical energy emanating from the man in front of me was real.

Overwhelming, even terrifyingly so.

Even in his emotionally unstable state of near madness, he unconsciously maintained countless layers of defensive magic at all times.

This middle-aged man really was Merlin himself.

The man synonymous with genius.

A figure every child once admired.

The magician who once shook the world with superhuman prowess.

And now, this legendary figure was speaking to me.

Telling me he was wrong.

Begging me to return and take the position of Tower Master.

Swearing that he now believed I had deciphered the runes.

Cold sweat ran down my back.

My hangover-addled mind, sluggish until now, suddenly kicked into gear, presenting me with the worst-case scenario.

‘Could I have misunderstood something?

Was the incident I caused truly the naked spectacle I thought it was?’

What if…

And this was a big if…

If the hypothesis forming in my mind was correct, what kind of colossal disaster had I drunkenly unleashed?

“If you won’t take the position of Tower Master, then at least accept me as your disciple!”

But regardless of my inner turmoil, the middle-aged Tower Master sobbed loudly, tears streaming down his face.

Then came the sound of a click.

I couldn’t ignore that sound.

…It confirmed beyond doubt that the situation had escalated beyond any hope of reversal.

***

[The Genius Professor Deciphers the Language of the Gods?!]

[Breaking News: Not Just Nine Runes—He’s Decoded Thousands!]


[White Tower Master, Tearfully Clinging to His Pants, Begs to Be Accepted as a Disciple.]

[From Adventurers’ Guild Leader to the Second Sword Saint, and Now Even the Tower Master? Just How Far Will the New Professor Rise?]

I stared at the newspaper with a vacant expression.

In that moment, I swore never to touch alcohol again.
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There are some things in the world better kept secret.

For instance, the fact that I have mastered the runic language or that I can understand runes. 

Other than that, there’s probably just the detail that I can interpret them.

But in most cases, there’s no need to worry too much about it.

The decoding of the divine language, a mystery for all mages.

The declaration that I achieved it at the mere age of eight.

If revealed, it’s bound to make life spectacularly complicated.

Who, in their right mind, would boldly announce such information in public?

‘…This is driving me crazy.’

The calamity I brought upon myself weighs heavily on me.

Love calls have been pouring in from all directions, but I would rather die than entertain any of them.

It’s not as if I hid my deciphering of runes without a reason.

Understanding something and teaching it are entirely different matters.

It lies purely in the realm of intuition.

I didn’t decode runes so much as I happened to develop an instinctual understanding of their context by chance.

As a result, when it comes to teaching runes to others, I have no choice but to rely on primitive methods.

Writing down every possible case in essays and having people memorize them.

Most of the runes don’t even have corresponding characters in the imperial language, which makes the task headache-inducing.

Organizing just nine runes took me three whole months.

A stupidly labor-intensive process.

At this rate, creating and distributing interpretations for the tens of thousands of runic characters would be impossible.

This story should have ended there.

But the crucial point is that I consumed the elixir of immortality.

The item that the swordsmanship lecture students had fed me last time.

Since I was more likely to die from an accident than natural causes, I thought it was meaningless, but its effects turned out to be undeniable.

‘If anyone finds out that I don’t age…’

The love calls directed at me would transform from desperate pleas to chilling declarations of obsessive confinement.

If I devoted tens of thousands of years to interpreting runes, humanity would truly conquer magic.

Sacrifice for the greater good.

Dedicate your life to fulfilling humanity’s ultimate desire.

I would be forced into a tiny room, unable to die, reduced to a machine churning out rune interpretations for the rest of my life.

The thought alone made my hands and feet tremble.

Fortunately, nothing has been revealed yet.

But on top of runes, I have fully mastered the magic system of demons as well.

Just enduring life in this horrendous academy-world was overwhelming enough.

Now, the bad ending routes of being confined or executed as a heretic were wide open.

Not only do I have to avoid getting caught for consuming the elixir, but I also have to keep the demon magic system a secret.

It’s a hard mode that feels like it’s about to drive me insane at any moment.

The swordsmanship lecture students probably won’t go around blabbing about my secrets, and I can just hide the demon magic part.

But even leaving those aside, the first issue is the biggest problem.

For someone who deciphered runes to get fired, just how big of a scandal would I need to cause?

Just imagining it made my lips involuntarily turn downward.

‘If I drink again after watching this disaster unfold in real time, then I’m no longer human—I’m a dog!’

Clenching my teeth, I vow to myself once more.

Though I do vaguely remember breaking a similar promise in my past life and barking “woof woof,” this time, I’m truly serious.

Because I had someone to ground me and keep my resolve in check.

The person I look to for a reminder to stay alert.

The middle-aged stalker who was born from this very mistake.

***

“It’s about time you head back. It’s cold out.”

Trailing behind me incessantly is none other than Merlin, the old man.

We’ve made it all the way to the doorstep of my lodging now.

Just as I’m about to enter and calm my nerves, he’s still sticking close behind me, begging.

Ignoring the puppy-like, shining eyes of someone who’s been abandoned, I firmly shut the door to my lodging.

But, as expected, I couldn’t feel at ease.

Being told to give up on one’s dreams by someone they admired.

It would be a lie to say that didn’t leave a trauma, but I know he said it for my sake.

He had strongly tried to bring me to my senses by stating reality.

Yet, upon seeing my hurt expression, his conscience pricked him belatedly.

In exchange for the harsh truth, he awkwardly offered some nuts and snacks as consolation.

She had also handed me a flower.

‘That man is still there…’

The scenery beyond the window caught my eye.

Despite being told to leave, the middle-aged man was still waiting for me with unwavering patience.

It was oddly distracting, making it impossible to focus on anything else.

In the end, I gave in, packing the stew I had made for my hangover into a lunchbox and stepping outside to declare my surrender.

“I can give you some advice on interpretation techniques. But please, do not spread any rumors about me taking you on as a disciple or anything like that.”

At my words, Merlin’s face lit up with emotion, and he nodded fervently.

Tears streamed down his cheeks.

The middle-aged man, with eyes brimming with tears, looked up at me with an expression so overwhelming it was almost burdensome.

“I doubted you and turned you away, yet here you are, still thinking of my dignity…”

My request to keep this quiet—so as not to tarnish my reputation—was misinterpreted as me being considerate of his pride.

Those eyes of his were dangerous.

They carried the resolve to repay a favor even if it meant disregarding my wishes.

Having seen what people with such a look in their eyes could do, I tried to stop him immediately.

But it was impossible.

Even though his clinging seemed pitiful, Merlin was an unmatched magician among humans.

Unlike me, his physical abilities were exceptional as well.

‘How could I possibly stop such a person?’

All I could do was watch him leave.

***

The absurdity of the situation weighed heavily on me, filling me with frustration.

I admitted that a significant portion of the blame lay with me, but how could my luck be this awful?

‘Why did my shirt have to disappear at that exact moment, making me misunderstand the situation? This is honestly just bad luck!’

When I woke up, my shirt was gone.

Since I couldn’t find my clothes anywhere despite looking around, it wasn’t unreasonable for me to have misunderstood.

If only I hadn’t succumbed to strange drunken delusions about exposure and the like, things wouldn’t have gotten this messy.

While grumbling to myself, I finished washing the dishes.

When I turned around, there they were—the shirt and tie I had been searching for.

But instead of chastising myself for missing them, I asked the obvious question:

“Why are you holding those?”

Standing there was none other than the great progenitor dragon, with her snow-white hair and massive horns.

She had crept into my lodging to secretly return my clothes.

Our eyes met, and an unbearably awkward silence ensued.

The progenitor dragon looked as though she had committed the gravest of crimes, her expression filled with guilt.

But her explanation, surprisingly, was reasonable and plausible.

“Don’t misunderstand! You were sleeping outside the door without a shirt, so I just moved you to your bed! I absentmindedly took your clothes and came back to return them!”

Apparently, in my drunken state, I had passed out on the ground and, finding my shirt stifling, had taken it off to sleep more comfortably.

The humiliation was beyond words.

Feeling ashamed of my momentary, absurd suspicions toward her, I struggled to find the words to apologize.

While I contemplated how to apologize, I noticed something strange about Sion’s expression.

She kept avoiding my gaze.

When I continued staring at her, the guilty dragon, clearly flustered, confessed with hesitation.

“Well… there may have been some slight contact when I moved you, but I swear I didn’t have any improper intentions! I couldn’t just leave you there to catch a cold, could I?”

Be it humans or dragons, no one can live with a guilty conscience.

Especially someone as upright as her.

My gaze remained one of reproach.

I knew the real mistake she had made, but Sion misunderstood it entirely and desperately tried to justify herself.

“I might have touched your chest a few times, but you were mumbling in your sleep about being cold! I was just trying to share some warmth, nothing more!”

Tearing up, Sion pleaded for me to believe her.

But this time, my look of reproach was genuine.

The progenitor dragon began to panic.

Eventually, unable to withstand the pressure, she squeezed her eyes shut and blurted out,

“This is all your fault! You keep tempting me with that increasingly… alluring body of yours!”


Her burst of emotion didn’t last long.

Reality soon returned, and she realized what she had just said.

Her face turned a deep shade of red as she objectively reviewed her own actions.

…It was an epic self-destruction, almost pitiful to witness.



 
  
    Chapter 46: Materialism, Immortals, and an Adorable Puppy Part 2


“Who is the greatest being in this empire?”

The answer to that question was all too obvious.

The six masters of the Mage Tower, the cardinals and the pope of the Holy Kingdom, and even His Majesty, the emperor who ruled this empire, would all answer in unison:

“The most noble being is that proud dragon.”

Despite possessing the power to overwhelm an entire nation single-handedly, the dragon was never arrogant. 

It did not force others into submission with sheer might, nor did it compromise its beliefs and will.

What mattered was not martial strength but chivalry.

Instead of being driven by selfish desires intoxicated by power, it acted according to its convictions, performing acts of good.

That was the great progenitor dragon before me.

***

“…What were you thinking?”

And simultaneously, it was also the crazy, perverted principal who had groped me, intoxicated and in a state of diminished capacity.

Whatever respect I had left shattered completely.

No matter how impressive one’s achievements were, attaching the crime of groping a boy far younger than them utterly erased any awe I might have felt.

“Th-that wasn’t my intention! Do you remember the mark I engraved last time? I momentarily sensed the aura of kinship from you and lost my rationality!” Sion hurriedly tried to explain.

She even began pleading her case, asking me to consider her loneliness as the last of her kind. 

But there was no way such excuses would work.

If you’re going to lie, at least do it convincingly.

I hadn’t even evolved into a dragon species yet. 

Even if I generously conceded and assumed the progenitor dragon mistook me for one of her kind, her argument was fundamentally flawed.

“Dragons don’t have breeding instincts in the first place, do they?”

Dragons, who stood apart from petty desires and lived as if they were immortals, became too transcendent and thus extinct.

They could reproduce but simply didn’t feel the need to.

Unlike humans, they were fundamentally immortal, so they lacked the basic instinct to leave their genetic legacy for future generations.

“You weren’t overwhelmed by instincts. You’re just a pervert who’ll go down in dragon history as a disgrace.”

A pervert who couldn’t resist young boys.

Even though I wasn’t even the same species, she somehow found herself attracted to me.

By human standards, it was like being both a pedophile and a furry enthusiast.

In this clear-cut situation of who was the deranged pervert and who was the unfortunate victim, she lowered her head.

‘Was this her last attempt to resist?’

She tried to claim that it wasn’t because she found any human male attractive and that there were other reasons she was shaken. 

However, when I asked her to elaborate, all she did was blush.

Sion eventually looked at me with a pitiable expression and asked:

“Could you… consider pretending this never happened?”

Sweat trickled down her neck.

Her trembling hands and desperate gaze reflected how distressed she was.

With the face of someone who looked as though she’d lost everything in a gamble, the girl tightly gripped my hand and made a heartfelt offer:

“If you agree to memory erasure, I’ll grant you anything you desire! If there’s a treasure you want, you may take whatever you like from my vault!”

It was an offer dripping with depravity.

Groping someone against their will, robbing them of their dignity, and then trying to cover it up with money—truly the disgusting ploy of a corrupt adult.

The appropriate answer in such a situation was clear.

I looked her in the eye and nodded.

It wasn’t because I lacked pride.

I had two good reasons to accept the offer.

“Then, if you could provide an artifact usable as a backup source of magic, I’ll gladly accept your proposal.”

The first reason was securing insurance for my life.

Using external magic sources was highly inefficient. 

Without an item on par with the dragon heart necklace I used last time, the results would be lackluster.

On the flip side, if I managed to acquire such an item again, I could unleash my full potential, just like before.

The rewards of success far outweighed the risks.

‘What value does dignity have when your life is on the line?’ I closed my eyes quietly before her.

She hastily began drafting the spell, fearing I might change my mind.

A memory-erasure spell would wipe out the progenitor dragon’s embarrassing incident.

But events didn’t unfold as planned.

That was my second reason for accepting the deal.

I never intended to go through with the trade fairly in the first place.

Recently, my magic power had grown, albeit slightly.

Even against a spell cast by such a great progenitor dragon, I could effortlessly neutralize it without being detected.

Her ridiculous statement—that my mere presence stirred feelings within her—remained fresh in my mind.

‘Still, I should put on a convincing act.’

I adjusted my expression to appear dazed.

Convinced that I had lost my memory, the progenitor dragon sighed in relief and lightly tapped my cheek to wake me up.

“W-why are you suddenly acting this way, dear professor of mine?”

Her attempt at theatrical formality was awkward to the extreme.

Sion continued to speak as she gazed into my eyes.

“Didn’t you invite me to your room, claiming you’d serve me a meal you personally prepared? What happened? Did you suddenly get sleepy? If you’re tired, I can cast a recovery spell for you.”

I almost lost my poker face at Sion’s words.

Frankly, after causing such trouble, one would expect her to reflect, but here she was, shamelessly acting as if it was natural to enjoy the meal I had cooked.

Of course, I’m a man, and Sion, as the progenitor dragon, was undeniably attractive if she kept her mouth shut. 

I wasn’t particularly upset about her earlier transgression.

Still, something about this situation rubbed me the wrong way.

Though I took pride in my cooking skills, I set that aside this time and deliberately concocted an abomination.

I served her noodles drenched in a sauce so unbearably spicy that even someone like me, a proud child of the “fire noodles” nation, found it overwhelming. 

It was essentially a toxic substance disguised as food.

Sure enough, the moment she stuffed the noodles into her mouth, tears welled up in her eyes. 

The progenitor dragon, now utterly defeated, seemed sure to learn a lesson in humility.

“This… this is exquisite. A taste I’ll never forget in my life….”

Despite the tears streaming down her face, Despite the trembling in her voice, Despite the way her right hand, holding the chopsticks, shook as if it wanted nothing more than to stop shoveling food into her mouth, The white-haired girl forced a smile.

She showered me with excessive praise, claiming it was delicious.

Watching her, my face went pale.

I wasn’t so oblivious as to miss the obvious.

Sion, capable of freely manipulating magic, could have easily suppressed her sense of taste if she wanted to.

But she didn’t.

She was worried that if I found out, I’d feel hurt after putting effort into making a meal for her.

She was concerned that seeing my face, saddened at the thought that my cooking was bad enough to warrant blocking her taste buds, would be unbearable.

‘This is serious.’

The web novel protagonist’s alpha male charm.

While I don’t doubt its existence, this situation was ominous.

If Ciel doesn’t manage to seduce this progenitor dragon and add her to his harem, my dismissal will remain a distant dream.

No matter what trouble I caused, she would do her best to cover for me. 

This teary-eyed spice-intolerant girl was undoubtedly the biggest obstacle to my plans.

I had to find a way to lower her favorability toward me.

Quickly, I began thinking of a solution.

Fortunately, an idea came to mind before long.

I just needed to exploit a dragon’s nature.

‘Dragons are inherently possessive of their treasures.’

Dragons, by nature, are creatures that hoard gold and jewels in their lairs, guarding them fiercely. 

Losing a cherished treasure would undoubtedly cause them great distress.

The plan was to help a thief break into her cave and steal her gold.

In short, I would orchestrate the disappearance of her treasures.

It was a simple plan.

***

After finally finishing the meal, Sion, her lips still red from the spiciness, looked at me with wary eyes.

I cautiously asked her, “I know of a promising investment opportunity. Are you interested?”

My plan failed spectacularly.

As soon as word spread that Professor Riyan had invested, a stock that had no potential whatsoever skyrocketed endlessly.

Thanks to me, people who made huge profits couldn’t stop smiling as they praised the new professor at the academy. Everywhere I looked, it was a horrifyingly ridiculous scene.

Still, my face remained calm.

I wasn’t stupid.

The stock market, an enigma that defied logic.

While I’d thrown out a random suggestion to lower Sion’s favorability, with my luck, things never go as planned.

I had already anticipated as much.

Thus, I had prepared a secret trump card.

A strategy to turn this failure into an opportunity.

The plan hadn’t failed.

This was just the beginning of the real plan.

I cleared my throat. “Ahem.”

Channeling the persona of a fiery businessman, I practiced the words I would deliver publicly tomorrow.

“While I did say this stock had potential, I didn’t expect this. In my opinion, the current price needs to drop by at least ‘95%’ to reflect its fair value.”


The anguished cries of shareholders already echoed in my mind.

Enraged crowds, demanding the return of their money, would soon surround me.

A wicked grin crept across my lips.

It was time to become the chaos-bringer who would go down in history.



 
  
    Chapter 47: Materialism, Immortals, and an Adorable Puppy Part 3


A regular office worker, Karl, thought to himself.

‘This empire seems to be a country filled with nothing but empty-headed fools.’

‘Why does everyone complain about how hard life is?’

‘Even stupidity should have its limits.’

‘Making money is so easy, yet they whine.’

‘Don’t they understand the current situation?’

‘Professor Riyan is literally giving out money! He’s practically shoveling it and delivering it to everyone!’

‘There’s no need to work.’

‘All you need is faith.’

‘With just that, you can live a successful life.’

“Uhuhuhu.”

Thinking about the wealth that must be accumulating even now, Karl let out a sinister smile.

Since he wasn’t a wizard, he didn’t understand how amazing decoding runes was.

He wasn’t part of the Academy, nor was he interested in current events, so he didn’t know much about Riyan’s achievements.

He only figured that someone whose name appeared in newspapers all the time and who was mentioned frequently must be remarkable.

But now, things were a little different.

A famous professor, known as a genius in the academy, had invested there.

Surely, he must have spotted some hidden value invisible to people like us, the ordinary ones.

The information he had heard with skepticism had turned out to be true.

The money he had invested on a whim, thinking he had nothing to lose, had multiplied like crazy.

The dream of wealth beyond imagination seemed achievable.

Frequenting high-end entertainment venues wasn’t enough—he could even buy one.

He could quit his detestable job and start his own company.

At this rate of stock price growth, achieving those unrealistic dreams didn’t seem impossible.

He even started to resent the ancestral dragon he had always respected.

‘If it weren’t for that law, I’d already be swimming in money.’

Decades ago, during the Great Depression, a grieving dragon had abused all its authority to enforce a law after witnessing that horrific scene.

Because of it, taking out loans for investments or pouring all your assets into stocks was impossible.

Of course, he understood her desire to prevent such a disaster from happening again, but that law needed to go.

Many economic experts argued the same, and above all…

‘I can’t efficiently copy money because of it.’

If he could gather every bit of his resources and invest them in the stock endorsed by Professor Riyan, his success in life would be guaranteed.

Knowing the surefire method but not being able to act on it was beyond frustrating—it was heartbreaking.

Karl felt tears welling up from regret, but nothing would change no matter what he did.

After all, if the great ancestral dragon had decreed it, what could he possibly say or do to overturn it?

Attempting such insolence wasn’t even an option.

He decided to be content with his current reality.

After all, he was already incredibly fortunate.

Two months’ worth of salary.

Just yesterday, it had tripled in a single day.

All he did was visit the stock exchange, sign a few papers, and effortlessly earned six months’ worth of pay.

Living a life of effortless gains was exhilarating.

The joy of surpassing ordinary office workers with just a few strokes of a pen brought a devilish smile to his lips.

This was what he called the normalization of the labor structure.

To bask in His blessings once more, Karl rushed to the stock exchange as soon as work ended.

Though the atmosphere seemed a bit chaotic, he paid it no mind.

Surely, it was just non-believers who still doubted Professor Riyan, seething with envy over the skyrocketing stock prices.

Karl’s faith wasn’t shallow enough to waver at something like that.

He ignored the commotion entirely and went to check the professor’s divine protection.

The current stock price of H.L. Corporation.

With a pounding heart, Karl looked it up and…

“Huh?”

A dumbfounded sound escaped his lips.

His skin turned pale.

His expression was one of utter shock, as if his soul had left his body.

He stood there blankly, rubbing his eyes.

No matter how much he struggled to comprehend, the scene before him didn’t change.

What he saw on the screen made him genuinely question if he had counted the digits wrong.

The stock price had plummeted to a quarter of its value in a single day.

The dream of unimaginable wealth was shattered in that instant.

‘Wh-why? The professor said it would rise. He said this was a company the entire empire should watch out for!’

The hastily built faith crumbled in an instant.

Even though Karl still had money to get by, what was the point of life without alcohol, women, and meat?

Desperate, Karl threw himself into the bustling crowd and eavesdropped on their conversations.

He peered over shoulders to glance at the newspapers people were holding and skimmed the contents.

[Professor Riyan, a rising star, declares that H.L. Corporation’s current stock price is overly inflated.]

[Blatant stock manipulation? The market sways with every careless remark from Riyan. Isn’t it time for the imperial family to step in?]

[Is the professor profiting behind the scenes? Conspiracy theories abound. Is Riyan truly an honest and upright person?]

***

Finally, the world was functioning as it should.

Professor Riyan smiled contentedly as he thought, ‘If targeting the ancestral dragon and her students is too challenging, I’ll simply focus elsewhere.’

Unlike the people in the Academy, the general public didn’t know him all that well.

The plan to stir up trouble, earn their hatred, and get fired had succeeded magnificently this time.

Just look at the chaos around him now.

On his way to a press conference to give an explanation, an angry mob had gathered to harshly criticize him.

Some were even throwing raw eggs at him.

The ever-present escort guards he hadn’t asked for surrounded him as usual.

On top of that, with his slightly enhanced magical powers, the range of spells he could use had expanded.

No matter what these people tried, he could move safely.

Though the furious mob screamed at him, their voices grating on his ears, Riyan couldn’t help but feel exhilarated.

People were angry at him.

People were criticizing him, pointing out the absurdity of his actions.

To someone else, their reaction might seem natural, but to Riyan, it was deeply moving.

‘Hadn’t he endured humiliation and hardships for so long?’

‘Why had it been so difficult to receive this obvious reaction?’

Thinking of the past made him tear up unintentionally.

‘But it’s still too early to be relieved.’

He couldn’t afford to let his guard down until the very end.

Although he had successfully worsened public opinion beyond his target level, he would only celebrate once everything was fully settled.

He would be arrested on charges of stock manipulation.

The ancestral dragon would intervene to save him from punishment, but the scandal would leave him too humiliated to show his face.

In his ruined state, he would plead with the ancestral dragon to let him escape to a place where no one knew him.

He’d end up living leisurely in a luxurious resort.

Until that vision came true, he couldn’t relax.

Resolving himself once more, Riyan stepped in front of the reporters.

Flashes popped incessantly, dazzling him.

Hundreds of eyes fixated solely on him.

The reporters hurled the most provocative questions they could muster, asking if he felt guilty about the situation and whether he had any remorse for his actions.

Their sharp questions pressed him, but Riyan wasn’t the type to crumble under such pressure.

After all, his sole purpose here was to stir up trouble.

“I just don’t understand,” he began, donning a metaphorical iron mask of shamelessness.

“Why should I be held responsible for something they did wrong?”

His defiant face made his next remarks all the more infuriating.

“I merely pointed out the need to pay attention to H.L. Corporation. I swear I never once claimed its stock price would rise.”

It was blatantly obvious that saying “pay attention to the company” and claiming the stock price would rise were practically the same thing.

Karl’s deceptive wordplay, akin to covering one’s eyes and pretending not to see, was enough to drive anyone mad. 

But since he was already here, why not go all out?

“Honestly, there’s a limit to how disgusting this all is. People are so materialistic, judging all values by money. It’s impossible to have a meaningful conversation at such a low level.”

He outright insulted others after causing the problem, flaunting his sense of superiority without restraint.

And then came his final blow—a statement so ludicrous that no one could accept it.

A ridiculous excuse akin to “The dog ate my homework.”

“My comments had nothing to do with the secular value of stock prices. I simply said people should pay attention to the company itself.”

He concluded with, “The mascot was just so adorable that I wanted everyone to know about it,” utterly destroying any remaining semblance of rationality in his audience.

After causing such a mess, Karl’s nonsensical remarks left people utterly enraged.

They should have rioted right then and there…

But before he could finish speaking, the press conference descended into chaos.


Suddenly, communication devices began ringing in unison. 

Reporters, placing their earpieces in, turned pale and shouted out loud.

“Is it true that the CEO of H.L. Corporation is a serial killer?”

“How did you uncover that Hannibal Lecter is the cannibal who terrified the Empire?”



 
  
    Chapter 48: Materialism, Immortals, and an Adorable Puppy Part 4


The imperial family found itself in a truly perplexing situation.

A blatant act of stock manipulation.

It was so overt that one had to wonder if there was any intention to keep it a secret. 

It went beyond boldness—it felt as if the economic criminal was flaunting their misdeeds.

This heinous villain who dared to challenge the empire was, paradoxically, the same great hero who had once saved them all from a demon.

They knew it was wrong.

They knew that anyone who committed a crime should be punished.

But they also knew Riyan, the man in question.

Professor Riyan was not the type of person to commit such deeds. 

He wasn’t someone who would commit crimes for personal gain. 

There must have been some sort of reasoning behind it.

However, the lie about losing his memory complicated matters. 

Directly confronting him to uncover the truth was impossible.

Yet, ignoring the public’s opinion was not an option either.

As a result, they found themselves stuck, unable to move forward or backward.

After much deliberation, the emperor finally made a decision.

The H.L. Corporation would be investigated.

However, if evidence of any collusion with Riyan were found, it would all be destroyed and dismissed as though nothing had happened.

The emperor had opted for a middle ground.

***

“That is how I ended up here.”

The fifth princess of the empire, Lucie Leonhart, explained this to Hannibal.

Of course, she didn’t divulge internal details or classified information. 

She only spoke in general terms, informing him that an audit would take place.

“Naturally, we will cooperate. We’ve also been hoping to clear any suspicions and prove our innocence,” Hannibal said with a bright smile, welcoming her.

Lucie maintained a formal demeanor as she entered the company.

She was greeted by an adorable sheep mascot.

Hannibal, whose demeanor was as gentle and harmless as the mascot, followed her instructions obediently.

With the help of the expert assigned by the emperor, Lucie began inspecting the company. 

The results were as expected.

‘They said you wouldn’t find a speck of dust on him, and they weren’t wrong.’

The public’s assessment had been remarkably accurate.

The company, run by a doctor known for healing the minds of the wounded and saving countless lives, showed no signs of impropriety no matter where or how it was investigated.

Instead, what emerged were numerous acts of kindness.

Records showed profits sacrificed for the greater good.

Photos depicted him holding hands with people and smiling proudly alongside residents of impoverished areas he had helped.

Seeing these photos of Hannibal and the people he had aided brought a hypothesis to Lucie’s mind.

‘Maybe the professor was trying to help Hannibal.’

Though no evidence of collusion was found, it seemed highly plausible that the benevolent professor, unable to ignore someone in need, had sought to support Hannibal in some way.

Everyone should focus on Hannibal.

His altruism should inspire all to follow his example.

Perhaps the stock manipulation allegations were a misunderstanding, stemming from an attempt to share a positive message and rally support for the H.L. Corporation.

The more Lucie thought about it, the more plausible the theory became.

Having realized this, Lucie knew what she had to do.

She would return to her father and report the situation.

She would publicly clear Professor Riyan’s name of any association with economic crimes.

Once her mind was made up, there was no reason to hesitate.

And so, Lucie prepared to return to the imperial palace.

‘But why?’

Her feet refused to leave the ground.

A strange tremor resonated from the sword at her waist.

It felt as if the sacred sword was speaking to her, telling her not to leave. 

It seemed to say that unforgivable atrocities were being committed in this seemingly ordinary place.

‘Come to think of it…?’

Everything here was too perfect.

The employees’ behavior, the records in the ledgers, the photographs proving goodwill—it all felt excessively flawless, to the point of an uncanny unease.

‘We have nothing to hide.’

‘We are innocent, so there’s no need for suspicion.’

The entire company seemed to assert this claim.

Ignoring the polite smiles of Hannibal and his staff, who were seeing her off, Lucie quickly pushed past them and followed the guiding light of the sacred sword.

A hidden wall created by illusion magic.

Passing through it, the metallic tang of blood hit her nose.

What unfolded before her eyes rendered Lucie speechless.

The H.L. Corporation was supposed to make dolls for children.

It had no connection whatsoever to slaughterhouses.

‘Yet, what were these chunks of meat?’

‘Why was there so much food stored in this cold storage?’

And, most disturbingly…

‘Why did those organs not resemble those of any livestock?’

One by one, the puzzle pieces fell into place in her mind.

The silence of the sheep.

A black magic cult that used cannibalism as a source of power.

The empire’s most heinous criminals, responsible for countless victims.

This was the true nature of the H.L. Corporation, hidden until now.

***

Footsteps echoed behind her.

The warm, yet hollow smiles of the black magicians revealed that they had realized their secret was exposed.

Lucie was completely surrounded.

Her escape routes were all blocked.

In front of her stood monsters more demonic than any demon.

“Ah…”

A soft voice escaped her lips.

Hearing Lucie’s voice, Hannibal Lecter revealed his genuine smile for the first time, free from any pretense.

What adorned his lips was excitement.

He savored the fear and despair in her voice—the moment when the prey realized its fate and succumbed to terror and resignation.

He desired more screams, more emotions to relish. 

Succumbing to his impulses, Hannibal lunged forward… only to face something unexpected.

Not a scream, but the laughter of a girl.

Surrounding her were cannibals. 

The difference in numbers was hopelessly against her. 

Yet, even in such a dire situation, Lucie wore an innocent smile as if she was genuinely enjoying herself.

‘Of course, he couldn’t have made a mistake.’

The professor had seen through the evil once again.

Just as he had before, he was guiding her, who had been wandering aimlessly, unable to find the right path.

‘What could be more joyous than this?’

The girl raised her sword boldly before her enemies and declared:

“Please watch over me, Professor! One day, I’ll become a magnificent warrior worthy of standing by your side!”

With a bright smile, she swung her sword.

Dozens of black magicians, terrified, fled in disarray.

The moment when the roles of predator and prey were completely reversed.

***

The press conference hall buzzed with a crowd of people.

Through the communicators, news about the Silence of the Lambs spread. 

The criminal organization that had terrorized the empire was finally dismantled.

Professor Riyan’s true intentions were revealed at last.

It became clear that everything he had done stemmed from a noble purpose: to uproot a great evil.

However, what continued to echo was criticism.

Riyan had only ever acted with good intentions. 

The people who had misinterpreted his words and lost money were now pinning the blame on him.

Watching this, the reporter, Cromwell, clicked his tongue.

‘It’s just as I expected. Still, it’s unpleasant to see.’

That’s simply human nature.

No one is indifferent to their own losses.

Not everyone can be as enlightened as that professor. 

There are plenty of people who value the money they lost in this ordeal more than the lives he saved.

Cromwell silently prayed that Riyan wouldn’t grow disillusioned and turn his back on humanity, as he turned his gaze toward the professor.

But something seemed strange.

Riyan, who should have been scorning them all, was instead sweating nervously, speaking incomprehensibly bizarre words.

“I didn’t know anything about this! I swear, this is the first I’ve heard about a cannibal organization!”

He claimed to know nothing about H.L. Corporation’s true nature.

Discovering the black magicians, he said, was purely coincidental.

“I just picked a random company and manipulated its stock prices! Money is all that matters to me. I couldn’t care less about what happens to a criminal organization!”

He even dismissed the significance of the criminal organization.

“Whether those bastards, who stole precious friends, lovers, and families from others, get caught or not doesn’t matter to me. All I care about is money!”

“Those scumbags shouldn’t have been caught! If they hadn’t been, I could’ve pulled a few more jobs! Why is the imperial family only competent at times like this?!”

No, they shouldn’t have been caught.

Whether the criminals lived on to take someone else’s precious loved ones didn’t matter, as long as his pockets grew heavier.

It was an appalling, monstrous statement.

A vile behavior unbecoming of the virtuous professor.

The reporter, bewildered by why the upright Riyan would utter such things, noticed the reactions of the people.

The shareholders, who had been furious just moments ago.

The ones who had shouted for him to take responsibility for their lost money, now all fell silent.

Their bowed heads were etched with shame.

The grotesque character that Riyan portrayed through his performance.

Seeing that brazen display, everyone realized the truth.

He had captured the most heinous of criminals, saving countless lives that would otherwise have been lost. 

Yet instead of rejoicing, they had mocked him, calling it a pointless act. 

In doing so, they revealed their own pitiful, wretched nature.

***

Cromwell’s face twisted in shock.

He couldn’t suppress his astonishment.

Fools often mistake grandeur for nobility.

They believe that wearing luxurious clothes, speaking sophisticated words, and always standing above others to look down on them makes one noble.

But that’s not true.

Nobility is something else entirely.

Even if it means stepping into the filth, even if one’s body becomes mired in mud and grime, true nobility lies in saving and enlightening others without hesitation.

That kind of resolve is what defines genuine nobility.


Lifting his head, Cromwell looked at Riyan. 

What stood there was no longer a grotesque professor screaming vile words.

A divine figure.

Only an infinitely exalted being remained in that place.



 
  
    Chapter 49: Materialism, Immortals, and an Adorable Puppy Part 5


‘What if I hadn’t known?’

The omnipotence of moving the entire world with a single word.

The splendid days when he adorned himself with glittering gold and jewels, believing in his success without a shred of doubt.

With such wistful musings, the blond man let out a sigh.

His attire was utterly shabby.

Bloodshot eyes and a face worn with exhaustion.

No one in the world, upon seeing this disheveled man now, would recall the name “Golden Duke.”

‘Living doesn’t feel like living anymore.’

He had tasted the allure of wealth and power. 

He had personally experienced what true strength was. 

But precisely because of that, this reality became unbearably agonizing.

The crime he committed was utterly trivial.

Though he’d considered assassination, all he actually carried out was a light, trivial jab.

He disciplined a single new professor.

That was all it took for the entire world to turn against him.

Treated as a sinner worse than a devil. 

Ultimately, the Golden Duke fell to the status of a fugitive hunted by the empire.

He couldn’t even sleep properly.

Chased constantly, never knowing when a pursuer might appear. 

He couldn’t settle anywhere and had to sleep on newspapers spread out on the streets.

The artifacts he used to aid his escape were running out.

Wiping traces, manipulating memories, and even temporarily erasing his existence—these methods were reaching their limits.

But what tormented him most was his financial state.

In his hasty escape, he managed to grab one or two subspace bundles containing important items.

For the Golden Duke, gold coins were like stones scattered on the ground.

Who in the world would waste a subspace bundle just to store pebbles? As a result, his current cash in hand was pathetically grim.

The remaining escape artifacts were either already used or had to be preserved for future use, making them unsellable. 

Of course, going to a bank and demanding his money was out of the question.

He tried to arrange asylum in the Holy Kingdom, but the necessary funds for that plan fell terribly short.

The reality of the once-mighty Golden Duke now being on the brink of death due to a lack of money was undeniable, but he did not give up.

‘Surviving on rain and dust is not living.’

He would endure and find a way to survive no matter what.

He already had a plan.

‘I’ll invest in H.L. Corporation to secure funds for asylum.’

The Golden Duke detested Riyan, but he trusted the professor’s capabilities more than anyone else.

‘It would be strange not to trust someone like him.’

The artifact he used against Riyan—a grotesque flesh doll that locked its target into the worst possible future.

Even that hadn’t defeated the new professor.

The professor must have used another artifact to counter the mystical powers of the flesh doll.

The manifestation of the curse was certain, but it had no effect.

‘The artifact Riyan used must provide some kind of blessing that resists curses.’

The fact that the curse had activated meant the Golden Duke’s artifact was slightly stronger, but Riyan’s was potent enough to weaken its effect.

‘If only the flesh doll had been a bit stronger… If only the artifact Riyan prepared was a bit weaker…’

He wouldn’t have fallen so low.

The thought stung a little, but he had no intention of dwelling on past failures.

‘The moment he prepared a countermeasure for my artifact attack, I had already lost.’

Riyan truly was a monster.

A man who controlled everything from behind the scenes. 

A merciless manipulator and a genius who treated the world as his chessboard.

‘He’d ruin someone for merely issuing a reprimand.’

Riyan crushed those who challenged his authority, all while keeping his own hands clean. 

Always the victim, never the aggressor.

From a lofty vantage point, he looked down on all, manipulating hearts to orchestrate situations to his favor.

That was terrifyingly impressive.

‘But this time, I’ll turn his brilliance against him.’

The Golden Duke knew who Riyan was.

He knew about that absurdly superhuman insight.

He understood that failure wasn’t a word in Riyan’s dictionary.

The stock price of H.L. Corporation would rise.

Riyan had assured the entire empire of this fact.

Countless people had already invested large sums, trusting the professor. 

‘If the stock price crashed now, how much public outcry would Riyan face?’

‘The reputation he had meticulously built would crumble.’

‘He would tarnish his own authority—a disgraceful folly.’

‘That genius would never allow such a result.’

‘H.L. Corporation was bound to rise.’

An innovative invention would emerge, skyrocketing the company’s value, leaving everyone in awe of Riyan’s vision.

The scenario was already set in stone.

Having pulled the winning card, the next step was simple.

He would go all in, scraping together every last resource.

Confident that his money would multiply tens, even hundreds of times, he invested every coin he had.

Smiling at the guaranteed victory, the Golden Duke finally managed to sleep peacefully.

***

Today, the Golden Duke’s world crumbled.

He blinked blankly and rubbed his eyes.

He slapped his cheeks hard with both hands.

But the grotesque four letters remained unmistakably clear.

[H.L. Corporation’s Hidden Truth Revealed.]

Delisting. The moment he saw the newspaper boldly bearing that news, tears streamed down his cheeks.

‘Could the nation offer compensation?’

After all, it stemmed from a misunderstanding during his attempts to expose a hidden crime organization. 

‘Was there no room for reprieve?’

Such hopeful thoughts swirled in his mind, but they were futile.

Stock refunds were an absurd notion, and even if the state were to compensate, it would mean nothing.

He had bought the stocks while on the run.

There was no way those were acquired through legitimate means.

He’d invested money through all kinds of detours, intermediaries, and dark routes. 

Naturally, expecting compensation was impossible.

In short, he had lost everything.

The Golden Duke, once known for his immense wealth, had now become just another beggar wandering the streets.

‘Why?’

The question filled his mind completely.

And it didn’t take long to find the answer.

‘Riyan. That cursed bastard…’

The newspapers shouted loudly.

Professor Riyan had only warned everyone out of pure suspicion regarding the company. 

It was everyone else, trapped in their materialistic mindset, who failed to understand the warning.

But the Golden Duke knew better.

Riyan was not as innocent as he pretended to be.

He acted high and mighty, feigning unparalleled integrity, yet he was a control-obsessed maniac drunk on power.

‘Just how far do you intend to mock me?’

There was ambiguity in his words.

‘Suggesting people scrutinize the company might cause its stock prices to rise.’

‘Riyan wasn’t foolish enough not to realize such an obvious consequence.’

‘Then why had Riyan made such ambiguous remarks? What reason did he have to do so?’

There could only be one plausible explanation.

‘To trap me.’

A martial artist who had reached the pinnacle of mind and blade.

If he so wished, killing the Golden Duke would be a trivial task, yet he had deliberately chosen this method.

‘You’re in the palm of my hand.

‘No matter how you struggle, you cannot defeat me.

‘Look and see. Without me even lifting a finger, you have danced to my tune, choking yourself in the process.

‘What a clown you are.’

It felt as if Riyan’s voice sneered in his ears.

Riyan was openly mocking him.

His hands trembled violently.

His teeth ground together with maddening force.

He could no longer suppress the emotions surging within him.

In the end, the last thread of rationality snapped.

His bloodshot eyes glared as he pulled out the flesh doll.

The power, weakened with time.

The aura of a curse so fragile it seemed ready to break at any moment.

This artifact had once consumed 666 innocent lives just to activate. 

To reignite its dying flames would undoubtedly require an exorbitant, irrational price.

Even sacrificing thousands of souls would only extend life by a single day. 

And now, he had neither the means nor the time for murder.

But that didn’t matter.

There was no need for concern.

After all, the soul he needed as an offering was right here.

His influence had been bought with wealth.

The Golden Duke’s power had been built on lives he’d purchased.

His accomplishments were forged by devouring countless souls.

There could be no offering more exquisite than this.

The flesh doll ravenously devoured the man’s soul.

And soon, an excruciating pain overwhelmed him.

Yet, the Golden Duke smiled.


“Tremble in fear! Quake in terror, Riyan!”

The doll began to emit a grim, ominous aura of a curse once more.

As he gazed at it, the Golden Duke declared boldly:

“I’ll show you what ‘true hell’ really is.”



 
  
    Chapter 50: Sometimes, reality feels more like a novel than a novel itself Part 1


A dark and desolate alleyway.

In that alley, a middle-aged man with a cigarette between his lips stood in the shadows. 

His scarred face suddenly twisted in confusion.

‘Hannibal, that bastard, was taken down? Just like that?’

He knew about the “Silence of the Lambs.”

He also knew how meticulous the leader was.

This was a place beyond the reach of the law—a haven for those who thrived in the underworld. 

Not only was it impossible for anyone in these circles to be unfamiliar with Hannibal’s notoriety, but he also had a personal connection with him.

Buffalo Bill.

A grotesque serial killer who skinned his victims and wore their hides.

Though they weren’t part of the same organization, they had worked together numerous times. 

Their shared appreciation for their “art” had led to enjoyable conversations.

As a warlock, Bill’s achievements surpassed most, but when it came to subtlety and meticulous planning, Hannibal was leagues ahead.

For such a man to be defeated so easily—it was hard to believe.

Of course, all Bill felt was bewilderment, not anger.

‘We weren’t close enough for that.’

Hannibal’s brainwashed minions, his subordinates, or fanatical followers might grieve his death, but Bill, an outsider, wouldn’t feel any loss.

What struck him more was a sense of urgency.

‘A man who had so carefully hidden his identity—how could a mere new professor see through it so effortlessly?’

‘A near-prophetic level of insight, martial arts mastery that delves into the mind, the reach of a grand sorcerer, and even an understanding of runic language. Is this person even human?’

A monster beyond comprehension.

An extraordinary superhuman, as though pulled straight from fabricated myths.

There was nothing to gain from being noticed by such a being.

While compromising on his art was distasteful, staying alive took precedence over everything else.

‘Don’t provoke Riyan.’

‘Leave this country quickly, even if it’s risky.’

No matter how he looked at it, that was the wisest choice.

Had he been foolish enough not to realize that, he would have already been captured and executed.

When it was time to run, he had to run.

With that resolve, Bill snuffed out his cigarette and began preparing to leave. 

That was how the future was supposed to unfold…

‘But why?’

‘Why did his legs suddenly disobey him?’

‘His feet refused to lift off the ground.’

A nonexistent memory surged into Bill’s mind.

Recollections of Hannibal and himself, as if they were blood brothers, sharing a deep bond. 

Memories of them talking warmly about their art, advising one another, trusting their backs to each other during critical moments, and overcoming challenges together as sworn siblings.

None of it had ever happened. 

Yet, for some reason, these memories invaded Buffalo Bill’s mind.

A man who had been irrelevant just moments ago now brought tears to his eyes.

A single thought pounded in his chest—revenge.

The desire to repay this agony to Riyan consumed him.

Driven by that obsession, Bill’s rationality crumbled.

Emerging was a plan to kill that professor.

The power fueled by souls—his entire collection, and even his own soul—could be burned to fuel one single blow.

If he could channel it all into one strike, he could certainly sever that man’s lifeline.

Of course, the cost would be immense.

Even if he succeeded, Bill himself would not survive. 

Sacrificing his life for vengeance would be an insane act.

Logically, giving up and abandoning the idea was the right decision, but logic no longer held sway over him.

The strings of his fate had been rewritten.

By a puppet master’s whim, the flow of destiny had been reshaped and finalized.

The universe commanded Riyan’s enemies to act.

“Give him the ending he fears most.”

“Deliver what he has desperately tried to avoid.”

…Deliver death to Riyan.

Take the life of the new professor.

As if in a trance, Bill muttered to himself while wandering the dark alleyways alone.

Looking at the scene unfolding before me, I thought:

‘Perhaps the one who was strange wasn’t the world but me.’

The whole world hadn’t gone mad; I was the one who had lost my mind. 

That’s why everyone else seemed odd to me.

They blatantly manipulate stock prices and swindle money.

As if that wasn’t enough, they spew all kinds of inhumane remarks, flaunting their despicable behavior.

Unbearable individuals.

Vile swindlers and criminals.

When such scum boldly flaunt their misdeeds in front of everyone, the reaction of ordinary people is not to unite in throwing tomatoes and condemning them.

Instead, they look up at them with fanatical eyes, weeping tears of repentance as though witnessing a deity.

***

I was the one who committed the fraud. 

Yet, people looked at me with apologetic faces, endlessly apologizing. 

At some point, I could no longer tell who the real criminal was.

But maybe this was the rational way of thinking.

If someone steals your money on the street, you should thank them. 

Worship them for being so noble. 

That’s the common sense of this reversed world…

‘…That can’t be right. What on earth is this?’

Suddenly, a criminal organization appeared out of nowhere.

Even so, I didn’t lose my grip on rationality.

I spouted a string of outrageous remarks that should have buried me, letting my vile behavior show.

Yet, the responses I got were incomprehensible.

Just moments ago, they were so angry. 

But now, they switched their attitude so quickly it felt like I’d stumbled into a ninja village.

I needed to ruin my image as quickly as possible.

But how could I make these lunatics hate me? Even if I suddenly took off my pants and performed a ridiculous dance, they seemed ready to cheer.

It was an unsolvable dilemma. 

Time passed as I wandered in search of an answer I couldn’t find.

***

“You no longer need to worry, everyone.”

A tiny girl suddenly appeared, as if announcing the end of a timeout.

Lucie Leonhart smiled triumphantly at me as she strode forward to stand in front of the reporters.

Lucie boldly declared in front of everyone:

“You no longer need to fear the night. The villain who brought chaos to the Empire has paid the price for their crimes.”

Hannibal Lecter had been killed.

The criminal organization that had troubled the Empire was eliminated.

“All of this was possible thanks to Professor Riyan’s cooperation.”

She was crediting everything to me.

“If he hadn’t revealed the true nature of H.L. Corporation to the Imperial Court, that heinous criminal would still be walking freely even now.”

Lucie, the Fifth Princess, bowed her head to me.

‘I have no idea how to express my gratitude to Professor Riyan.’

As if that wasn’t bad enough, her small lips didn’t stop there.

“I also know why all of you are gathered here. But I want to assure you that this is nothing to worry about.”

She was telling the shareholders to be at ease.

I immediately sensed what she was about to say next, but my sluggish reflexes couldn’t stop her.

The girl flashed a bright smile and declared to everyone:

“This incident was a misunderstanding caused during the execution of a classified national operation. The damages will be addressed as much as possible.”

She was talking about compensating the victims using the assets confiscated from the criminal organization.

These were people who already acted this way despite losing their money. 

If the financial issue were resolved on top of that, the reaction was painfully obvious.

A thunderous cheer erupted.

Countless people began chanting my name.

The absurdity of it all left me dazed.

I felt so faint that my legs wobbled beneath me.

Yet, I didn’t collapse.

Even as my mind teetered on the edge, I couldn’t fall.

A deafening gunshot suddenly rang out without warning.

A bullet imbued with countless vengeful spirits shot toward me. 

My reflexes weren’t fast enough to dodge it. 

Normally, my head would’ve been blown off immediately, but…

I stumbled back slightly, still dizzy.

Miraculously, the bullet grazed my cheek and missed.

Instead, it struck the Supreme Court building directly behind the press conference, where the Empire’s flag fluttered high.

The bullet exploded with a resounding roar.

Panic swept through the crowd as people lost their senses.

The security detail, which hadn’t even been summoned, rushed to the scene. 

Karen, along with the students, charged toward me with wild eyes, intent on protecting me. 

My physique was still on the weaker side, so their forceful attempts knocked me off balance, leaving me floundering amidst the chaos.

It was an incomprehensible situation.

Yet, amidst the confusion, one man remained eerily composed, as if entranced.

The journalist, Cromwell, stood frozen with his mouth agape, staring at the scene through his camera lens.

Instinctively, he pressed the shutter.

What he captured was like a masterpiece painted by an artist.


A streak of blood running down my cheek.

My fist raised defiantly, as if refusing to back down.

And behind me, the Empire’s flag fluttering proudly in the wind.

It was the moment a photograph destined to turn the world upside down was taken.



 
  
    Chapter 51: Sometimes, reality feels more like a novel than a novel itself Part 2


The press conference, which should have ended on a warm note, was abruptly disrupted.

Without any warning, the sound of gunfire echoed through the air, and the Supreme Court building exploded from a bullet impact.

Panic broke out among the people. 

Screams filled the air as they cowered in fear of additional gunshots or fled in chaos, losing their composure entirely.

It was a complete uproar.

Yet, among the chaos, one group clearly stood out as peculiar.

Their reaction was different.

Instead of fearing for their lives, they were furious that someone dared to attack me.

The group of students quickly divided tasks among themselves.

Though they were all magic majors who had taken my mountain-climbing class, some had a decent grasp of physical combat and immediately moved to protect me.

The rest began a rapid search to identify and subdue the perpetrator.

Those who had charged toward me moments ago regained their composure and exchanged instructions with one another.

They nodded in agreement and split into two groups.

‘I don’t remember ever training personal bodyguards, yet they’re all acting like professionals, to the point it’s unsettling.’

Their performance was not only highly efficient but also astonishing.

Even compared to the Imperial Princess Lucie’s elite guards, trained knights couldn’t have responded with this level of speed.

‘For now, I can relax a little.’

At last, I regained some of my composure.

It’s inconvenient when they scramble for reasons to fire me, but in situations like this, having such capable subordinates was reassuring.

At the very least, I wouldn’t meet my end at the hands of some unknown assassin.

I racked my brain as fast as I could.

Who could be behind this attack? Could this be connected to the original storyline?

I concentrated fully, trying to devise a plan to navigate this crisis.

However, as it turned out, my efforts were unnecessary.

***

“We’ve confirmed the assassin’s death.”

Barely thirty seconds had passed.

One of the guards who had used detection magic reported the intruder’s demise.

It was beyond fast—unbelievably so.

For a moment, I doubted their claim.

‘Could this be some kind of elaborate ruse?’

Maybe they were trying to lull us into a false sense of security before launching another assassination attempt.

But that wasn’t the case at all.

The student pointed toward a scarred middle-aged man lying on the ground.

His menacing demeanor and the sniper rifle in his hands, which looked like it had just been fired, left little room for doubt.

‘Why is that guy already dead?’

He lay there as if asleep, but the gaping, donut-sized hole in his chest spoke otherwise.

If one of my mountain-climbing students had taken him down, they would have used magic, and there’s no way I would’ve missed that.

And the wound didn’t match a strike from the sword of a trained knight.

‘Could he have sacrificed his life as part of some dark magic ritual?’

But even as I considered the possibility, I dismissed it.

The idea of sacrificing one’s life for a final attack might sound dramatic, but it’s the pinnacle of inefficiency.

Whether using someone else’s soul or their own as fuel, the energy output would be the same.

‘What kind of fool would burn their own life for such a purpose?’

If they lacked power, they could’ve spent more time preparing, hunting humans to replenish their energy, and then attacking.

There’s no way the assassin wouldn’t have thought of such an obvious choice.

And considering he managed to infiltrate with such a massive gun, likely aided by some stealth abilities, fleeing and regrouping for another attempt would’ve been a much smarter move.

This wasn’t suicide—it was murder.

It seemed everyone else had reached the same conclusion.

The expressions around me were ones of confusion and disbelief.

‘Who could have dealt with the assassin so quickly?’

People pondered for a moment before…

***

“…Ah.”

As if on cue, they turned to look at me.

Their gazes were filled with realization, as if they’d uncovered the answer.

Expressions of understanding and awe spread across their faces.

My mind raced.

‘The professor rumored to casually cast Meteor-class spells, interpret runes, and master swordsmanship to its pinnacle…’

‘Is there anyone more suspicious than me right now?’

‘Even I would suspect myself at this point.’

***

“I am in awe. It seems we didn’t even need to step in.”

Karen, her eyes brimming with respect, spoke.

The guards kneeled before me in unison.

Seeing this, everyone’s thoughts were predictable.

With the crime practically attributed to me by default, even the skeptical bystanders began to murmur.

“I—I know who that is! That’s Buffalo Bill!”

“The mad black mage who makes clothes out of human skin? He killed that guy so quickly?”

Those unfamiliar with me stared in shock.

Though they’d heard my name a few times, it was clear they’d never imagined I’d be this formidable.

This was already overwhelming enough…

But it was nothing compared to what came next.

Those who followed the news and had read all the absurd rumors about me wore expressions of sheer astonishment as they exclaimed:

***

“P-Psyche Blade! It’s real?!”

“I never thought I’d live to see it in person.”

An elderly swordsman wiped tears from his eyes and declared, “I can die without regrets now.”

Cheers erupted from all directions.

I watched the scene with half-dead eyes, wiping away a single tear alongside the old swordsman.

Admiration is the emotion farthest from understanding.

A quote left by a famous manga artist and poet.

I thought I might finally grasp its meaning now.

Humans inherently see what they want to see and hear what they want to hear.

Once someone projects an illusion onto another and believes it, no matter what is said, meaningful conversation becomes impossible.

Thus, my desperate shouts toward the reporters vanished pitifully, unheard.

***

“I’ll confess the truth. I have been colluding with black mages all along. I’m merely a hypocrite who betrayed them out of guilt. I’m a sinner guilty of the same crimes.”

An excuse I came up with after wringing my brain dry.

The claim that I was once part of the organization but had defected.

It was risky, treading a fine line. 

But if I combined the discovery of the primeval dragon’s power with my eventual repentance and contribution to capturing two criminals, it might end with just a few months in prison.

This explanation would justify how I discovered Hannibal and serve as an appropriate prelude to resigning as a professor in penance.

***

[New Professor Revealed to Have Conducted Years-Long Undercover Investigation.]

[Unveiling the Dangerous Infiltration of a Criminal Organization by a Professor Determined to Capture a Murderer. Despite Countless Threats, They Stood Unwavering for Justice!]

[Declared Guilt Over Not Catching the Killer Sooner, Even After Risking Their Life. Masses Shout in Unison: ‘It’s Not Your Fault!’]

The results returned as nothing but horrendous headlines like these.

“Don’t be hurt! We know how much you’ve done for us! Now it’s our turn to stand by you!”

The crowd shouted these words, wailing as tears streamed down their faces.

Even amidst this ocean of madness and tears, I managed to cling to sanity, barely keeping myself from losing it entirely.

With eyes lifeless like a dead fish, I still resisted.

“I never used Psyche Blade! Look at those wounds. They’re not marks from an ethereal sword. I am not a martial artist who’s reached such heights!”

But that was my mistake.

I should have realized it by then.

The people gathered here—the numerous reporters and stakeholders—were already beyond reason.

They were no different from those lunatics at the Imperial Academy.

***

[Riyan Declares: ‘I Have Surpassed the Realm of Psyche Blade.’]

[From Psyche Blade to Psyche Kill. Determining Life and Death with Pure Willpower. Has He Finally Transcended Humanity and Stepped Into the Realm of Gods?]

Failing to recognize this reality, I was punished.

A punishment so terrifying I felt I might pass out.

I unfolded the last newspaper to look at it.

***

Cromwell Edelphilt.

A person with whom I could not share the same sky.

My nemesis, who had relentlessly tormented me.

Despair struck me as I gazed at the photo accompanying the article.

White hair fluttering in the wind.

Eyes brimming with an unyielding determination toward justice.

A raised fist directed at the heavens and the imperial flag waving boldly behind him.

An image worthy of slapping the President of the United States three times in envy.

Beneath it, a single caption was inscribed.

***


[Riyan Becomes the Symbol of Peace. Crime Rates Plummet Just by His Presence!]

His commanding figure seemed to declare, “Now that I’m here, you can all rest easy.”

It crushed every ounce of resolve I had left.

A world where no one would be hurt—except for me.
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‘My plans, so cruelly thwarted.’

Now, not only within the academy but also outside of it, the fame of the new professor was spreading steadily among the people of the empire.

This was the current reality.

‘Isn’t this a bit too much to worry about?’

But perhaps the world was truly going mad.

The shareholders and journalists gathered at the press conference venue.

If they kept spreading fabricated heroics, and if I kept making mistakes that gave them more reasons to praise me, things would spiral out of control.

The abnormality of the empire.

The explosive increase of fanatics.

The empire turning into something like the Imperial Academy.

Having seen such things before, it was only natural for me to be troubled by these concerns.

But surprisingly, my mental state recovered much faster than I expected.

It wasn’t because I had exceptional mental strength, but simply because humans are inherently fickle beings.

It’s like feeling bad about my gacha results, but then seeing someone else blow a fortune only to fail utterly and thinking, ‘Well, at least I didn’t hit rock bottom.’

Even when upset over failures, seeing someone who’s worse off brings both solemnity and relief.

And in this case, there was someone.

Someone who had failed so badly that I felt solemn just thinking about it.

***

“Congratulations, Riyan! I heard you accomplished something great again!”

I was trembling as I held the newspaper in my hand.

Stepping outside with the sole purpose of burning this ominous stack of papers, I encountered the Progenitor Dragon.

And as expected, she was full of praise.

“You make me proud. Truly, you’re the professor of our Imperial Academy. Having you join us was the greatest stroke of luck in my life,” she said, heaping compliments upon me.

Normally, I would have simply muttered a brief thank-you and walked away.

But there was something odd about the Progenitor Dragon’s expression.

Despite her words, her face betrayed no happiness.

‘What’s going on with her?’

As I stared at her intently, the Progenitor Dragon grew flustered, hastily opening her mouth as if to explain herself.

“Th-that aside, people really are foolish, aren’t they? Someone of your caliber wouldn’t concoct such a scheme just to make some money, would you?”

Beads of cold sweat rolled down her face as the girl continued to speak.

“You must have been using cryptic language, but they didn’t even understand that and just jumped straight into investing. If they lose a fortune, they only have themselves to blame for being so stupid.”

My mind started spinning rapidly as I listened to her words.

The goodwill level had already been high.

‘How likely was it that Sion, believing in my words without a doubt, had recklessly invested a huge sum in H.L. Corporation?’

‘What were the chances that the biggest loser in this situation was none other than the Progenitor Dragon?’

‘And if, just if, the Progenitor Dragon did suffer losses, could she be compensated for it?’

‘Would a prideful dragon ever admit that she failed to scrutinize thoroughly before investing a massive amount or misunderstood the true meaning of Riyan’s message?’

The answer was already clear.

“Really, people are such fools, don’t you think, Riyan?”

A fool looked at me.

A fool who couldn’t hold back tears and sniffled pitifully.

In the end, large teardrops rolled down the fool’s cheeks.

She murmured something about dust getting into her eyes, an excuse no one would believe.

As I stared at the forlorn Progenitor Dragon, what surged along with solemnity was a pang of guilt.

From the Progenitor Dragon’s perspective, this was all her fault.

[Do you happen to know a good investment opportunity?]

I had approached her before anyone else.

I had subtly hinted that H.L. Corporation was suspicious to prevent the information from leaking, but she probably felt guilty for misunderstanding and failing to recognize the truth.

But I alone knew the real story behind all this.

‘That wasn’t coded language or anything like that. I just wanted to prove how terrible my judgment was by recommending a stock with no future to the Progenitor Dragon.’

The great dragon couldn’t possibly make a mistake.

She would have realized something was off about the stock I chose, or at least moderated her investment if she decided to go through with it.

I had calculated things to some extent before taking action, but with results like this, I had nothing to say even if I had two mouths.

‘Just how much had she lost?’

The sight of the white-haired girl still sobbing pitifully filled me with guilt.

‘I’m still human, after all.’

Feeling the weight of my conscience, I finally spoke to console her.

“…Since we’ve run into each other like this, why don’t we have dinner together?”

Whether this was fortunate or unfortunate, one thing was certain.

It was an incredibly effective suggestion.

I was completely fooled by the Progenitor Dragon.

As I was led by Sion to a restaurant, I realized the truth the moment I saw the luxurious building.

A great dragon who has lived for thousands, even tens of thousands of years.

There was no way such a being’s accumulated wealth could be ordinary.

Price tags that would make anyone gasp in disbelief.

Even though her stock had been delisted, and she had cried tears over it, the Progenitor Dragon casually paid for my meal.

Sion wasn’t wailing because she had lost her entire fortune.

Like someone throwing a tantrum over getting one question wrong on an exam, she had just been overreacting and making a scene.

‘But what was the point of regretting things now?’

‘We had already come too far to turn back.’

***

The Progenitor Dragon looked at me with a blissful smile.

“Meeting you has been the greatest fortune of my life. Even though I keep disappointing you, you always think of me. I don’t know how to thank you enough.”

The food on the table was already forgotten.

The meticulously decorated dishes made with premium ingredients sat untouched, growing cold.

Watching her, I couldn’t help but admit it.

‘Perhaps lowering the Progenitor Dragon’s favorability is impossible. Maybe I’ll have to leave it to the alpha-male protagonist to figure something out.’

“If you ever need help with anything, just let me know. If it’s your request, I’ll gladly do anything!”

‘In that case, let’s just accept her goodwill this time. If there’s no way to earn her disfavor, I might as well secure some insurance.’

‘And besides, there was something I wanted to ask her for anyway.’

The dragon’s words.

I wanted to analyze their system properly.

A type of magic similar to rune magic but also distinct from it. 

Understanding its principles could surely improve mana efficiency.

And while this might be a childish ambition, I wanted to achieve a goal I had sketched out in my younger years. 

Even if it was magic I could never use, I wanted to complete it.

Unique Technique No. 3: “Heaven Defiance.”

Rewriting one’s destiny after deciphering it.

A technique that was just one step away from completion. 

Perhaps the dragon’s words could serve as the final piece of the puzzle.

So, I decided to request her cooperation.

The moment I opened my mouth to speak with that in mind…

***

[Forget it. That is knowledge you do not need.]

For a moment, my mind went blank.

A voice suddenly echoed in my head.

[We have never sought to defy the heavens.]

My perception was forcibly distorted.

My memories began to fade away, one by one.

Both the details about that voice and the unique technique I had devised were slowly being erased from my mind.

The situation was so sudden.

But there was no way I would just stand there and let it happen.

I quickly grabbed Sion’s hand. 

Despite her appearance as a fragile girl, the one before me was the great Progenitor Dragon of the empire.

A dragon wiser than anyone else. 

She would have noticed from my urgent expression that I was under attack.

What I needed to do in this situation was very simple.

My power alone wasn’t enough.

So, I had to borrow the Progenitor Dragon’s strength.

I channeled my mana into Sion’s body, taking control of the mana flowing through her.

I forcibly manifested magic by manipulating her circuits.

It was an absurdly difficult task, but if the target didn’t resist, it was a different story.

Runic magic formed, constructed by overwhelming mana.

It severed all interference aimed at me.

The voice subsided. 

I managed to barely preserve my memories, but what now filled my mind wasn’t relief—it was countless questions.

‘What just happened?’

‘Who did this to me?’

And above all…

‘Why did that voice sound exactly like mine?’

‘It was incomprehensible.’

‘This wasn’t something I could take lightly. ‘

‘Judging that, I naturally turned to the great Progenitor Dragon.’

‘In times like these, there was no better ally than her.’ 

‘No matter who the enemy was, as long as Sion was by my side, I had nothing to worry about.’

At least, that’s what I thought…

***

What unfolded before me was a bizarre scene.

Her hand, which I was firmly holding.

I had established direct contact to hijack her mana circuits, yet the Progenitor Dragon didn’t seem to notice.

The white-haired girl.

She had her face flushed red, her eyes tightly shut.

Her lips, slightly pouted, seemed to tremble nervously as they pushed forward toward me.

It was as if she was clearly asking for something.


My mind naturally began to drift into a haze.

Finally, I looked at her incredulously and asked:

“What on earth are you doing, Progenitor Dragon?”

…She truly had no sense of time or place.
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I am essentially a reincarnator.

Someone who lived a normal life but accidentally became aware of their past life.

Not only was I a company worker who found joy in reading web novels, but I was also a resident of this world.

Thus, I still held a sense of reverence.

A being of myths—a great dragon who founded and protected this empire.

I had my own admiration and awe for that proud dragon.

It was an impression ingrained in me since childhood.

Changing that perception was no easy task.

It wasn’t easy at all, but the progenitor dragon managed to accomplish it.

An overwhelming level of absurdity.

An unfortunate nature that surpassed the understanding of common sense.

‘Was the progenitor dragon truly the strongest, even in being ridiculous?’

I thought so as I observed the embarrassing spectacle caused by that lizard.

“So, you’re saying that you grabbed my hand so suddenly, you were too shocked to even comprehend what was happening?”

It wasn’t that I arbitrarily assumed Sion would assess the situation.

Completely seizing control of someone’s mana was practically equivalent to holding their life in your hands.

Surely, the progenitor dragon would have noticed this. That was my reasoning.

“Oh, come on! This was unavoidable!”

The progenitor dragon protested, questioning if such things couldn’t happen when surprised.

She seemed to be seriously claiming that it was partly my fault for holding her hand, but even excuses had their limits.

“It didn’t seem like you were shocked; it looked more like you were expecting something. If you hadn’t suddenly closed your eyes to block your vision or refrained from puckering your lips, you might have realized the gravity of the situation.”

Why on earth did she do something like that?

When I criticized the progenitor dragon, she was at a loss for words.

Her eyes darted around, frantically searching for an excuse.

“Just so we’re clear, don’t try to claim your swollen lips are due to a food allergy. It would be unfair to the chef who worked so hard on this meal.”

The dishes prepared seemed painstakingly crafted.

Unlike me, the chef didn’t know the dragon’s true nature.

He must have given his all to serve a figure he likely revered.

The chef glanced our way nervously.

He was probably worried if there was something wrong with his food since things had suddenly turned chaotic.

There was no need to hurt an innocent person.

I added that comment to the progenitor dragon, though, in hindsight, it might have been too much.

“What do you take me for? Even I wouldn’t falsely accuse someone of such a thing!”

The progenitor dragon retorted indignantly.

She rarely made such reasonable remarks.

‘Perhaps Sion wasn’t as disgraceful as I thought…’

“I was going to insist that you, under the influence of a hallucinatory spell, saw illusions! You must’ve been ensnared by a succubus, dreaming up something indecent aligned with your tastes!”

Or so I believed.

Before I could fully reassess her, Sion boldly revealed her scheme in front of me.

My face naturally shifted to one of utter disbelief.

It wasn’t long before a bead of sweat trickled down Sion’s neck.

In her desperation, she ended up blurting out something self-destructive.

Realizing her mistake, the progenitor dragon tried to salvage the situation, but it was already too late.

“…Just to confirm, were you planning to frame me as a pervert with such a false accusation? To claim that it was me, not you, harboring indecent desires?”

My gaze was filled with reproach and scorn.

Her eyes spun in confusion, as if she were dizzy.

Her white clothing clung to her skin, translucent from the sweat, exposing the texture beneath.

The embarrassed dragon, now visibly distressed, ultimately opted for retreat.

To protect her mental state, she denied reality.

She unfurled her wings and bolted… only to return.

She had no choice but to come back.

Despite everything, she was still concerned about me.

To prevent any unforeseen attacks, she had to accompany me to the academy protected by anti-intrusion barriers.

After fleeing in shame and returning on her own, the progenitor dragon was flushed to the point that she was indistinguishable from an apology itself.

Embarrassed, she couldn’t even make proper eye contact with me.

There was no way I’d let such an opportunity pass me by.

“Shall we hold hands on the way to the academy? You seem to enjoy it so much.”

I teased the unfortunate dragon relentlessly for a long time.

This entire ploy was initially intended to lower her favorability towards me.

Although it deviated somewhat from my original plan, teasing her thoroughly and reducing her goodwill succeeded nonetheless.

This could very well be considered my monumental first victory.

Back in my quarters, I fell into deep contemplation.

Of course, my concern wasn’t about the voice I heard earlier.

That was only natural when I thought about it.

***

If it had been the work of a demon or someone attempting to attack me, I could now confidently say such attempts would no longer work.

That’s because, as compensation for keeping quiet about her recent disgraceful behavior—and not teasing her over one mistake—the progenitor dragon had given me something extraordinary.

A complete barrier against all mental attacks.

A relic whose value couldn’t even be calculated.

In terms of game fantasy, it was equivalent to acquiring an S-grade ability.

No matter how powerful the opponent who had attacked me earlier might have been, there was no need to worry anymore.

…Although the identity of the voice still bothered me, worrying about it wouldn’t bring any answers anyway.

Thus, the reason for my current predicament was the same as always.

‘How could I escape this cursed labyrinth?’

The longer I stayed here, the more suspicious and ominous incidents kept occurring.

‘What could I do to break free?’

In simpler terms, I was brainstorming a plan to get myself fired.

I closed my eyes as if meditating, then opened them again.

It was a fleeting moment, barely ten seconds.

It was impossible to come up with a brilliant and intricate scheme for getting fired in such a short time, but that didn’t matter.

I didn’t need such a complex plan anyway.

‘Looking back now, most of my past attempts to cause big incidents have backfired.’

Blatantly discriminating against students.

Ruining the training I suggested with my own hands.

Harassing students outright, embezzling academy funds, and even committing crimes like stock manipulation.

I had tried to make waves so significant that I’d surely be fired, but somehow, none of it had worked.

In other words, I had terrible luck.

So, I shouldn’t do anything drastic anymore.

‘This time, I’ll deliberately do nothing.’

By doing absolutely nothing, I would achieve my goal of being fired.

This plan couldn’t possibly go wrong.

With a satisfied smile, I took out a coupon.

It was given to me by a foxfolk masseuse I called during a swordsmanship lesson—a 30% discount voucher for a massage.

The day had finally come to use it.

In other words… today would be a self-declared vacation.

I would abandon my duties and indulge myself.

It was time to relax at the plushy club and heal my weary soul!

Humming a cheerful tune, I headed off.

***

The classroom for Class A.

The ticking sound of a clock echoed there.

Not for three seconds.

Not even for three minutes.

Not even thirty minutes.

It had been three whole hours.

The professor had not shown up for three hours.

It was the first day of the academy’s midterms.

Today, each class was supposed to undergo evaluations by their assigned professors.

Yet, no matter how long they waited, the professor showed no intention of arriving.

At first, the students thought there must be some unavoidable reason for the delay.

But their patience had run out.

Finally, one brave student volunteered to go and find the professor.

And then… they returned.

However, the student did not bring the professor back.

Instead, the student carried a strange note.

[I’m not in the mood to work today, so I’m taking a break.]

“T-This was stuck to the door of the staff quarters! It’s not a joke! Why would I lie about this?”

The situation was absurd beyond belief.

Everyone initially suspected the student of playing a prank.

But to their surprise, the note was indeed written by the professor.

The handwriting and even the magical signature matched perfectly.

Naturally, disbelief spread across everyone’s faces.

These students prided themselves on knowing Professor Riyan better than anyone.

They were certain the professor would never do something so irresponsible.

Yet, here was irrefutable evidence proving otherwise.

This paradoxical situation left everyone in confusion.

‘Could the professor have truly decided to act on a whim?’

‘Could he have abandoned the exams and gone off to rest?’

While the students were entertaining such blasphemous thoughts, someone spoke up.

“Do you all still consider yourselves students of Class A, personally guided by Professor Riyan, after this display?”

It was the empire’s second princess, Sylvia Leonhart.

Her words immediately drew everyone’s attention.

Although she usually avoided being in the spotlight, the circumstances made it unavoidable.

“Do you still not understand Professor Riyan at all?”

Even foolishness had its limits.

Professor Riyan would never abandon his duties.

That was an unchanging truth.

Even if the world were to collapse, that would remain steadfast.

“There is only one possible explanation.”

The professor had not taken unauthorized leave.

He had not abandoned them.


He was fulfilling his responsibilities even now.

It was merely their own incompetence that had prevented them from realizing it.

In other words…

“The exam has already started.”
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Sylvia declared, “The exam has already begun.”

The sudden declaration caught even the A-Class students off guard, but surprisingly, the time for confusion was short.

This was a class with Professor Riyan as the instructor.

These students had enjoyed the honor of observing him up close for the past few months.

They remembered his accomplishments.

They remembered what he had achieved.

They remembered the groundbreaking steps he had taken.

Professor Riyan was a person who rejected the ordinary.

He always exceeded everyone’s expectations and was a genius professor who didn’t conform to the molds created by others.

“…Certainly. It would be unlike Professor Riyan to prepare a simple written exam that could be found anywhere.”

There was certainty in Ciel’s words.

Not only was he a part of A-Class, but he was also part of the swordsmanship lecture.

He had witnessed countless times how unique and creative the professor’s teaching methods were.

The words spoken by the delicate boy, so refined that he could easily be mistaken for a girl, caused everyone in A-Class to look troubled.

However, their concern wasn’t whether what he said was true or if Professor Riyan was just slacking off, and they had misinterpreted it.

It was already certain that this was some form of test.

They were simply pondering what its contents might be.

The answer wasn’t coming easily.

They had tried to analyze the note left by Professor Riyan, suspecting that there might be something hidden within it, but ultimately, their efforts had failed.

Unable to watch the situation any longer, the Empire’s second princess stepped forward.

“In this situation, how we handle it is certainly part of the test. I tried to refrain from intervening, but… He probably wanted us to cooperate rather than compete.”

She wasn’t suggesting they crush their opponents.

Rather, when necessary, they should cooperate and form healthy rivalries, even in the face of competition, so that everyone could grow together.

This was the ideal that Professor Riyan strived for, and that was why Sylvia, without hesitation, shared the information she had realized.

“Did everyone forget? He’s never been the type to give us the fish. He’s always taught us how to fish.”

She didn’t explain about the magic-enhanced practice guns. 

Most of the lessons were self-study.

He had only taught them runes once.

Strict neglect.

To the unknowing, this might seem lazy.

But everyone here knew.

That neglect was born from love.

“If you’re my student, you can learn anything. If you’re my student, you can understand this much. If you’re my student, you can see through my true intentions.”

An endless trust in his students.

“He left the exam to us.”

In this current era, the meaning of exams had become distorted to a serious degree.

Exams were supposed to be a “means” to check what one had learned so far.

But now, everyone had come to regard receiving high grades as the “goal” of learning.

Therefore, the professor had revived its original intent.

“Just solving exam questions won’t be a sufficient evaluation. You should assess, with your own hands, the knowledge and strength you’ve accumulated over the past few months.”

That was what Professor Riyan must have said.

He entrusted the authority of the exam to his students.

He left the evaluation of themselves to them.

What tasks to assign.

How to evaluate the results of those tasks.

It was all up to them.

Logically, this was something that couldn’t happen.

And yet, that was why Professor Riyan’s trust felt even greater.

He must have believed that if they were his students, he could trust them with everything.

“Professor Riyan would probably accept if we just wrote our self-assessment scores on a blank sheet of paper, right?”

He couldn’t believe that his students would deceive him with lies.

He was someone who believed in them so fully, someone so honest.

And so, this evaluation was very simple.

Anyone could easily get a perfect score. 

There was no need to stress over grades like other students in different classes.

However, even if an easy path existed.

Even if everyone could be happy by simply taking that easy path.

“There is no one among us who would choose the path of running away with their tail between their legs. Right?”

They couldn’t afford to disappoint their professor’s expectations.

No, they needed to exceed those expectations and truly amaze him this time.

“We are A-Class students. We are students of the class directly taught by him. Students taught by the best professor should naturally be the best students.”

It was only natural.

Whether they were taking the swordsmanship class or the magic class.

They had to achieve accomplishments that would overshadow everyone else. Because they were truly his disciples.

“As his students, let’s go shine his name!”

A girl shouted out loudly.

Sylvia nodded with satisfaction.

However, as with any great journey, the appearance of an antagonist who hinders the heroes was inevitable.

***

“Everyone! Please stop right here.”

A student from B-Class and a magic student.

Cassandra Meyril spread her arms wide to stop everyone.

“You’re all terribly mistaken. Professor Riyan has never given us such an exam!”

Much time had already passed.

If the practical exam prepared by Professor Scott of B-Class had ended, they should just be celebrating and having fun.

There was no reason to come into another class and cause trouble.

“I saw it through the crystal orb! Professor is currently receiving a massage from beastkin at the Fluffy Club!”

Cassandra boldly declared in front of everyone.

“If you truly care about the professor, you should take him out of there immediately. If he stays at the Fluffy Club, there’s a prophecy that he’ll be involved in some ‘complicated’ matters…”

However, no one paid her any attention.

“Who would take a prophecy like hers seriously?”

“Even if you were joking, at least make it more natural.”

There was no way someone like Professor Riyan, surrounded by suspicious beastkin at a shady shop, experiencing heaven-like sensations from their suspiciously soft hands, could possibly be true.

Meyril was from a relatively famous witch family, but it seemed that the next heir had tragically gone mad.

She was someone who couldn’t even recognize the greatness of Professor Riyan.

The students sent pitying glances at Cassandra as they left A-Class’s classroom.

She was left alone.

“Why doesn’t anyone believe me…?”

Prophets have always been persecuted in every era.

Only her tearful voice echoed sadly in the classroom.

***

The adventurer, Koll, regretted his foolishness.

He should never have stepped foot in a cursed land.

There was a reason why everyone avoided this place.

The Ninth, Paimon.

The creator of all monsters, the great evil.

A land devastated by the beasts he created.

Blinded by the lure of profit, he had accepted a request he should never have taken.

He had certainly pushed himself too far in an attempt to pamper his family, but because of that choice, his mother would lose her son.

No matter how many he killed, the monsters never seemed to stop coming.

Kill one, and two more would appear.

Kill two, and four more would follow.

Before long, he was surrounded by countless monsters.

“I’ll buy you some time up front. You all gather your strength.”

A small opening created by concentrating all firepower at once.

He had said this to his party and thrown himself into the fray, but the thief, the mage, and the cleric—all of them chose not to risk it and instead made a more assured choice.

They used the foolish warrior as a meat shield.

The others fled, leaving Koll behind.

Thud, thud.

The ground shook with the sound of massive footsteps.

A gigantic monster was closing in on him.

There was no energy left to escape.

All his mana, used up for physical enhancement, was gone.

The healing potions had been given to the mage, who would make better use of them than he would.

But who could he blame?

It was his own fault for being smitten by the mage’s face.

It was his own fault for chasing riches and jumping into this situation.

His parents, who couldn’t even ask for money to cover medical bills, had been the ones to bear the burden of his selfish dreams.

He had foolishly promised to take care of them, but his abilities were not enough to handle the outcome.

His own stupidity had caused all of this.

The footsteps grew louder.

The monster’s breath could almost be felt.

Koll sensed the impending end and closed his eyes.

Suddenly, there was a loud thud.

Blood splattered everywhere.

But, for some reason, it wasn’t Koll’s blood.

The thick, blue blood of the monster.

The gigantic creature’s head was crushed by a chain mace.

Someone had slain the monster that had been about to kill him.

It had certainly been a situation where he should have been grateful for his salvation.

Yet, Koll’s face grew pale with fear.

If anything, his pallor deepened.

“How could I ever be negligent in following the will of the Heavenly Lord, who walks with four feet, not just two?”

A grotesque creature, its body soaked in blue blood and entrails, approached him.

It resembled a mix of a frog, a giant spider, and a tentacle monster, walking on four legs in an eerie, unnatural gait.

“I, Christianna, the most devoted servant of the Heavenly Lord, shall prove my faith to you fourfold as I dart across the battlefield like a wild dog!”

Its head spun rapidly 360 degrees.


The chain mace attached to its helmet sliced through enemies with ease.

With its wicked laughter, Koll’s limbs trembled.

[That thing could not possibly be human.]

Koll realized that he was facing something far more terrifying— a demon from the depths of hell.
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When Amon was taken down, Paimon remained silent.

It wasn’t because he was close to Amon.

No matter how excellent his disguise skills were, once he entered the academy with the ancient dragon, it was a guaranteed death sentence.

The foolish fellow did something foolish, and in the end, he foolishly died. 

There was sympathy, but it was a conclusion that could have been avoided if he’d made better decisions from the start.

Also, when his fellow countrymen were dying one after another, from Marbas to all the big names, as soon as they got involved with the professor Riyan, they started dropping dead one by one.

Even then, Paimon remained silent.

It had nothing to do with him.

He had realized that Riyan was dangerous, so there was no need to poke at it. 

He wasn’t stupid enough to challenge an unknown enemy like the others.

The monsters Paimon created.

He had expanded his territory by invading the empire and devastating it. 

But for now, he paused those actions.

He covered the lack of power from his main body with summoned beasts.

His strength came from the overwhelming number of monsters.

One overwhelming strong opponent was much more troublesome than 500 suitable strong opponents. 

In bad matchups, it was always better to bow down.

He didn’t do anything that would provoke unnecessary attention.

He kept his activities to a minimum and watched Riyan’s movements.

He had made his decision, so there was no need to worry.

Therefore, when his fellow countrymen criticized Paimon, accusing him of not dealing with the professor, of hiding when he should be acting, Paimon remained silent.

It wasn’t his life that was being lost.

As long as it wasn’t him, everything would work out. 

That was his thought, that if he just kept pushing through, someone else would take care of it.

He ignored the scolding and shut his eyes and ears to it.

But now, at this very moment, When the monsters created by Paimon came for Riyan, Not a single countryman was left to stand up for him.

They had all turned their backs on him.

Naturally, the demon’s head went blank.

In the deepest part of the Demon Realm, Paimon, sitting on the throne of the massive castle, wiped his cold sweat from his anxious face.

What followed the confusion was a feeling of injustice.

Of course, Paimon wasn’t angry that others had rejected his request for help.

It was a more fundamental kind of injustice.

‘Why was this happening?’

‘But… I clearly distracted Riyan’s attention, didn’t I?’

Paimon wasn’t idly sitting around either.

He had created a distraction, so that Riyan wouldn’t look toward the Demon Realm.

He had sent a problem his way to capture his attention.

***

H.L. Corporation.

The company founded by the black magic group known as the Silent Sheep.

It was Paimon who had fed the information about them.

The newspaper that Professor Riyan subscribed to.

Paimon had secretly swapped its contents.

He had emphasized the mascot of the sheep greatly.

He had manipulated the headline and published an article about H.L. Corporation.

That was how Paimon had pushed for the black magicians.

A genius professor, famous for his exceptional insight.

Someone like him would surely be able to deduce the connection between H.L. Corporation and the Silent Sheep from such a small clue.

As expected, everything went as Paimon had planned.

Although, wasn’t the hint too obvious? Wouldn’t he just think the mascot was cute and move on?

Despite his doubts, Riyan managed to catch the trail of the black magicians from that small clue.

A person of his character couldn’t ignore evil once he saw it.

It was clear he would wage war against all the black magicians still hiding in the empire.

All the criminal organizations undermining the empire would be eradicated with all his strength.

The expansion of the Demon Realm had stopped.

After all, the monsters could be revived easily after being killed.

There wasn’t a proper solution for them, and there was no need to rush. 

What was urgent was dealing with the criminals threatening the lives of ordinary people.

That was what Paimon had believed without doubt… until now.

The new professor had sent his students to the Demon Realm.

They were trying to kill Paimon.

‘I had been careful not to let them find out.’

‘Could he never escape their sight?’

‘Had his plan been completely uncovered?’

He had tried so hard to avoid fighting Riyan, but now he found himself in a situation where escape was no longer possible.

A terrible situation where even support from his fellow countrymen was out of the question.

But Paimon did not give up.

It was still too early to give up everything.

‘If the new professor had come here, I would have lost all hope. But it was only his students who challenged the Demon Realm.’

Experts in both swordsmanship and magic.

Superhumans who had reached the level of mental and physical mastery.

He didn’t need to fight them.

If he could just defeat the students that Riyan had trained, it would be enough.

Of course, he wouldn’t underestimate them just because they were young.

Riyan’s students could not be ordinary.

‘But no matter what, in the end, humans are still just humans.’

Paimon peered through the crystal ball to watch the students.

The reason the Demon Realm had never been conquered by anyone was simple: they could never reach it.

The first and foremost reason was that the Demon Realm was vast beyond measure.

There were barriers that disrupted human magic.

As a result, spatial storage like dimensional bags could not be used.

Even if they managed to survive the monsters, the constant shortage of food would inevitably drive them to madness.

Hundreds of adventurers had died from hunger, eventually eating the venomous monsters in desperation, only to die from the poison.

“I’ll handle the cooking. When we were exploring dungeons, the Mercenary King himself taught me monster cooking techniques.”

Well… It seemed that a student, by chance, had learned some specialized skills, but with this level of experience, it should still be fine.

The second reason the Demon Realm hadn’t been conquered was that monsters in this realm were immortal.

Even if a monster was killed, it would soon revive.

Although new monsters were created, their numbers never dwindled.

No one could resist the overwhelming numbers.

“Do you all remember the runes that Professor Riyan taught us? Don’t forget to cast resurrection-prevention spells before killing them!”

Well… It seemed that, by sheer coincidence, there was someone among them who understood a bit of divine language and could handle such runes.

But with that, everything should still be fine.

The third reason it was called the Demon Realm.

Because the true hell began only after this point.

Paimon was a demon who drew power from human emotions.

Hatred and anger.

Fear and terror.

Managing those emotions of wealth was Paimon’s specialty.

Before reaching the castle, they had fought and killed countless monsters, and though they might not have realized it, every time they did so, Paimon’s power grew little by little.

The hatred toward the monsters targeting their lives.

The nervousness felt in a place surrounded by enemies.

Those emotions all contributed to Paimon’s strength.

The students, driven by anger, slaughtered countless monsters. 

The negative emotions they emitted only made Paimon stronger than ever.

But, despite this, Paimon felt no power gathering.

***

After a moment of contemplation, Paimon realized the reason.

The laughter that echoed through the crystal ball.

They had all caught the prey, so why were they bickering over who caught it first? Playfully, they fought over it, as if they were on a picnic.

The monsters were fighting like they were playing with snacks.

One of them even said, “Let me have a taste too, don’t eat it all by yourself. Let’s share and kill it together.”

They were treating all this slaughter like a game.

There were no feelings of hatred or anxiety to fuel Paimon’s power.

Naturally, cold sweat trickled down Paimon’s back.

There was no fourth reason.

‘Who could have expected that someone would come to break through these three insurmountable challenges?’

The students had already reached the castle.

Their footsteps grew closer and closer.

Cold sweat ran down Paimon’s back, dripping like rain.

No matter how you looked at it, there was no way to survive.

In the end, all he could do was pray.

Please, let there be a miracle.

Please, let some way to survive appear like a miracle.

It was a wish that could never come true. 

But, for some strange reason, his prayer was soon answered.

An obvious outsider among the students.

Somehow, a completely ordinary male adventurer was awkwardly standing among them.

A warrior with a pale face.

‘Had he accidentally joined them, unable to leave?’

The details didn’t matter for now—what mattered was that there was a way to survive.

Unlike the lunatics around him, he seemed to be feeling normal emotions.

The man was clearly afraid.

Paimon could easily use that fear.

He quickly built a spell.

Using negative emotions as power was Paimon’s specialty.

A spell based on fear enhancement was simple.

Before long, he had gathered all of his magic to construct the highest-level spell. 

As it manifested, his body began to swell immensely.

Wings spread out, large enough to cover the sky.

He felt overwhelming omnipotence.

And then, the one-sided massacre was about to begin…

But why?

‘Why was it that he couldn’t feel the power flowing into him?’

The spell had manifested. 

The fear from the subject should have turned into power and flowed into him.

‘So why was there no change within him?’

Paimon was confused, but the answer came to him unexpectedly.

The answer came to him literally.

With a loud crash, the wall was shattered.

The one who broke the wall shouted proudly.

“Damn it, Heavenly Lord! What is this blessing? My body is burning up!”

The monstrous creature’s eyes shot out beams.

The now-enormous creature laughed maniacally.


The creature’s head spun at a dizzying speed, resembling a disco ball.

It walked on all fours at incredible speed, even while upside down.

The great castle crumbled instantly.

Paimon gave up thinking about it.



 
  
    Chapter 56: Echoes of ■■, a Date, and an Exam Part 5


The reporter asks Koll, “What exactly happened?”

However, it was Koll who wanted to ask that question.

The sudden appearance of the monster.

“We must follow the professor’s example and establish order. Therefore, the weak must be protected.”

For that reason, I was forcibly made to join the journey.

“Just let me go home.”

But those words were too terrifying to say.

I ended up joining the journey, and we finally reached the castle.

I wondered what would happen when we met Paimon, but immediately after, the monster transformed twice and swept away all the beasts and demons.

Like the wind, they swept everything away and vanished, leaving only Koll behind.

I was told that I needed to report to Riyan-sama and prepare a few things, but to be honest, I was too scared to fully comprehend what was being said.

The death of Paimon.

And the contaminated land being purified.

People then rushed in after witnessing that, and that’s how the current situation unfolded.

Everyone began questioning Koll.

It was as if Koll were the hero who had accomplished all of this.

If I keep quiet about it, surely I can succeed. 

I can even treat my parents well.

“I was not the one who defeated Paimon.”

But Koll quickly corrected the record.

If I were sneaky enough to claim that achievement, I wouldn’t have been abandoned by my comrades in the first place, and turning such a mad monster into an enemy would be something I would never choose.

Honor or anything else comes second; survival comes first.

“The name… it was definitely Riyan. That person, whether a familiar or a biological weapon, led a group of monstrous beings to conquer the cursed realm.”

Thus, Koll relayed the facts as he had witnessed them.

Logically speaking, it couldn’t possibly have been a human.

As soon as Koll mentioned Riyan’s name, an uproar broke out.

None of the reporters present had ever heard of that name.

It was astonishing that the professor had conquered the cursed realm, and now Koll was claiming that the professor didn’t even personally take part.

“The number was… about twenty, I think.”

Twenty.

At that, everyone’s faces turned to confusion.

A genius wizard and genius swordsman—such a superhuman might also be a genius summoner or engineer, but that number didn’t make sense.

No matter how many times they were killed, the monsters kept multiplying.

Paimon, the powerful lord who ruled the vast cursed realm.

And yet, it was defeated by only twenty? That didn’t add up. 

Even if you gathered twenty swordmasters from the royal family, the cursed realm could never be conquered.

“But now, Koll was saying that Riyan’s familiar did it?”

“One familiar overpowering a swordmaster?”

This just didn’t make sense.

The reporters asked Koll if he was absolutely certain.

As expected, Koll apologized for his earlier mistake, acknowledging that he had spoken without the full context.

“I was mistaken. It wasn’t twenty. It was one.”

But then, he uttered an even more bizarre statement.

Naturally, everyone’s faces were filled with bewilderment.

The reporters doubted their ears. 

‘Was this really what they had just heard?’

But Koll didn’t hesitate at all.

Calmly, he revealed the shocking truth.

“Paimon was defeated by just one of their familiars.”

***

For a moment, the room fell into silence.

“I look forward to your next visit.”

“I’ve enclosed a brochure with a souvenir in the envelope. Please be sure to read it, make up your mind, and come back again.”

A strangely stubborn and persistent attitude.

Was it just for sales purposes? 

The way they kept insisting on a return visit made me uncomfortable.

But aside from that, my daily life was quite satisfying lately.

The Fluffy Club.

Originally, I called in those fox beastfolk for a dubious massage shop, intending to be treated like a useless teacher by the students.

It was a paradise where I could feel both softness and coolness at the same time.

Rather than calling just one person, I visited the shop myself, which improved the quality of the service, and it felt like all the built-up stress from various recent failures had disappeared.

‘It was a good idea to take a personal vacation.’

Healing and possibly aiming for a dismissal—killing two birds with one stone, as they say.

If I had stubbornly tried to get fired, there’s no doubt that I’d be facing a miserable end by now. 

I could tell just from looking at the plan I was about to use for the upcoming test.

[Write what 1+1 is. (100 points)]

The exam paper contained just one question.

They made us take an exam like this for the midterms.

It made me question the teacher’s intellectual level.

When the inevitable comment about not joking around came, I would claim that it was actually a difficult question and mimic a fool’s response, dropping all respect for them, which was always the plan.

Although, I didn’t think it was such a bad plan.

‘I’ve learned my lesson. If I try to take charge and do something weird, it’s always doomed to fail.’

Looking back on past experiences, I knew something absurd would get in the way, ruining everything.

‘1+1, what was it, really?’

‘The students, instead of taking the question literally, believed there was some profound meaning behind it.’

‘One of them even got inspired by my question.’

‘Somehow, they made a huge discovery that would change the world.’

‘In an instant, the world flipped upside down, and my pathetic attempt at mimicking an infant would be seen as mocking those who didn’t understand the real meaning behind the question.’

‘I could already see that future in my head.’

‘At this point, doing nothing is much better.’

‘What can you all even do?’

‘If I say I won’t do anything, and I don’t even give you anything to praise, what can you possibly do?’

‘Make up an exam I never gave and praise me for it?’

‘You can’t do anything.’

The only option is to criticize my dereliction of duty and demand I be fired.

‘I should’ve done this from the start. If I had, I’d be living a happy retirement life by now.’

It’s a bit of a shame, but I’ll try to think positively.

Even if it’s late, I’m glad I thought of this method.

It’s the most practical and convincing plan yet.

The chances of success are nearly 100%.

…Though, it’s still too early to relax.

Lately, my luck has been off in the worst possible way, and there are some scenarios that make me anxious.

Carefully, I cautiously headed to the A-Class classroom.

“I knew this was your test, professor!”

“Are you testing our patience?”

“We could’ve waited a month, but you came early!”

The voices of students, spitting out chilling words from the darkness.

A terrifying vision of insane students with glowing eyes charging toward me, having stayed awake all night waiting for me, flashed before my eyes.

I knew my plan had a high chance of success, But my memories of failure and the countless ridiculous problems that had come my way were making me feel extremely uneasy.

I swallowed nervously and opened the door…

A sigh of relief escaped me.

Contrary to my fears, there were no students in sight.

Well, even the craziest of people wouldn’t stay up for days waiting for me. 

I guess I was just worrying too much.

Maybe I have severe paranoia at this point.

Stress really is the root of all ailments.

‘I should revisit the Fluffy Club as soon as I can.’

With that thought in mind, I turned on the classroom lights.

However, as soon as the lights came on, an unusual sight greeted me.

Two changes immediately became visible in my line of sight.

I walked forward with a very perplexed expression.

On the teacher’s desk was a bundle of papers.

I definitely didn’t create any exam papers, so what was this pile?

Upon examining its contents, I found a bizarre array of numbers and letters.

[Sylvia Leonhart]

[Midterm score: 301 points]

[Ciel]

[Midterm score: 1009 points]

[Christiana Roland]

[Midterm score: 19450815 points]

‘Did these bastards eat something weird together?’

‘Did they write the score they wanted on a blank sheet?’

“Just keep your mouth shut and give me the grades as written.”

…Well, this is to my benefit, after all.

If I submitted these grades, other professors would definitely grab me by the collar and ask if I had gone insane.

Basically, my dismissal would be confirmed.

It’s a good thing, but I still couldn’t shake my confusion.

Students wanting to cheat on their grades—

That’s expected, but my students were all out of their minds.

Something felt off.

My instincts told me something was wrong.

My gaze naturally moved.

A bundle wrapped carefully with a ribbon.

Next to the pile of papers, a gift made its presence known.

Without hesitation, I quickly unwrapped the packaging.

What rolled out was a head.

A rose embedded around the eye area.

Glitter scattered across the skull.

A head adorned with a butterfly-shaped ribbon.

But the problem wasn’t the bizarre decorations.

It was the desecrated corpse, even in death.

The face, I had seen it before.

The master of all beasts.

The powerful demon who ruled the vast cursed realm.

The Lord of Despair, Paimon.

‘What on earth had happened for this monster’s head to be delivered as a gift?’

I had a stunned expression, but the world was too cruel to give me time to process.

The situation didn’t even allow me to sort my thoughts.

From afar, I heard loud footsteps.

Soon, figures emerged.

They were the big shots I’d only seen in the newspapers.

The golden mage tower master, who deals with mechanical devices.

The black mage tower master, who researches summoning and familiars.


And the current president of the Adventurer’s Guild.

All of them looked at me, licking their lips, As if they were about to pounce on a rare beauty.

Middle-aged men rolled their eyes and charged toward me.

The world had completely gone mad.



 
  
    Chapter 57: For a truly equal world! Part 1


The preparation is perfect.

The underground alliance army ready to face Riyan. 

The dark mages, who were declared open war by that professor.

They gathered together, ready for battle.

The grand laws of the back alleys.

Everything in this world comes with a price. 

The sin of challenging authority must be repaid with blood.

Now, no one could stop them.

“R, Riyan has conquered the Demon Realm!”

The urgent report from a low-ranking member.

However, no one in this harsh underworld could survive if they were weak-hearted enough to be shaken by such news.

It was known that Riyan was a formidable foe.

No one ever tried to fight him fairly.

Therefore, there was no way they would be discouraged by such a piece of news.

This could be considered good news, in a way. 

Since the opponent was Paimon, no matter how strong Riyan was, he couldn’t have survived unscathed.

He must have been severely injured.

So, they could take advantage of this gap to execute an assassination operation.

“They say he defeated Paimon with just one summoned creature! Each of his summoned creatures is said to overpower a sword master….”

A silence descended after the words, “What should we do about this?”

However, in their world, there was always justice and punishment. 

Achievements must be acknowledged, and criminals must be punished for the organization to stay intact.

The giants who ruled the dark world.

A lawless land where not even the eyes of justice could reach. 

Those who held the underside of the world in their hands would never bend.

Do not live on your knees. 

Stand up and die.

What mattered more than life was the belief you had upheld. 

Thus, running away with your tail between your legs was not something they would tolerate.

They each solidified their resolve.

What followed was a loud cheer filled with determination.

“Damn, I knew this would happen!”

“Who was the first idiot to bring up revenge?”

They united as one, with a single mind and purpose.

They did not retreat. 

They charged forward with full force.

Normal people might think they were running away in disgrace when seeing this scene, but a true swordsman would understand.

They were certainly charging forward.

It was just that the direction of their charge was 180 degrees off.

This was a tactic to ambush from behind. 

It was a profound military strategy to go around the planet and strike from the enemy’s back.

Carve the name of the Five Molar Alliance into your mind.

The criminal, Riyan, will tremble in fear and dread.

Today was not the day, tomorrow might not be good either, and probably not for months to come, but…

One day, the inevitable destruction would find you!

The Black Mage Tower Master had told me.

He would make even demons serve me.

Turning a living being into a tool, subjugating others—this was the essence of summoning magic. 

The Tower Master promised to pass down the ultimate art inherited through generations.

The Gold Mage Tower Master had told me.

He would make me a great fortune right away.

He said he wouldn’t spare any support for talented individuals. 

The advancement of technology would soon turn this world upside down. 

He urged me to raise humanity to a higher place with him.

Lastly, the Adventurers’ Guild President.

He looked at me with shining eyes and said, “What I can offer you is infinite glory and honor.”

“Every child of the Empire will admire your heroic deeds and make you their idol. You’ll have the chance to etch your name in history as one of the greatest adventurers.”

He asked me to accept his proposal and become the next Guild President.

My answer to all these proposals was very simple.

“Get the hell out of my sight, you crazy bastards!”

Throwing salt and cursing them out.

It was the perfectly logical response to my current situation.

But there was one fact I had overlooked. 

I wasn’t in Korea anymore.

A world of reversed common sense.

Here, throwing salt and kicking someone out actually meant “It’s truly an honor! I will gladly accept your offer.”

In the blink of an eye, I inherited all the visions of the Black Mage Tower and was appointed as the next President of the Adventurers’ Guild.

It was clearly my quarters.

But due to the cruel terrorist acts of the Gold Mage Tower Master, I could no longer enter. 

My home, which had been taken over by jewels and gold coins, was now so occupied that I couldn’t even step inside.

A terrible situation where I had lost even a place to sleep.

But who could I blame? This disaster was the result of my own mistakes.

‘I’ve been too complacent this time.’

I did nothing. 

That was certainly not a bad approach, but its validity expired.

The early days when I had just begun to realize my past life.

If I had thrown everything away and slacked off back then, I would have probably been labeled as an incompetent teacher and fired by now. 

But I didn’t, and eventually, I gained fame.

First, get famous.

Then, no matter how badly you screw up, people will applaud you.

I had already surpassed that stage.

They weren’t just applauding; they were now praising me.

With appropriate trolling, you couldn’t even be criticized.

So, what I needed now was an extreme solution.

A major accident that had no room for positive interpretation. 

I had to show such a terrible display that no one could defend me if I wanted to survive.

‘I should have just stuck to the original plan!’

I’d give a test with a simple problem like 1+1.

Had I just stuck to the guidelines I had set earlier, things wouldn’t have gone so wrong.

My hands and feet trembled with regret.

But it was too early to give up.

Quick action was one of my few strengths.

Now that I realized the problem, I would fix it quickly.

I went straight to the Old Dragon. 

Was it his superhuman strength in the fire scene? As soon as I found myself in an emergency, a pretty convincing excuse came out on its own.

“I couldn’t properly administer the exams for the other two courses because I had to follow the students heading toward the Demon Realm to protect them.”

The duties I had neglected this time were not just one.

I had originally been responsible for setting exams for three groups:

Class A students, magic class students, and swordsmanship class students.

The first group had already gone to the Demon Realm, and I had secretly followed them out of concern for their safety, which made me absent.

Because of that, the students from the magic and swordsmanship classes couldn’t take their exams properly. 

If I used this as an excuse, there would be no problem.

‘A bit late, but may I proceed with the exams?’

The Old Dragon nodded with a satisfied look on his face.

It was clear that he thought, “You truly have a sense of duty,” but just wait.

That look would soon turn to one of disappointment.

I smiled wickedly while watching the Old Dragon. 

***

“The professor’s point was very simple.

1 is a natural number, and if n is a natural number, then the successor of n, denoted as n’, is also a natural number, and n’ can never be 1. 

Also, if n is equal to m, then n’ must be equal to m. 

If a certain condition P(1) holds and if P(k) holds for all natural numbers k, then if P(k) holds, P must hold for all natural numbers. 

Therefore, the set of natural numbers that satisfies all these conditions is unique.

This is how we define natural numbers. 

We attempt to understand what we’ve always taken for granted through logic. 

There are things that can only be discovered through such attempts.

The professor opened a new frontier in mathematical logic!”

“What kind of insane nonsense is this? What Professor Riyan was trying to convey through this problem wasn’t that!”

“Is it really just about adding one to one and getting two? Can’t we make three or four? Maybe we could create something entirely new!”

Alchemy.

Creation that comes from mocking the laws of the world.

Riyan was emphasizing the importance of alchemy!

Just look at how Karen, after solving the problem, came up with the technology for creating artificial organs for patients. 

It’s crystal clear!”

***

In the middle of a bustling street in broad daylight, a heated debate was unfolding among the passersby.

And then, a man stepped into the scene.

The man spoke in a wise voice.

“Riyan is just lacking in intelligence. I’m sure he came up with that ridiculous problem without thinking at all.”

As soon as those words were spoken, the debate abruptly stopped.

Figures who appeared to be wizards from the Gold Tower and White Tower, and not just them, but even random people passing by—they all burst into furious anger.

Everyone threw rocks at the wise man.

The wise man.

Well, I tried to prove my identity by showing my ID, but instead, I was treated like an imposter.

A stone? That’s easy enough to block, but…

The real problem was my mindset.

My mind was at its breaking point.

It was chaos, even when I stood still.

It was chaos even when I didn’t.

‘What am I supposed to do in a situation like this?’

‘What if there’s no right answer? What if, like this time, no matter what I do, I can’t be fired?’

My legs were wobbling uncontrollably.

Even though there were no injuries, my feet were stumbling.

After wandering aimlessly, I found myself back at that shop.

We look forward to your next visit.

I’ve included a brochure with a souvenir, so please read it and decide to come back after making your decision.

I had heard such words before.

Maybe I could heal my mind by getting a massage.

I decided that’s what I would do, and I opened the door to the fluffy club… but my face quickly turned to one of confusion.

The space was completely different from the one a few days ago.

A dark, ominous, and secretive atmosphere.

The only light source was the glow of a campfire.

Countless eyes were staring at me.


Hundreds of beastmen, all wearing black hoods.

They all bowed in unison and murmured.

““We’ve been waiting for you. Our savior.””

…A deeply ominous feeling began to rise within me.



 
  
    Chapter 58: For a truly equal world! Part 2


Many people come looking for the Soft Club.

It is made up of loyal regular customers.

This massage shop was flourishing smoothly.

However, it wasn’t necessarily because the staff’s massage skills were exceptional. 

After all…

This place was actually a location where the sexuality of beastmen was sold.

The massage shop was just an excuse to cover up their real intentions. 

In truth, it was a place for those who wanted to engage in intimate activities with beastmen.

Anyone who knew the backstreets well would be aware of this.

Especially those well-versed in underground knowledge, such as those who had infiltrated the Silence of the Lambs, would know it all too well.

And that’s why everyone affiliated with this place was in shock.

The new professor from Huangli Academy, Riyan.

‘How could someone like him set foot in such a place?’

There is a limit to even unrealistic events.

As soon as the staff saw Riyan, they quickly started thinking.

At first, the idea of a powerful figure’s depraved hobbies came to mind. 

However, they quickly dismissed that thought. 

A beastman who couldn’t think straight wouldn’t have made it this far.

Most of the staff quickly concluded that Riyan was here for one of two reasons.

He was likely here for a raid or a search.

There was no way he had come as a customer. 

He must have brought a group of imperial guards with him.

“Do you have a coupon? Is it still valid?” Riyan asked casually.

But his tone and actions made it clear that he wasn’t there for a normal massage.

A fox beastman muttered, “He once summoned me when my name wasn’t that well-known. He asked me to set up a sunbed in front of the students… and said it was fine to do the work here. Told me to hurry up and get to it…”

The fox muttered, blushing in embarrassment, “Thankfully, the students kicked me out, so I didn’t have to do anything embarrassing in front of everyone.”

It was clear now.

Although it was hard to believe, Riyan was a pervert.

He had come here to satisfy his own desires.

Riyan briefly scanned the staff.

He pointed to a beastman casually.

“This one looks like a veteran. Is he available?”

Everyone’s faces turned pale.

The beastman Riyan pointed at was a muscular fox with silver fur.

In other words, he was male.

The fox’s face was drenched in cold sweat.

He had met all kinds of people and had been through many strange experiences, but even he had some preferences.

Not only was this beastman of a different species, but he was also the same gender.

He would rather die than accept it. 

It wasn’t his specialty, but he had no choice.

The official title was a contracted labor agreement.

But everyone called it a slave contract—a shackle.

Beastmen were second-class citizens.

They couldn’t even use public facilities properly.

They were clearly inferior beings, separated from humans.

The one running the Soft Club, Bakun, was an evil man who captured and shackled beings of all species, regardless of age or race.

If he missed this customer, he didn’t know what kind of trouble he might face.

He would probably be yelled at, called insane. 

If he was lucky, it would only end with a whipping. 

If not, he might be thrown into solitary confinement.

Dignity didn’t fill his stomach. 

It was better to sell his dignity than starve alone in a dark cell for a month.

With a tense face, he swallowed.

He steeled himself.

The silver fox took Riyan to a room…

***

The sound of snoring echoed.

As soon as Riyan lay on the bed, he fell asleep immediately.

‘Was this part of some sort of neglectful play?’

After thinking for a while, the staff decided to wake Riyan.

When they did, he spoke in an odd manner.

“I’ve been really stressed lately, so I must have dozed off without realizing it. Has the massage already finished?”

He sounded like someone who had really come for a massage. 

But it didn’t make sense.

Riyan was the one who had caught the Silence of the Lambs and Hannibal.

He was an intelligent criminal who had avoided the Empire’s notice for over a decade.

‘Could it be that he didn’t recognize this place as a place for entertainment and debauchery?’

The club was a well-known establishment, not a place for innocent relaxation.

It was clear that Riyan knew full well where he was.

Despite this, he had come and behaved as if he had no other purpose than to get a massage and chat.

‘Could it be that he was trying to help oppressed beastmen?’

‘Or perhaps, he had just come out of the blue, asking for a massage and nothing else?’

It was hard to believe, but…

The possibility of him trying to help those like himself was… plausible.

Riyan seemed to view the beastmen as people and believed they deserved better treatment.

‘Could it be…’

The thought crossed the fox’s mind, though he wasn’t sure if it was just wishful thinking.

Still, something about Riyan’s actions didn’t sit right.

‘Is this really a misunderstanding?’

…No, honestly, it didn’t matter whether this was a misunderstanding or not.

To survive, hope was necessary.

There might be a better tomorrow. 

Without such hope, the beastmen would have been unable to endure the dire situation they were in.

The silver fox quickly took action.

Beastmen who hadn’t received proper education.

The illiteracy rate was abysmal, and, naturally, he wasn’t fluent in the Imperial language. 

But even if it was impossible now, he had to make it happen.

He hastily scribbled a note in the guidebook.

“Please read this confidential letter.

If your mind is made up after reading, please come back to see me.”

With these words, the fox sent the guest on their way and quickly spread the news to his fellow beastmen.

Since everyone was in such a desperate situation, the spread of the news was swift.

Everyone was hoping for some good news.

What sealed the deal was the conquest of the Dark Realm.

It was a feat accomplished with only summoned creatures.

That person was a true superhuman who was not bound by common sense.

If it were Riyan-sama, perhaps he could really pull it off.

Many of his fellow beastmen gathered with such hopes…

“We have been waiting for you, our savior.”

That was the origin of this incident.

***

It’s infuriating.

‘How could anyone seriously read a promotional guidebook? Who the hell would read a leaflet from the street without missing a single word?’

‘Besides, how could I have known this was a brothel?’

I’ve lived decently in both my past and present lives.

I’ve never stepped foot in a place like this.

‘How could I have known what to expect from a place I didn’t even recognize?’

…But whether I feel wronged or not, the world was unforgiving.

“We’ve only gathered about 200 people here, but many couldn’t come due to circumstances.”

A beastman, wearing a hood, delivers the message.

“We’re not just the fox tribe following you. There are thousands of others who wish to follow you.

There are slaves who can’t even express their intentions to join, but they, too, wish to follow you.”

They were treated like property.

With no right to act freely, many slaves likely numbered in the thousands.

“We are at the point where it’s difficult to gather even in one base.”

The fox tribe specializes in illusions.

Using their abilities, they charmed their masters and turned this place into their base.

A secret group had been formed without my knowledge.

“Please, can we borrow your wisdom?”

The beastmen’s eyes shone brightly.

The furry creatures wagged their tails and stared at me.

Logically, the answer was clear.

I should refuse. 

I must refuse.

However, saying “no” was harder than expected.

I wasn’t that cold-hearted.

I knew well that if I ran away and left the students to die, I could be fired. 

And yet, I’d missed that opportunity several times.

My life was the most important thing.

I didn’t care about others.

It didn’t matter who died, as long as I survived.

Even knowing it was more efficient to live like that, I couldn’t make the tough decisions when it mattered.

In the end, what surfaced was my indecisive thinking once again.

…Indecisive thinking, but so what?

What’s wrong with helping people while also ensuring my survival? The right answer between cutting ties with people and surviving alone was obvious.

‘If I play my cards right, I can make use of this situation.’

There was considerable opposition to beastmen. 

Just by expressing support for them, I could make a lot of enemies.

Discrimination against beastmen had deep roots.

It was tied to the Empire’s history.

I knew many would criticize me.

The newspapers would be filled with insults directed at me.

From hero to traitor to humanity.

It would be an opportunity to make my image plummet in an instant.

I would be fired while getting beaten by everyone.

That future was undoubtedly waiting for me.

Still, I smiled at the beastmen and nodded.

***


[Riyan Declares Struggle for Beastmen’s Rights!]

[There was a brief backlash from extremists, but soon, support came pouring in from the Imperial Family: the Emperor, 2nd Princess Sylvia, 5th Princess Lucie, Saint Christiana of the Holy Kingdom, General Scott, Archmage Midas, Archmage Nero, and even the winner of this year’s journalist award, Monthly Empire’s reporter Cromwell, as well as all board members and professors from Huangli Academy, and the King of Mercenaries Karin.]

[Even the Witch Hunters, Wild Hunt, and the current president of the Adventurer’s Guild and the Empire’s Sword Master have all shown their support! The backlash quickly died down.]

…Ah.



 
  
    Chapter 59: For a truly equal world! Part 3


An unexpected rumor spread throughout the academy.

Professor Riyan had advocated for the improvement of the rights of Beastmen. 

It seems he even gathered them together to form an organization.

The deep-seated hatred towards Beastmen.

A war that took place 200 years ago.

An unforgivable and disgusting betrayal.

Beastmen are considered untrustworthy and filthy beings. 

All those who committed grave sins were executed, and only the descendants who know nothing about the crimes of their ancestors remain.

That discrimination has deeply rooted itself in society.

Even the students here are proud. 

Though social status isn’t included in the entrance exam criteria, the children of prestigious families typically possess excellent skill and talent.

Most come from distinguished families.

They would never easily bend their values.

***

[If you’re an academy student, let’s please support the professor.]

However, when it came to Riyan, things were different.

Among the academy students, there wasn’t a single person who hadn’t owed their life to him. 

Everyone carried a sense of indebtedness.

The inherited sense of discrimination from their parents?

The discomfort of having their long-held beliefs questioned?

Such things couldn’t outweigh their feelings for the professor.

Of course, there were always rebels.

Some murmured, “It’s true that we owe Professor Riyan quite a bit, but this goes too far.”

But now, those voices were gone.

Creatures scurrying under beds in the middle of the night.

The blonde saintess, binding the rebels and delivering a heartfelt sermon, caused everyone to reconsider and repent.

How moving was her evangelism?

Those who listened shed tears, so much so that they cried rivers.

The petition for support reached a “600%” participation rate, which surely meant the divine had lent their favor. 

It was definitely not because the saintess stalked the graduates to personally deliver the message.

Everyone was acting purely out of their own will.

Everyone gathered their hearts for Riyan.

As evidence, all the faculty members, without any persuasion, eagerly expressed their willingness to cooperate. 

All of them were desperate to assist Professor Riyan.

It was a heartwarming scene, but the problem that arose was this:

This was, after all, a proper educational institution. 

Yet, neither the students nor the professors seemed to care about the lessons.

***

[What am I supposed to do about this?]

The Principal, who managed the academy, muttered to herself.

In the position of having to stop the students and professors from running wild, she had to reprimand any wrongful actions and urge them to be more self-disciplined.

Thus, she had to put a stop to this strange campaign.

However, this wasn’t the dilemma she was truly troubled by.

Was it her duty or Riyan?

Was it her professional responsibility or her feelings for the man?

Which one should she choose? It seemed too obvious.

Running the academy was practically just a hobby.

But the matter of her love life was something that would affect the rest of her life.

It was already settled that she would help Riyan in every way possible.

Thus, the real dilemma was something else.

What if—this was just a hypothetical—Riyan had a thing for Beastmen? What would he do then?

After much contemplation, she came up with a solution… this nightgown.

She slipped into the fuzzy dog-themed nightgown and wondered if wearing it would help her create an opportunity to get closer to Riyan.

But wait—wasn’t this something children would wear?

And she was the last dragon in existence.

Could a dragon wear something like this and act like a dog? Wouldn’t it tarnish the honor of her lost kin?

She hesitated for a moment, but after a long internal struggle…

She made up her mind.

The chest and thigh areas were tight, making it uncomfortable, but she squeezed herself into the nightgown. 

Then, she stealthily bought a leash from a specialty store and wore it.

She began practicing the lines she would say when the time came.

After all, she was alone in her office.

With a deep sense of shame, Si-jo-ryong lay on her back, curled up, and mumbled, ‘”Please pet me, Master.”

***

[Principal?]

Just then, the door creaked open.

A student union had gathered to discuss future matters.

Si-jo-ryong’s awkward, panting figure was revealed to everyone.

Si-jo-ryong’s mind raced faster than ever to come up with an excuse for the situation.

“T-this… I was trying to empathize with the plight of Beastmen by becoming one myself…”

However, the problem was that Si-jo-ryong had underestimated the students’ fanaticism.

They were all in awe, with pure expressions on their faces. 

How could they not admire her for sacrificing her dignity to help Riyan? Such noble resolve could not be in vain.

Without hesitation, they all took pictures.

The tight outfit emphasized her chest and thighs.

Her embarrassing moment was immortalized in headlines.

Even when they were holding signs calling for the improvement of Beastmen’s rights, Si-jo-ryong had no choice but to do her dog cosplay while shedding tears.

Regardless of the circumstances, Si-jo-ryong had taken a stand.

With such an influential figure openly showing support, everything moved forward smoothly.

Those connected to Riyan.

People who owed the professor, those who wanted to earn his favor, and those simply interested in his actions all gathered openly.

He declared his support…

And with that, the professor’s heart shattered.

***

The Empire’s media king.

Pulitzer Lumiere was in a foul mood these days.

It wasn’t that he was upset about his rival Cromwell gaining fame with a lucky photograph.

Though he certainly envied the fact that Cromwell had captured such a shot, it didn’t really matter. 

No matter what accomplishments he achieved, his position couldn’t be threatened. 

If it could be threatened, it would be because Cromwell was the one who had gone too far.

It wasn’t something he liked to brag about, though. 

He wasn’t famous for being good at taking photos or writing.

It was a family heirloom passed down through generations.

A camera that projected scenes from the past.

The ability to use video media instead of just print.

It was like publishing news articles on TV rather than in the newspaper. 

The influence that came with it was undeniable.

‘So what was really bothering him?’

It was the hot topic: the new professor.

Riyan was the cause of his discomfort.

That professor was far too dangerous.

One person wielding so much power.

What in the world had he done? He had charmed not only Si-jo-ryong but even the Emperor and many other influential figures.

”His actions suggest he has a good personality, but…”

Even so, the danger remained.

It was clear from the current situation.

With that much power, no one could stop him.

Riyan’s wishes would undoubtedly become reality.

The rights of Beastmen would improve. 

Instead of being mistreated, they would receive various benefits and privileges.

‘But what about the problems that would arise from this?’

‘Could power alone eradicate discrimination?’

‘If they just showered the Beastmen with benefits without thinking, would that solve all the issues?’ 

‘Wouldn’t it lead to anger, with people accusing it of being discriminatory treatment?’

“Beastmen are being persecuted, they are pitiful. Let’s help them.”

That was certainly a noble way of thinking, but someone in power had to be cautious.

It could turn into a huge mistake.

This wasn’t something to follow blindly with praise.

Someone needed to raise people’s awareness.

With this thought in mind, Pulitzer began to trail Riyan…

And, as expected, his fears soon became reality.

“No need to worry, Riyan. I told you, I’ll do anything you ask of me.”

The one meeting with Riyan was the great Si-jo-ryong.

She confidently put her name on the line.

“I’m preparing a bill that mandates a certain percentage of Beastmen must be hired. Other welfare programs are also in the works, so leave it to me and everything will be fine!”

A quota for Beastmen—on the surface, it sounded good.

But when someone gets a job, someone else loses theirs.

Such a policy would only create more discrimination.

Pulitzer quickly pulled out his camera. 

He planned to expose Riyan’s irresponsible actions to the public…

”Sorry, but I must decline your proposal.”

‘What was this?’

The words he heard were completely unexpected.

Pulitzer was caught off guard and looked at the new professor’s face.

“If I don’t accept the proposal, the improvement of Beastmen’s rights will surely be delayed. If I resign from my position and focus solely on this, it will take a long time.”

The professor merely nodded.

‘Wasn’t he moved by a sense of light sympathy?’

There was no need to make a fuss. 

If he accepted the proposal, the Beastmen would surely treat him like a god and be overjoyed.

It was the simpler option.

But still, Professor Riyan spoke.

“But I must refuse. It may be the easier path, but… it certainly isn’t the right one.”

His white hair fluttered in the wind.

What reflected in his golden eyes was a firm conviction.

“You shouldn’t force things with power. Compulsory equality is not equality—it is merely coercion. Such a misguided method will only create hostility and conflict.”

Even if it means taking the long road.

Even if it takes a long time to be rewarded.


He would change the world, little by little.

The change must come from the heart, not from power.

And the reason was…

“What I wish for is a truly equal world.”



 
  
    Chapter 60: For a truly equal world! Part 4


“If you give up, the match ends there.”

There was a way to survive even after being attacked by a tiger.

It was still too early to throw everything away.

No, in fact, this was a perfect opportunity. 

I had probably been too tied up in fixed ideas until now.

When I think about it…

Escaping doesn’t have to mean being fired, does it?

***

The idealistic talk felt like a dream.

The ancient dragon hesitated but eventually spoke up.

Of course, it wasn’t a declaration of support for me.

“I’ve always been on your side, but I can’t just watch you waste your life chasing dreams that can’t be achieved.”

She truly cared for me.

Even though she worried that opposing me might lead to my dislike, she prioritized protecting me from harm.

“Deep-rooted discrimination can’t be erased easily. People will never forgive them. Even if we make systems to help those children, that’s the limit.”

Her words were undeniably right.

She must have known from personal experience, having witnessed war firsthand.

The Beastman Alliance had struck a deadly blow to the Empire.

In modern terms, it was like the Nazis…

No, it was even worse than what the Nazis had done. 

If I said that, you might begin to understand the seriousness of the situation.

The torture methods in this fantasy world were varied, to say the least.

Of course, the real criminals had all been executed.

Now, the remaining Beastmen were the descendants of the innocent.

They had been burdened with the sins of others simply because of their birth.

It wasn’t right to hate them just because they were born Beastmen. 

But that was the way the world was.

They were avoided everywhere and could never get proper jobs. 

Even if they were hired, there was no way they’d get paid. 

Providing only food and shelter was considered enough.

This led to a high crime rate.

It wasn’t that Beastmen were inherently criminal.

The ones too kind to even pickpocket had already been weeded out and died starving on the streets.

It was an error in the statistics, you could say.

It wasn’t the Beastmen themselves, but the environment that was at fault. 

Yet, people still cursed the entire race as if it were evil.

They were seen as a despised, problematic race.

That perception had taken root in everyone’s mind.

Because of that bad perception, their treatment was bad. 

And because of their poor treatment, the crime rate rose as a means of survival, and because of the crime rate, public opinion worsened once again, creating a vicious cycle.

I had briefly experienced the backlash of public criticism. 

Just from that alone, it was clear how much the Empire hated Beastmen.

“I understand that you feel sorry for those children, but you can’t always chase ideals. Wouldn’t it be enough to make sure they can live without starving?”

While Sion’s words had some merit…

I made a firm expression and spoke in a tone as if scolding her.

“That’s exactly the problem, Ancient Dragon.”

Sion was caught off guard by my sudden outburst.

But I didn’t stop and continued.

“You’re saying, ‘We’ve given them food, so be satisfied.’ Dreaming of an equal relationship? Isn’t that the attitude of treating them like dogs instead of humans?”

I didn’t need to embellish my words.

I was simply expressing my thoughts a bit more forcefully.

“Even if laws are made through power, the problem won’t be solved. The root of the issue needs to be cut off.”

The Ancient Dragon’s power was immense.

But that power needed to be handled carefully.

With great power comes great responsibility, after all.

Beastmen were being severely persecuted. 

But this was a world from a novel. 

It was certain that something related to the Beastmen had happened in the original story.

‘So, I must proceed with caution.’

Suddenly, the rights of Beastmen were rising.

Beastmen went from being persecuted to becoming a privileged class.

This sparked a huge backlash, leading to conflict. 

A civil war broke out in the Empire, and many lives were lost.

‘Could I be sure that such a possibility didn’t exist?’

Though it may have once been a fictional world, the people living here now were real.

I wasn’t a psychopath.

I didn’t want people to die because of my actions.

Therefore, the approach I had to take was moderate.

Not through law, but by changing people’s perceptions.

“Isn’t it strange? Beastmen are also human, but everyone draws a line to separate them.”

Beastmen think and feel just like humans. 

They are essentially the same as us, just with different appearances.

But the problem is the line that’s drawn.

By defining them as something different from us, we view them as enemies, keeping our distance and hating them. 

No wonder discrimination never disappears.

“I’m not fighting so that Beastmen will be treated the same as humans. I’m fighting to make sure everyone acknowledges that Beastmen are humans.”

It’s not about ‘you,’ it’s about ‘us.’

It’s not about others, it’s about our own kind.

Only when that is acknowledged will true discrimination end.

That’s why I’m doing this…

And that’s half the reason for my actions.

“Please don’t try to help me. You can’t change people’s hearts by force. It has to be done with continuous effort, with the heart.”

The other half of the reason was for my own survival.

Helping those in need is undoubtedly a good thing, but first, I have to survive too.

“From today, I will resign from my position as professor.”

This was my perfect plan.

Rather than being fired due to public anger, I would retire voluntarily for a noble cause.

“I will step down and work as a regular citizen to change the world. I will live on as a ‘Beastmen rights activist,’ not as an Academy professor.”

Sion was taken aback by my sudden declaration. 

‘But what could she possibly do in this situation?’

I had said I didn’t want to use power.

Solving the problem through shortcuts wasn’t possible.

Changing perceptions wasn’t something that could be done overnight.

I couldn’t continue my job as a professor while also tackling that.

She might try to stop me, but I could simply refuse.

“The backlash against Beastmen will be beyond what you can imagine. Everyone will call you a traitor to humanity and throw stones at you!”

I made a resolute expression.

And then I spoke, knowing full well what I had gotten myself into.

“Isn’t it a dream, one that may never be realized? Are you really going to dedicate your life to such a thing?”

Without hesitation, I answered.

“Even if it’s impossible, isn’t it worth trying?”

“You’re going to give up both fame and status? No one will acknowledge your sacrifice!”

I smiled bitterly.

That price was one I could easily bear.

Tears streamed down Sion’s face.

With tears in her eyes, she asked me.

“Why was I going this far?”

I had neither received a favor from the Beastmen nor owed them anything.

‘Why was I sacrificing myself for strangers I barely knew?’

I already knew the answer to that question.

There was no other answer.

And so, without hesitation, I smiled and said:

“Do we really need a reason to help others?”

The Empire’s Media King

Pulitzer Lumiere cried like a child.

He couldn’t endure it without sobbing like a little one.

He thought that Cromwell was insane.

Things like being a sage or a true hero — he had always thought they were just nonsense, words uttered by someone who had eaten something wrong.

However, that was no empty talk.

That man… no, that person was not an ordinary human.

A flawless being, without a single imperfection.

A superhuman, more noble and compassionate than anyone else in the world.

And yet, he had dared to doubt such a person.

Without thinking at all, he wielded his power, believing that he had to wake everyone up, that he had to intervene against that person for the sake of caution.

A dreadful sense of guilt coursed through Pulitzer’s back.

But there was still a way to reverse everything.

“……? Why are you here…?”

Professor Riyan, who had finished his conversation with the elder dragon, couldn’t even properly look at the person approaching.

The sound of his own crying was so loud that he couldn’t even hear the words spoken to him.

But there was no need to worry.

He already knew what he had to do.

“Wait a second. Did you… overhear our conversation just now?”

He quickly grabbed the camera.

He poured his mana into the artifact with all his might.

“Pl-please calm down and put that weapon down first!”

He had saved the power of the artifact for this critical moment.

He handled the artifact with utmost care, ensuring it didn’t get damaged.

But now was the moment that mattered most.

There was no need to hesitate anymore.

Even if the camera broke, it didn’t matter.

He braced for the overload and pushed the artifact to its limits.

“What do you want from me? I’ll do anything!”

He was certain that he had been born for this moment.

The middle-aged journalist smiled brightly, convinced of his purpose.

“I’ll pay any price, just please…”


This was why the Media King was called the Media King.

“Please, just not that…”

This was the true beginning of the “report.”

On a sunny morning, The empire’s sky was covered with some kind of footage.



 
  
    Chapter 61: The Warmth of a Person, Demons, and a Terrible Natural Disaster Part 1


The Vast Sky of the Empire

A strange image appeared in the sky.

It was something brought about by Pulitzer with his relic. 

However, the residents of the slums had no idea about this.

Even if it were a relic, there are limits.

Pulitzer had done this a few times before, but it was always in the capital of the Empire where the broadcasts took place.

Thus, while no one knew exactly who was behind this, it was clear that this bizarre act of covering the entire sky of the vast Empire with a single image was unprecedented.

Whoever it was, they were desperate to show this image to everyone. 

That much was certain.

In the video, Professor Riyan appeared.

The man, with golden eyes, spoke with conviction. 

His speech was filled with ideals of equality and unity.

The certainty reflected in his eyes.

The passionate gaze directed toward his goal.

Certainly, the man’s words sounded good.

But the elderly man running a shabby store merely scratched the back of his neck.

Of course, the elderly man knew who Riyan was. 

If he hadn’t, he wouldn’t have paid attention at all.

Whether it was the ancient dragons or the Emperor of the Empire, he didn’t care what any of these so-called great men said.

People would probably raise their fists for a moment and then ignore it.

But because it was Riyan in the video.

Because the newly appointed professor himself was delivering the message.

The residents of the slums, who were too busy trying to make ends meet, listened attentively.

In the slums, Riyan was a hero who was even more revered than the Emperor.

The dark mages were eyeing the people here.

The lowest of the low, the outcasts.

Whether a resident of the slums went missing or not, no one cared.

For dark mages, there was no better prey to exploit.

No matter what the Emperor did, nothing would change.

Policies and all that—none of it mattered.

That was all someone else’s problem.

But Riyan changed their lives.

They no longer had to worry about being reduced to a dark mage’s next meal. 

The madmen who skinned others alive for their clothes were dead.

He was their benefactor who made their lives better.

They would follow him if they could.

They might have even followed a small request.

But this wasn’t a small request.

The people of the slums liked Riyan, but they hated beastkin just as much.

A place where the authorities’ protection didn’t reach.

Pickpockets were a common occurrence.

The ones who suffered the most from this were the beastkin.

“Dirty creatures born from the blood of traitors.” How could they possibly like them?

The elderly man frowned.

Sure enough, these beasts were malicious.

While he briefly lost focus, a filthy little thief had already targeted his food.

The thief’s hand reached for the bread.

The elderly man expertly grabbed it.

Fortunately, there was no need for a struggle.

The thief’s wrist was too frail.

The little beastkin was almost at death’s door.

If the elderly man applied just a little more force, it would break.

But for some reason, his strength faded.

‘Was it his age? Or perhaps the strange thoughts brought on by the video?’

He let go of the thief’s wrist.

The scruffy little puppy paused, looking dazed, but quickly seized the opportunity and ran off.

The elderly man slapped the ground in regret.

‘Why had he done such a foolish thing?’

‘Had he hoped to feel some kind of psychological superiority?’

‘Had he been moved by that grand speech, even if just a little?’

“I’m such a fool! Did I really believe that I could reconcile with those bastards and live happily ever after?”

As the elderly man scolded himself, someone approached again.

After a short while, the beastkin child was back.

The familiar yellow fur. 

There was no mistaking it.

The little thief, trembling with nervousness, held out some money.

It was a compensation for the food he had stolen earlier.

If ordinary people had seen this, they might have thought it was admirable.

But the elderly man, having spent so much time in the slums, didn’t feel any joy at all.

“Did you steal that money?”

The beastkin froze in shock.

Just as the elderly man had expected.

Of course, this was how it had been.

The thief had no remorse for his actions, never thinking about the poor human who would starve because of it.

Moreover, ‘what would happen when the retaliation came?’

If that little thief had failed to clean up his mess properly, someone would certainly come to settle the score.

It was unlikely, but it was possible that he might get caught up in it.

Beastkin were inherently evil creatures.

They stole and coveted others’ possessions, causing nothing but trouble.

So the right thing to say was simple.

“Get out of my sight, now.”

The answer was clear, but the words didn’t come out.

The beastkin, who took others’ things so boldly without a shred of guilt, looked different now.

Regret. Self-hatred.

Tears fell from the little one’s eyes.

And for some reason, it reminded the elderly man of his own past.

He had betrayed a comrade once.

He had stolen food that his comrade had hidden.

It was to feed his sick younger sibling.

He had hoped that his blood relative could survive, even if it meant betraying his friend.

When his comrade found out, he killed the younger sibling.

And then, having killed his sibling, he tried to kill the elderly man as well, forcing him to kill his comrade with his own hands.

He had become a murderer.

He wanted to make excuses.

“I had no choice.”

“I’m not such a bad person.”

“It’s just that the situation pushed me to this point.”

But there was no one left to hear his excuses. 

***

At that moment, he certainly had a look just like that child’s.

In the end, he couldn’t wash away the blood on his hands.

In the end, he couldn’t deny the sins he had committed.

In the end, he couldn’t endure the self-hatred that overwhelmed him.

“That must have been really hard for you.”

Such strange words slipped from his lips.

For the first time in his life, he experienced a warm touch.

The young beastkin couldn’t hold back his tears.

Children are always honest with their emotions.

Perhaps, something in that honesty affected the old man.

He decided to be honest with himself as well.

To be honest, he was very lonely.

The moneylender who always visited his house.

The strange look in his parents’ eyes one day.

The hands that tried to pull the siblings away to go somewhere.

He had barely escaped. 

He had saved his younger sibling.

But, in truth, his sibling had gone with his parents that day. 

When they jumped, his heart too had flown away and disappeared.

His mind completely shattered.

A mute who couldn’t communicate.

He was left all alone in this world.

There was no one left to rely on.

And to be honest, he was suffering.

He didn’t want to lose his comrades.

He didn’t want to lose even the shell of his blood kin.

He just hated this world.

He hated the cold world that had turned him into a villain and had never given him the right to be good.

He hadn’t wished for much.

He had just wanted a little warmth.

He had only longed for someone to rely on, to hold him, to share a bit of warmth.

***

The old man looked at the young beastkin once more.

There was no terrible demon in front of him.

There was only a human being, born with misfortune and suffering for no other reason than that.

Someone who, like him, wanted the warmth of another.

It was ironic. 

They were so alike, yet they had hated each other so much, even to the point of wanting to kill one another.

‘Where had it all gone wrong?’

The old man pondered for a moment but couldn’t find an answer.

He was just an old man from the slums.

He didn’t know such complicated things.

But there was something simple that he understood.

The old man simply opened his arms.

A small, scruffy bundle of fur jumped into his embrace.

…And so, they became the family they both had longed for.

A small change.

An insignificant event that would normally have no meaning.

But when these things come together, they create a wave.

The widespread discrimination against beastkin.

Not everything had changed, but…

Some began to look at it with uncomfortable eyes.

Some began to step forward, saying that it needed to be corrected.

It was one massive tide.

It was creating change.

The world was gradually changing.

Laws were enacted as planned.

But the law didn’t specify only beastkin, it simply stated helping the “people” who were marginalized.

It no longer mattered whether they were covered in fluffy fur or not.

The hero who made humans human.

The liberator and savior of all beastkin.

When Professor Riyan heard this news, he is said to have collapsed on the floor, crying tears he had never shown before.

Tears that had never been seen before.

He was so happy for someone else’s happiness, as if it were his own.

This was a noble attitude that everyone should learn from.

Monthly Empire reporter, Cromwell & Pulitzer [co-authored]

***

‘…Let’s try to think positively.’

‘No matter how much I think about it, it seems like things are really screwed up.’

‘But that also means there’s nowhere to go but up, right?’

‘Since I’ve hit rock bottom, there’s only one way to go – up.’

‘It’s impossible to go any lower than this.’

Whispers.

I tried to ignore the beastkin who were conspiring behind my back.

Who knows… ‘maybe there’s no lower point than this?’

This is the last registered round.

Competition, other works:

[Enemy Country’s]

[15]

[Dragon Awakened After 2000 Years in the Medieval Era]

[App Click!]

[Female Soldiers and Historic-Level]

[Deserted Island]

[Genius Director]

[Adventurer Searching for the Sun]

[Adventurer Searching for the Sun…]

[Corpses Retrieval Expert…]

[Seongyeon Shil]

[Toki]

[Peeled]

[Escape]

[Enemy Country Female Soldiers…]

[AiBi]

[Awakened After 2000 Years…]

[Apology Pig]


[Genius Director…]

[Geld Village]

[Villains are My Calling]

[Kalio]



 
  
    Chapter 62: The Warmth of a Person, Demons, and a Terrible Natural Disaster Part 2


Changing the flow of the world.

The wind, which was originally impossible to achieve, was realized.

Thus, the alliance of Beastmen gathered around Riyan would have dissolved as a natural consequence after celebrating the achievement of their impossible dream.

However, the alliance did not dissolve.

They were still continuing their activities.

They still wore their black hoods and met regularly.

The frequency of their meetings had even increased, to the point that they now gathered once a week, and the secrecy surrounding their meetings had grown as well.

Beastmen, hiding from Riyan’s gaze, continued their activities.

The purpose of their actions was very simple.

Finally, the opportunity had arrived. 

The era of the Beastmen had come. 

They would plot to become a privileged class that surpassed humans in order to repay the frustrations that had accumulated until now.

It was not a desire for revenge or a dream of a world where Beastmen would overthrow humans.

No, it was not about such reasons.

They were tired of discrimination.

“I was wronged, but I don’t want to make others suffer the same way.”

The Beastmen knew the pain of being despised simply because they were born the way they were.

They understood that pain, and they could not pass it on to others.

They were accepted as humans.

A truly equal world had been created.

That alone was already more happiness than they deserved.

However, the reason this group continued to meet even now was very simple.

***

“…Has the preparation for ‘it’ been completed?”

“Of course. The perfection is beyond reproach.”

A conversation between a silver fox and a yellow cat Beastman.

In between them, a dog Beastman, wearing glasses that made him look like a mad scientist, interrupted with a strange laugh.

“Koll, it’s actually too perfect, which is the problem. A few of our kin couldn’t resist their curiosity during transport and peeked at it. They fainted from dizziness!”

An overly casual attitude that did not suit the solemnity of the gathering.

However, neither of them seemed to mind.

At least, the one who boasted of his handiwork was skilled with his hands. 

If he was this confident, there was no need to worry about its perfection.

Both of them swallowed nervously and lowered the screen.

The screen, too, was made of luxurious fabric.

As soon as it was removed, brilliant light burst forth.

The artwork, studded with gold and various jewels, shone dazzlingly.

It was a very beautiful statue.

The statue depicted the image of a professor they had all been eagerly waiting for.

There was no need to confirm how well it had been made—it was clear enough. 

After all, those involved in this gathering were all Beastmen.

The most honest part of their bodies, their tails, spun rapidly like propellers.

The movement was so intense that their tails slapped each other’s cheeks, causing a light scuffle.

This was the reason why the Beastmen continued their gatherings.

The base had become something resembling a church.

A reality that seemed like it would never change, yet a hero had come who had flipped it around in the blink of an eye. 

‘How could they endure without praising him?’

The statue, built with anonymous donations, stood proudly.

Everyone, in their own way, expressed their gratitude in front of it.

Even the children, who were still unaware of the ways of the world, did so.

The oversized black hood dragged on the floor as they moved about. 

The sleeves were so long they swallowed their hands.

They all still carried a bit of clumsiness in their movements, but, despite that, their minds were brilliant.

“Isn’t the best way to express gratitude by doing what made me the happiest?”

The brilliant ones realized this and began to move their fluffy paws.

Small furballs diligently stroked the statue.

Well, a minor issue did arise in the process.

According to welfare policies, a children’s facility was provided. 

A little one who had tasted muffins for the first time was crying, claiming that the oven had eaten his muffin.

The child, struggling to stroke the statue properly, cried out, complaining his arms hurt.

It was an emergency where gratitude could not be fully expressed.

But there was no need to worry.

A little puppy raised its front paw and confidently declared, “Leave this to me! I’ll take full responsibility and pet it twice as much!”

The weeping child was reassured, and he quickly ran to the caretaker.

“It’s common sense that a little ‘ho-ho’ will make it better when you’re hurt!”

With how mature the children were, there was no need to worry.

However, despite how mature the children were, the adults who should have set an example were rather clumsy.

***

It was a joyful day, yet everyone cried like fools.

Tears just flowed naturally; there was no way to stop it.

That peaceful scene would become an everyday sight.

The happy childhood of those children would eventually become something ordinary.

Their childhood would be different from the one they had known.

They would no longer be cursed for reasons they couldn’t understand.

They would never again be stoned without knowing why.

All of them would have to endure such horrible things simply because they were born Beastmen. 

There was no need to try to accept that foolish reality.

Those children would grow up without knowing discrimination.

They would not have to pass on this pain to their descendants.

That was… a more beautiful thing than they had expected.

Everyone quietly closed their eyes.

They closed their eyes and offered their thanks.

To the humble Professor Riyan. 

Though he had asked them not to mind him, claiming that he hadn’t done much…

He had made them human. 

And so, they had to live as humans, not beasts.

Forgetting kindness was something only beasts would do.

Even if the world turned against him, they would stand by his side. 

Even if, at times, he himself doubted his own abilities, they would still believe in him.

The Beastmen all made this vow…

And so, Riyan had taken an entire race under his wing.

***

Scott, the Iron-Blooded Duke of the Empire and a professor at Huangli Academy, could not concentrate on his own class.

He knew that fulfilling his duties was a virtue.

He knew that as a professor, it was wrong to be unable to focus on his own lesson, especially when he had to scold students who weren’t paying attention.

And yet, he couldn’t stop worrying.

”Why on earth did my junior make that expression?”

There was something strange about Riyan’s condition.

His skin was as pale as a corpse.

There was no sign of life in his eyes.

He had the look of someone who was about to burst into tears at any moment.

Scott couldn’t recall saying anything strange to Riyan.

The beastkin, who had been secretly carrying out something with Riyan, had only been holding weekly meetings to express their gratitude for what Riyan had done.

So, there was no need to worry.

In fact, when Scott spoke to them, he found that they communicated very well.

Even when someone tried to frame Scott with bizarre accusations, the beastkin would remain loyal to Riyan and believe in him.

The people at Huangli Academy knew Riyan’s character and trusted him unconditionally.

Having more allies who trusted him was a good thing.

But as soon as he said this, Riyan’s expression suddenly became even more strange.

It was as if he had just been sentenced to death.

‘How could Scott not worry when his capable junior was showing such a hopeless expression?’

He was speaking, but didn’t even know what he was saying.

He was teaching, but didn’t even know what he was teaching.

The ticking of the clock.

Scott’s mind was focused solely on that sound…

The moment the clock struck, he immediately rushed out.

His legs moved as if they had a mind of their own.

And his head spun in a frenzy to keep up.

He was trying to figure out what mistake he had made.

”What did I do to upset Riyan?”

‘Was it during the 1+1 incident? Was it when a few people, who were stupid enough to accuse Riyan of being the fool who had given them the wrong problems, got angry, and Scott had scolded them?’

‘Was it that incident?’

‘Or perhaps the issue was his attempt to undermine the political lives of the opposition using his own power?’

‘Was Riyan upset by that?’

‘Or maybe it was the donation?’

‘Had Riyan criticized him for donating money to create a statue when there were people who could have been helped with that money?’

‘Could it be that Riyan was angry about the luxury of spending money on such a statue instead of helping the sick and weak?’

Either way, it seemed plausible.

Finally, Scott reached his destination.

He approached the door and knocked, feeling a sense of guilt.

But no matter how much he knocked on the door of the residence, there was no response.

‘Could Riyan be ignoring him out of anger?’

For a moment, Scott thought so, but Riyan wasn’t the kind of person who would hold a grudge like that.

This didn’t seem right.


Sweat trickled down his back.

With a panicked look, Scott forced the door open.

But there was no sign of Riyan inside.

All he saw was… bottles of liquor scattered across the floor.
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The cornerstone toward ruin was shattered once again.

Rank 15, Eligos, furrowed his brow in displeasure.

The scene reflected in the crystal.

The foolish beasts praising the new professor. 

This was not the image that was originally planned.

The beastmen should have been adoring Gettya-sama.

The beastmen, who had been pushed to the brink, were supposed to serve as stepping stones for the resurrection of the Demon King.

In the end, they were to transform into demons.

The plan was to completely consume an entire race.

Marbas had infiltrated the imperial palace for that purpose.

He was meant to manipulate the emperor into ruling with tyranny, worsening social issues and cornering the beastmen. 

This was how the first step of the plan was to begin, but…

Riyan killed Marbas.

He kept interfering with the plan, so they intended to deal with him, but the ones sent to kill Riyan were all killed instead.

‘What kind of creature was he?’

Even when they unleashed artillery, he didn’t die and survived. 

He overwhelmed even a rank 4 powerhouse in a one-on-one fight.

The professor, always one step ahead of them.

The Wild Hunt, a demon-hunting organization passed down for centuries, including not only swordmasters but also several grand wizards, had only ever defeated a single demon.

But that insane human massacred demons on his own.

It was as if he were playing a board game with a puppy.

That’s Riyan.

He’s so skilled in magic that he can shoot meteors thousands of times, and he’s even mastered swordsmanship to the point that with just a thought, he can wield a spiritual sword and instantly kill someone. 

On top of that, he’s a genius who sees through every plan.

“You think your plan was elaborate?”

“You had the fuse all set up perfectly?”

Nope.

Riyan’s a genius, so he saw through all your plans.

***

The day before you were going to recruit the beastmen, Riyan made the first move and gathered them all together.

Not only that, but Riyan is so competent that he swiftly eradicated the deep-rooted discrimination and created an equal world.

So, in the end, you lost and I won.

This was a situation so absurdly forceful that it felt unreal.

However, the troubling part was that this wasn’t just the imagination of an eight-year-old child; it had actually happened.

That insane, overpowered character truly existed.

In fact, he was desperate to ruin their plans.

“Riyan, that bastard… he must be dealt with no matter what.”

The one who would pose a threat to that being was obvious.

Riyan was a far more abstract threat than even the ancestral dragon. 

The professor, the greatest obstacle to resurrection, had to be eliminated beforehand.

“Deal with him? How exactly do you plan on dealing with him?”

Assassination was probably the way to go.

They would strike when Riyan was alone, hoping for a surprise attack.

If they put everything into a single strike, there was a chance they might land a successful hit…

***

Eligos felt something strange.

He was sure he had been alone just moments ago. 

Who exactly was it that had just posed a question to him?

The demon, in a state of panic, turned his head.

The face of the demon twisted in horror.

There was no way to bear it without being struck with horror.

“I’m dying to know. Why don’t you tell me?”

Snow-white hair.

Golden eyes stared straight at Eligos.

“How exactly do you plan to kill someone like me?”

With a sly smile, Riyan appeared.

***

How on earth…? The question reached the tip of his tongue. However, the demon realized that the question itself had no meaning.

He had concealed his traces as much as possible.

The security systems were certainly in place.

Yet, Riyan was not a being whose actions could be understood by logic.

The discomfort created when erasing traces. With Riyan’s abilities, it wouldn’t be strange if he discovered it. 

Perhaps through tracking, he had already pinpointed this base’s location.

The alarm didn’t go off, but that was to be expected. 

The security system had likely been easily neutralized or destroyed.

So, the real question wasn’t “how,” but “why.”

“What exactly is your purpose in invading this place?”

‘Had he perhaps noticed the assassination plan?’

Or, was he waiting for the moment when Eligos’ subordinates were absent, intending to kill him, the most zealous supporter of the Demon King Gettya’s resurrection?

Eligos quickly ran through scenarios in his mind.

Various hypotheses flashed through his mind.

However, what came from Riyan’s mouth was completely unexpected.

“Come to think of it, I’m feeling a bit wronged.”

The new professor’s golden eyes shone brightly.

Riyan slowly approached him and spoke.

“Why should I, who did nothing wrong, have to suffer stress? The source of the problem is you guys, right? If I just kill you all, I wouldn’t have to worry about it at all, would I?”

He was shamelessly portraying himself as an innocent victim, even though he was the one who had started the fight.

However, Eligos couldn’t be surprised by this shamelessness.

Something else had already thrown him off.

…Has my senses dulled?

The professor’s face had slightly flushed, but that wasn’t the issue. 

What bothered him was the amount of magic he was sensing from Riyan.

‘This is like the magic level of a 13-year-old girl…? His muscles are just at the level of an ordinary person who works out, too.’

It was ridiculously weak.

The gap between this reality and the Riyan he had read about was enormous.

To test if this was real, Eligos decided to take action.

“I see that now you’ve figured it out?”

There was no sign of agitation in Riyan’s eyes.

Riyan smiled playfully and declared, “This is my absolute restraint domain, ‘Bluffing.’”

It was a third-tier unique technique he had devised long ago.

“I’m just using it on you,” said the professor.

“When you handicap yourself, it imposes the same restriction on your opponent. Since I’ve given up on magic, you can’t use magic either. Isn’t it fair?”

The reason his magic seemed so weak was because he had restricted it himself.

It was a barrier he had created to make sparring easier, to regulate his power.

It was the perfect domain for playing around with you.

Given Riyan’s usual behavior and abilities, this seemed entirely plausible. 

Eligos believed Riyan’s declaration to be true…

However, that was not the case.

‘What kind of fool would believe the enemy’s words at face value?’

He couldn’t sense any trace of a barrier.

The only concrete fact was that he couldn’t feel any proper magic from Riyan, and that something about him was off.

Perhaps Riyan was just bluffing. 

Maybe he was pretending to have created a barrier.

Eligos had always worked diligently.

He had never been careless when it came to gathering information.

He had once heard a rumor that Professor Riyan had suffered aftereffects from firing meteors too many times.

This should have been an enemy that could be easily taken down.

He wouldn’t recklessly strain his own body.

Eligos had been sure that this was most likely false information.

But now, the situation strangely matched the rumor.

The demon quickly decided to test it.

0.02 seconds to construct a spell.

He tried to directly contradict Riyan’s statement.

Eligos fired a fireball.

However, for some reason, the magic didn’t activate.

For a moment, Eligos was startled but didn’t give up.

‘Could Riyan be pulling some trick?’

He focused all his attention on the professor’s every move.

He built the spell faster than before, with all his might.

But still, the magic didn’t activate.

There was no sign of anything suspicious in Riyan’s actions either.

The only conclusion all of this pointed to was clear.

This… was really a barrier.

In less than 0.001 seconds, Eligos’ spell structure was fully undone, and the core components were warped.

And it was done so secretly that Eligos didn’t even notice?

That wasn’t human.

Even Gettya-sama couldn’t do such a thing.

There was no way this was just a bluff.

No matter how much he thought about it, the restraint domain theory made the most sense.

It was unfortunate that the aftereffect hypothesis was wrong…

‘But, this situation isn’t so bad.’

A domain that imposes restrictions on both himself and his opponent.

By forbidding himself from using magic, Riyan had also prevented Eligos from using magic.

But, Eligos was better at hand-to-hand combat than magic, so this actually worked out in his favor.

He prepared to charge in and close the distance.

Without hesitation, the demon put a slight strain on his legs…

Then, a loud explosion rang out from inside his leg.

Eligos’ face turned to one of shock.

He wasn’t surprised by the explosion’s power.

What shocked him was that this wasn’t magic cast by Riyan.

Riyan had actually protected him, preventing him from dying.

It was impossible to steal his internal magical circuits and overload them while casting a protective spell at the same time.

This was a penalty for violating the barrier’s rules.

Clearly, he hadn’t used any magic.

‘He must have followed the rules, so why had the barrier imposed a penalty?’

At that moment, as the demon was still bewildered by those thoughts, “There’s a limit to self-consciousness, you know. Did you really think we were on equal footing?”

Contempt gleamed in Riyan’s golden eyes.

If he died now, it would spoil the fun, and that would be troublesome for me.

Riyan made a face, clearly disgusted, and said, “The weight of me giving up magic and you giving up magic can’t possibly be the same.”

The demon’s mind went blank at those words.

His understanding of the situation had been wrong. 

Riyan hadn’t given up on magic because he couldn’t use it.

Riyan’s own strength was the true restriction.

The weight of the restriction he imposed on himself was the same as the one imposed on his opponent.

As Riyan weakened himself, the demon also weakened.

If he tried to use more power, the barrier would impose sanctions.

The explosion from even the smallest of movements.

And just now, Riyan had cast a protective spell.

He had kept him alive because he wasn’t finished playing with him yet.

If Riyan tried to regain his true strength, he would die.

In other words…

He could only exert the strength of a five-year-old girl.

On the other hand, his opponent was a healthy adult male.


Therefore, what was going to happen was nothing but one-sided violence.

It was simply a sadistic act of tormenting the opponent.

The demon’s neck broke out in a cold sweat as he realized this.

Riyan, grinning like a true devil, declared, “Let’s see how you fare in a fair fight.”
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Today, someone died at Huangli Academy.

That someone was none other than the weak version of myself from yesterday.

The potion of courage. 

Or rather, vodka. 

I drank nineteen bottles of it and it wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say I was reborn.

I systematically organized my thoughts.

‘Where is my stress coming from?’

‘It’s from the demon!’

Therefore, the source of the problem must be destroyed!

Once I decided on my course of action, I moved quickly.

Finding prey was simple.

The one trying to hide themselves meticulously was the perfect target for me. 

If they use a spell to erase evidence, there will always be traces left from the spell itself.

The spell meant to erase traces ends up leaving traces.

It’s an ironically strange situation, but there’s nothing to be done.

Seventeen years ago, the ultra-efficient evidence-erasure spell spread across the world.

The one who created and spread it was a young, arrogant wizard. 

That despicable child left a backdoor in his spell, an odd fact no one could have predicted.

‘Who could have anticipated that?’

The Riyan practical magic — free distribution, with a large virus included.

Even when I lived as a fixer in the slums, this was a huge help, and it’s still paying off well now.

Following the traces, I reached the demon’s lair.

Security spells were all over the place, but this was the easiest part.

I analyzed the core elements of the spells and reverse-engineered them.

No matter how advanced the spell, I’m confident I can unravel it.

Of course, as always, the issue was the amount of magical energy.

But since the traps didn’t attack me right away, I had plenty of time.

I spent time carefully.

And so, I devised the most efficient reverse-engineering formula.

With just thirty minutes, I could improve the efficiency by more than twenty times.

Using only enough magic to cast a simple lighting spell, I disabled all the security measures.

All that was left was to walk through calmly.

The demon’s presence grows closer.

The demon, gazing into a strange crystal ball.

“You’re going to kill me, aren’t you?”

Hearing such words, I wasn’t about to let it slide.

I had to respond to such a declaration of war.

Of course, I had no power to defeat him.

I lacked the strength, ‘but what does that matter?’

It’s all about intimidation.

I put on a domineering, arrogant attitude.

And then, I set the stage where I could win.

I created a domain that didn’t even exist.

I dismantled the spell instantly, erasing all the demon’s doubts.

I fabricated a non-existent penalty and imposed restrictions.

The most important thing was to never lose my composure.

So, I deliberately used a protective spell.

“You broke the rules, so you should die, but I’m sparing your life to toy with you.”

I left the impression that I was the one in charge.

And so, the demon hesitated, wary of the non-existent barrier.

Chains formed out of illusionary fantasy bound him.

Of course, this still didn’t solve the problem.

The highest-level magic I could use was intermediate-level.

It was impossible for me to surpass the demon’s durability.

I had no means to kill him.

I had ensured he couldn’t use his powers, but I couldn’t cut off his life.

On the contrary, if he realized the deception, I would die.

If he decided to self-destruct, I would die.

A delicate balancing act where one wrong move would cost me my life.

But it wasn’t such a big problem.

After all, I’m a wizard.

As I explained to a student once, magic is language.

A wizard is someone who deceives the world with their words.

What I had to do was always the same.

It was time to toy with my opponent through deception and lies.

‘Had I ever felt this powerless before?’

Clearly, my hateful enemy was right in front of me.

The one who threatened Lord Gettya, the one I must eliminate.

‘Right now, I should crush that skull…’

Summoning the unique domain, the Scapula, was impossible.

The effect of the domain was strangely absolute.

A magic exclusive to demons, using souls. 

Its activation was also firmly blocked, rendering it unusable.

The fact that my greatest weapon was sealed was painful enough.

I couldn’t even properly throw a punch at my opponent.

One tiny misstep, and I would die.

I was so frustrated that even my clenched fist, by reflex, made me nervous.

What if I squeeze my fist too tightly and accidentally break the limits of my domain, causing an explosion?

Even the punch I barely managed to throw was like a cotton-wrapped hammer.

“Is this all you’ve got? Why don’t you try harder?”

Naturally, the demon’s face twisted with disdain.

Riyan had given up only on magic.

Surely, he still had talent with swordsmanship, but he wasn’t using it. 

He didn’t even draw the sword at his waist and instead yawned, doing nothing.

‘Damn it… does he really think I’m just a toy?!’

***

Eligos still had his pride.

Being so blatantly ignored naturally made him angry.

The golden eyes scanned me, an intellect beyond comprehension.

Just by observing his expression once, ‘did I understand what he was thinking?’

It seemed like that was what he wanted, so I would grant it.

Riyan spoke with a deliberate smirk.

“Additional restriction. For this fight, I will seal the principles of my lifelong unarmed combat and swordsmanship.”

With those words, a shimmering barrier appeared.

‘How profound must the runes in that barrier be?’

I couldn’t fathom the structure of the barrier that just activated.

I even wondered if it was just a bizarre pattern with no real meaning.

While the high-level nature of the barrier was certainly surprising, I couldn’t appreciate the craftsmanship due to the author’s blatant malice.

‘So, because you complained that I wasn’t using my sword, you’re going to add a restriction to prevent me from using it?’

‘What good does that do?’

He wasn’t showing mercy at all, even though it appeared so.

After all, the restrictions on me are equivalent to the ones he imposed. 

‘Nothing is changing, is it?’

It’s just a mockery.

He’s saying he granted my wish, but can’t even defeat me?

Naturally, the demon’s teeth ground together in frustration.

Eligos gritted his teeth…

‘…Wait a minute.’

Then, something important dawned on me.

It was clearly meaningless mockery.

Purely a malicious act to toy with me.

But… this could definitely be used.

‘I’ve roughly figured it out. How this domain works.’

That professor foolishly demonstrated it.

“Additional restriction,” he said, imposing a penalty on himself.

Then, a restriction of equal strength would be applied to the opponent.

That was the principle of this barrier.

Thanks to the demon’s carelessness, I now understood how it worked.

At this moment, it was clear what I had to do.

“Additional restriction…”

I clenched my teeth tightly.

I steeled my resolve.

Crack, crack.

The sound of bone snapping filled the air.

The demon tore off his own right arm.

The overwhelming pain surged through him.

Yet, all that appeared on his face was a smile.

If he could still smile, that would have been the truly strange thing.

‘Riyan, you are indeed strong.’

Such a genius had given up on magic and swordsmanship.

Of course, an enormous restriction had to be placed on him.

But Riyan had underestimated him.

Additional restriction. 

For this fight, I will seal the principles of my lifelong unarmed combat and swordsmanship.

The key here was “for this fight.”

Riyan’s restriction was efficient, but at the same time, it was light.

It wasn’t a permanent restriction.

Once this fight ended, everything would return to normal.

The weight of the restriction wasn’t as heavy as expected.

So, what needed to be done here was a permanent injury.

The demon’s arm was definitely torn off.

His body was made of soul, so losing a significant portion of his strength was the equivalent of losing 20% of his power.

With such a penalty, the weight should have been sufficient.

Now, the one who was bound by the restriction should be Riyan.

That was how it should have been…

But for some reason, Riyan’s condition didn’t change at all.

The restraints around him remained just the same.

Even when he tried to exert strength, his magical circuits overheated.

Despite placing the weight of a permanent physical injury on the scales, that damn scale didn’t show any sign of moving.

Sweat trickled down the demon’s back.

An ominous hypothesis flashed through Eligos’s mind.

‘What if…’

‘What if, just maybe…’

‘If Riyan’s brief moment of relinquishing power is a heavier restriction than losing his arm forever, If the professor’s one moment is more valuable than his entire lifetime, If such an overwhelming gap exists, Then, what am I supposed to do?’

Fear consumed him.

He lost his composure and denied this reality.

It’s just that the price is a little too low.

Once that’s fixed, there won’t be any problem.

If one arm isn’t enough, I’ll tear off a leg.

If one leg isn’t enough, I’ll tear off the other.

A scream escapes.

But it’s not a scream from pain.

The fear surpassed the agony of his limbs being torn apart.

Before the demon, now covered in blood…

“This is interesting. You have more potential than I thought.”

Endlessly arrogant and noble.

The golden eyes looked down at the demon.

A smile played at the corner of his lips.


Once, a creature like this could have been easily stomped out.

It was the playful gaze of someone watching the struggle of an insignificant insect.

In other words, the gaze of the Creator.

The God looked at Eligos and asked, “Would you like to make a contract with me?”



 
  
    Chapter 65: The Warmth of a Person, Demons, and a Terrible Natural Disaster Part 5


“Are you not interested in making a contract with me?”

It was a sudden question.

The unexpected proposal caused Eligos’ face to flush with embarrassment, but he quickly returned to his usual expression.

Of course, he did feel overwhelmed by the monster in front of him.

One arm and two legs.

Even though he had used those limbs to impose restraints, the situation was no different from before. 

That sight was an eerie spectacle that would strike fear even in a demon.

However, making a contract was a different matter.

Even if the opponent was someone they could never hope to match in strength, this unwavering loyalty could not be broken.

“Just kill me already. It would be better to die at your hands than betray my master and join you.”

It was hard to even look at the face before him due to the overwhelming pressure.

Summoning every last ounce of strength, Eligos barely managed to look at Riyan, delivering a firm refusal.

He had kept his loyalty, but what awaited him was nothing but a grim end.

That was why Eligos squeezed his eyes shut…

But for some reason, the attack did not come. 

There was no decapitation, no stab to his vital organs, and no angry shouting of “How dare you refuse my offer?”—an eerie stillness.

Riyan spoke, as if he were very puzzled.

“I’ve always wondered. Why do you think I’m going to sabotage your plans?”

He said this with an unapologetic tone after wreaking havoc.

But Riyan’s expression was strangely serious.

‘I’m not really your enemy.’

To prove this, Riyan spoke to him.

“If you don’t trust me, I’ll show you proof. Give me your hand. Let’s make a minor contract. If what I say next is a lie, feel free to take my soul.”

Eligos’ left hand remained, and without hesitation, Riyan took it and sealed the contract.

It was a strange proposal: if his words turned out to be lies, he would offer his soul in return.

Riyan’s words were more baffling than the strange act itself.

“I believe, more than anyone else, in His resurrection.”

The contract was sealed.

And the certainty reflected in his eyes was clear.

***

“Lord Gettya will rise again someday and bring about the destruction of the world. No matter what I do, it won’t change. This world is simply meant to end that way.”

Everything seemed to prove it.

Riyan’s words were true.

The new professor had no intention of sabotaging their plans. 

From the start, he was certain that the resurrection of their master was inevitable.

No violations.

The temporary contract vanished as soon as the judgment was made.

The professor, having proven his innocence, spoke to him.

“I’ve killed quite a few demons, but I never had any ill intentions. You were the ones who tried to kill me first, so I had no choice.”

He was merely defending himself.

He had no desire to be hostile towards them.

After all, if the Demon King was destined to descend, ‘why would he want to fight against demons?’

“In fact, I was hoping for cooperation. Once Lord Gettya rises, humanity will perish. So, wouldn’t it be better to secure my life early on?”

That was certainly a reasonable argument.

‘Had Riyan seen the future through magic?’ He was convinced the resurrection of their master was inevitable.

The return of absolute evil.

Even he would not be able to escape death.

That was why he would betray humanity and align with the demons.

Nothing in this world was more valuable than his life.

“You’re quite sharp. To figure out the barrier so quickly and use it, I’ve decided you’re capable of handling negotiations.”

What he offered was his life.

He would save Eligos, who was on the brink of death, in exchange for cooperation.

The demons’ animosity towards him was beyond imagination, so Eligos would be responsible for forging an alliance, acting as the mediator.

Eligos would help Riyan fully join the demons, minimizing any friction.

Riyan would be granted the right to enter the new world created by Lord Gettya.

A mutually beneficial proposal.

There was no way this wasn’t something Eligos should accept. 

Even if his survival wasn’t on the line, the professor was clearly an extraordinary power. 

He would certainly prove to be a tremendous asset.

A contract written in magical symbols in the air.

The contract was presented to Eligos.

For some reason, there was a feeling of unease.

It seemed like he was missing something.

A strange intuition made the demon hesitate for a moment, but…

There was no reason to hesitate, not when the situation was like this.

After all…

“A strong opponent like that would never need to use tricks.”

The demon, now completely unconscious and dazed, was looked down upon by Riyan, who spoke the fatal mistake aloud.

This is why it’s important to assert dominance first. 

An opponent who is already intimidated is easier to manipulate.

He was vastly inferior to this demon.

The demon could kill him at any moment, if it so chose.

An opportunity granted by a capricious powerful being should never be wasted.

At this point, the demon had already been defeated.

‘That was a trick I prepared with great care. But I couldn’t even use it.’

When a contract is written in a complicated manner, people usually become suspicious and scramble to find hidden poisonous clauses.

Somewhere, a trap must be hidden.

They need to find the cleverly concealed trap.

If the opponent points out the trap, Riyan would make a regretful expression and present the revised contract.

“But the real trap is the contract itself.”

It’s easy to expect unfavorable terms, but it’s impossible to anticipate that the entire document is fake.

The elaborate illusion magic I devised.

The letters visible to others were different from the actual ones.

This was just a regular slave contract.

A contract that bound everything of the demon to me.

I had just obtained the demon’s rights.

Now, the next step was clear.

I pieced together various scrolls found in the demon’s hideout to create the necessary magic.

First aid was administered before the demon died.

I had to hide it, since I wasn’t sure how the Holy Kingdom would respond if I were openly associated with demons, so I miniaturized it and kept it hidden for a while.

The demon was placed in an empty vodka bottle.

I had planned to dispose of it quietly to avoid attracting attention, but there was no need for any further concealment.

The demon’s blue blood was spilled out.

Its limbs were torn off, and its heart was stabbed and turned to dust.

That was the only way to describe the scene.

With this, the demon’s death was confirmed.

Now, I could use it however I pleased.

There was a small flaw, but it could be used as a combatant, for extracting information, or for research.

It was a major harvest, one that I hadn’t experienced in a long time.

Feeling joyful, I was about to return to my lodging…

“I’m really exhausted.”

The accumulated fatigue hit me all at once.

Even potions of courage have their limits. 

I had been walking a thin line between life and death, and there was no way my stamina wasn’t depleted. 

Sleepiness overcame me, and my eyelids grew heavy.

Well, a short nap would do me good.

Despite the circumstances, I wasn’t going to fuss about trivial matters.

I sat down nearby and closed my eyes.

***

It took less than five seconds for me to lose consciousness.

My head is pounding like crazy.

My stomach feels like it’s going to empty its contents any moment now.

It should have been a refreshing wake-up, but there’s no sign of refreshment whatsoever. 

I tried to sleep a little longer, but it was impossible.

Click, click, the sound of camera flashes.

The murmurs from the crowd surrounding me.

I pinch my cheek, trying to snap myself out of the strange situation.

…It hurts.

What lies in front of me is the undeniable reality.

For some reason, the room is covered in blood.

And I’m drenched in that same blood.

The reporters are throwing questions at me.

“How did you manage to defeat such a powerful demon without a scratch? Is it true that you were on the verge of death?”

“Is the fact that you casually slept in this situation a sign of your confidence? Does it mean that even a demon like that is so trivial to you that it made you fall asleep out of boredom…”

Dizziness takes over as the situation becomes overwhelming.

I screamed, ‘asking what in the world I was saying and what exactly was going on, but, just as always, no one believed me.’

Naturally, frustration builds up.

With my previous experiences, it wasn’t difficult to guess what had happened.

I was stumbling around, drunk.

Then, some terrible misfortune struck me again.

A sudden disaster of some kind.

Whether it was lightning from the sky or some fatal disease, the demon died all on its own, uncontrollably.

I, the one who was just minding my own business, would, unfortunately, be blamed for it.

Tears well up in my eyes from the overwhelming injustice.


I lamented my situation with the most pitiful expression I could muster.

‘This is honestly absurd…’

The thought that I killed the demon all by myself.

This kind of slander was beyond belief.



 
  
    Chapter 66: The Old Fogey, the Request for a Change of Destination, and the Worst Trip Part 1


“Let me go! Right now!”

The demon shouts at me, filled with murderous intent.

I can feel my teeth clenching in pure vengeance.

My fists shake, tight with anger.

Threats and all sorts of menacing words spill from its mouth.

It’s a situation where anyone would be scared and fall.

But I casually ignore the demon’s words.

It’s not that I’m strong-hearted.

It’s because that demon was trapped inside a vodka bottle.

***

When I finally returned to the staff dormitory, I found the little demon in my pocket for some reason.

It was so small, it could easily fit inside a toy capsule, or maybe even a stationery capsule.

“Where do you think you’re going with this!?”

‘How could I be scared of that?’

‘In fact, I almost felt sorry for it.’

After all, when I was drunk, I must have done something that ended up with my homemade pancakes in that bottle, dirtying the demon’s body.

‘Did I overeat while sealing it?’

Even though I must have been feeling nauseous, the sealing had been surprisingly flawless. 

The liquid that accidentally slipped in turned out to be harder to remove than I’d expected.

It would take at least a few weeks to undo the temporary seal and create a proper binding.

That demon would probably be stuck there for a while.

Thinking about it made me feel a little sorry for it, but…

“An even worse scoundrel than a demon! Don’t you have any pride? Even the most wicked among my people would be left speechless by your vileness!”

That feeling of pity quickly disappeared.

There’s a limit to slander.

‘Who would believe such nonsense?’

‘A fraud without laws?’

‘Me? Trying to cheat that demon?’

Even going to confront it and act bold?

‘You’re really hopeless.’

Maybe the demon had been stalked by its own guards, or perhaps some internal conflict had caused it to nearly die.

I had stumbled upon it while it was dying and had tried to capture it, thinking it might be useful later.

Of course, my unfortunate discovery of it led to a misunderstanding, and I ended up with an absurd accusation.

That’s probably the real story behind this incident.

Yet here I am, being shamelessly criticized by that Eligos bastard.

‘Forget about using it as a soldier after modification.’

I had planned to use the extra budget to replace its limbs with more fitting ones and summon it as a familiar.

But if it’s willing to throw away its own dignity, I guess there’s no stopping it.

Forget about its personality. 

I’d make full use of it, after all.

Having made up my mind, I tossed the demon into the pile of dirty dishes. 

It flew through the air in a perfect arc and landed with a splash.

I left the demon there and set about preparing for a reflection session.

This was, in fact, a more serious issue than how the demon was being treated.

Dealing with the beasts of the beastfolk had already been enough of a hassle, and now I had to deal with the demon too.

My success in subduing a demon had definitely raised the difficulty of getting fired.

‘What had gone wrong?’

‘What had happened for things to spiral out of control like this?’

‘While the answer to that might be that the world just hates me for no reason, I do share some responsibility.’

‘My mindset was completely wrong from the start.’

‘Excess is no better than deficiency.’

‘Too much of something won’t be better than not enough.’

‘I’ve definitely been overacting.’

If you look at the incident with the cotton-picker, you can see what I mean.

If I’d just frowned or subtly showed disdain, things would have gone smoother.

I’d become blinded by the desire to get fired quickly.

The need to get fired in one go led to my exaggerated actions, and in the end, that ruined everything.

Anyone could tell my behavior was awkward. 

Of course, they would suspect there was some hidden agenda behind it.

‘So this time, I’ll just play the ordinary villain.’

‘This time, I’ll go for something more moderate.’

Not acting like a madman or a criminal.

I’ll be the everyday villain people face in their lives.

Those annoying humans that exist everywhere.

By playing that role, I’ll naturally build up disdain.

Luckily, a perfect opportunity came.

Moreover, I didn’t even need to create a new character.


	“I’ll give you one piece of advice. Don’t use that Axle Pansion or whatever it’s called. Don’t just leave everything to the computer, because if it makes a mistake, who will be responsible?”



The superior said this to me with a serious face.

The target for my acting had already been decided.

I tie a red tie around my neck.

I walk confidently toward the workplace.

Today, I will become the most disliked villain.

***

The A-class of the Huangli Academy was noisier than usual today.

But this wasn’t anything strange. 

All classes were in chaos today.

After all, today was the day for the school trip!

And the destination? Phantasma Island.

A paradise on earth.

The undisputed best resort of the empire.

From the white sandy beaches to the shimmering sea of stars.

Recently, they’d even found cute cats flying around, emitting rainbows.

The festival tomorrow was the biggest ever held.

“If you don’t go, you’d be missing half of your life.”

‘How could anyone resist?’

Everyone was full of excitement, eagerly anticipating the trip.

Just as the mood reached its peak…

Someone suddenly swung open the front door with a forceful shove.

The professor with white hair stood in front of the class and declared:

“We’re not going to a resort, we’re going to visit a cultural heritage site!”

The class had been preparing to go to the festival destination, but someone had barged in, requesting a change of plans.

Naturally, everyone’s face turned to shock.

However, the professor didn’t care about the reactions at all.

“We specifically asked Si-jo-ryong to change our class’s travel destination. There’s no need to thank me.”

Professor Riyan continued in his usual manner, completely unfazed.

Of course, everyone respected him.

They respected him, but no one could understand what he was doing.

We were supposed to go to Prisma Island, where we could ride cats that shoot rainbows and fly across the night sky. 

‘Who would ever pass up on that?’

“If we missed this opportunity, we’d regret it for the rest of our lives.”

“But now, out of the blue, he was saying we were going to visit some old, boring ruins?”

And when they saw the map Riyan handed out, the students’ faces turned even more confused than before.

Sure, it was a famous tourist destination.

It was a historically rich and meaningful site.

But it was right next to the academy.

We could walk there in about ten minutes.

We had all seen this ruin dozens of times before.

While all the other students were off enjoying the festival, our class would be stuck in a nearby park, staring at some buildings.

‘What student would be happy about this?’

The classroom grew noisy.

 Of course, everyone still trusted Professor Riyan. 

They figured he must have some deep, profound reason for this decision.

“I don’t understand why the field trip destination was chosen,” someone muttered. “Why would we go there? We could be having fun at the festival, enjoying the flying cats with rainbows.”

And Riyan’s answer immediately silenced them all.

“Why did I choose this place? What’s more interesting, the flying rainbow cats, or the traditions of our people? It’s obvious.”

That response left everyone speechless.

Professor Riyan was certainly a remarkable person.

He was an intellectual who understood that the imperial nation’s history held more value than cute animals or festivals.

That attitude was admirable.

But still…

“I wanted to go to the festival.”

“Forget tradition; I just wanted to enjoy the celebration.”

“I knew that if I missed this opportunity, I’d regret it forever.”

The radicals, including the Saintess, were the first to agree with him, eager to follow whatever Riyan said.

But it wasn’t just the radicals.

There were students with troubled expressions on their faces.

They weren’t opposed to the professor’s wishes, but they clearly thought this was a bit much.

Seeing this, Ciel took the lead.

“Why don’t we vote anonymously and see what everyone thinks? We should decide the field trip location based on the majority’s opinion.”

This way, everyone could voice their opinion comfortably.

No matter the result, Professor Riyan would certainly accept whatever decision the majority made.

Ciel was sure of that.

But then, Riyan’s face turned dark.

He clearly looked displeased.

With a sharp voice, he spoke.

“If I say we’re going, then we’re going. Why is everyone asking so many questions?”

“The students these days… They didn’t understand the beauty of tradition. They didn’t understand how to respect their elders.”

Professor Riyan grumbled, clearly irritated, his gaze full of annoyance.


“Just shut up and follow me. Let’s go experience the spirit and soul of our people.”

Those words were so strange that everyone was left in stunned silence.

We had no choice but to follow him with confused expressions on our faces.

And that was when the destination for our field trip was decided.



 
  
    Chapter 67: The Old Fogey, the Request for a Change of Destination, and the Worst Trip Part 2


The atmosphere had completely sunk into a heavy gloom.

Today was supposed to be the eagerly anticipated school trip day, but somehow, a sorrowful mood that could have been mistaken for a funeral had overtaken the place. 

The reason, however, was quite simple.

A certain new professor’s sabotage.

In other words, it was 100% my fault.

Only now do I realize, Chief.

‘Was all the crap you pulled on me in our past lives just a preparation for this moment?’

I regret wasting time on petty acts like embezzlement and stock manipulation. 

I should have just acted like a typical old-timer and let that be enough to ruin my likability.

“God, this is frustrating. How long have we been walking? Why is everyone dragging their feet and being so lazy? Why aren’t you all moving quickly?”

The declaration felt like a thunderbolt out of a clear sky.

Still, since I had said we should go, the students obediently followed, and yet I ended up getting angry at them.

It was already a situation where I had earned more than enough dislike from them.

But I wasn’t satisfied with just that.

“You, what the hell are you doing?”

I lowered my voice, frowning deeply as I expressed my anger.

My voice was filled with irritation, tightly contained in every word.

The students, who were moving quickly under my instructions, became my targets.

I shouted at those earnest, innocent students.

“Where the hell is your consideration for your elders? You’re young and energetic, but what, are you just going to leave me, a frail old man, behind to suffer and die with my aching legs while you all run ahead?”

I criticized them blindly.

I turned my previous words upside down.

It was an attack that could leave anyone dumbfounded.

“Professor, you told us to hurry up…”

As expected, one of the students muttered this, but even that was part of the plan.

I put on a thick face of indifference and yelled at him.

“You’re talking back to a teacher? This academy’s hierarchy is completely falling apart. How ridiculous. You think you can match me, huh?”

I was in the wrong, but I stubbornly pushed my way through.

I used my age as a shield, my status as a weapon, firing off cheat codes as I buried my own mistakes and relentlessly blamed the others.

This wasn’t just some twenty-something brat.

This was someone who had survived the harsh reality of modern society in South Korea.

‘Wasn’t it a common understanding that people would be shocked by the spread of modern knowledge in another world?’

The kids who had only seen fake craziness like school terrorism.

‘Now, they were facing true madness in the form of me, and how could they not be frightened?’

Everyone was whispering amongst themselves, afraid of my bizarre change.

“You’re… a devil disguised as Professor Riyan!”

Things had escalated to the point where some of them tried to use a dispelling spell on me and even attempted to tear off a mask that wasn’t even there.

One of them was from Class A, and despite being a magic major, the kid had clearly trained his body too.

I’d be lying if I said it didn’t hurt when he pulled at my face, but…

In fact, this was a boon for me.

Like in a martial arts novel, I let out a loud, battle-like yell.

“Are you all completely out of your minds?!”

At this point, the situation was perfectly set up.

It wouldn’t be strange if I exploded in anger.

Unleashing all the resentment I had built up over the years, I immediately launched my attack.

All the absurdities I’d faced as a working adult.

I turned them into a twisted form of “spiritual education” as I tormented these students.

In my past life, I had been quite fortunate compared to now.

The people who had wronged me or hurled severe insults at me had, for some reason, ended up with bad luck—either contracting kidney stones or getting fired due to bad luck.

I had little experience with such things, but the few experiences I did have were enough.

I reenacted them now, subjecting my students to surprise insults and physical punishment.

Their faces, now stained with despair, made it clear that the situation was as bad as it looked.

Of course, there were always outliers.

Some insane ones still refused to withdraw their support for me, but they weren’t much of a problem.

“Seeing that over 80% are negative, this isn’t looking hopeful.”

It was easier to just consider the crazy ones as exceptions.

They were the kind of people for whom common sense didn’t apply.

Those who still had their wits about them were despairing.

Just the fact that the majority viewed my rampage negatively was enough to satisfy me.

Faces that seemed as though they were trapped in a nightmare.

***

A gathering of a few lunatics and students with depressed expressions.

Feeling the grim atmosphere, I smiled brightly.

An outing with a crazy old-timer.

This would surely go down as the worst school trip in the history of the Empire.

Today, I would finally achieve the wish I had been dreaming of.

The life had drained from the children’s eyes.

Their faces now looked like dead fish eyes.

Looking around, Ciel felt a sense of duty.

She had to somehow lift the mood.

This land, where the past sage once lived, was the reason this park had been created—to honor that sage.

The prosperous life we had now was the result of past sacrifices. 

So we came here to be thankful for that.

But all anyone had were complaints and dissatisfaction.

Professor Riyan must have been angry for such noble reasons, but this time, there was really nothing that could be done.

This was the largest festival in history.

If they missed it now, there would be no second chance.

She understood the good intentions, and they were admirable, but it was also a place that could be visited anytime, so it was hard not to feel dissatisfied.

Each person had their own justified reasons.

However, it would be a shame if they let this cause friction or bad feelings between them. 

She definitely didn’t want that.

Since avoiding it wasn’t possible, the best thing was to enjoy it.

With that thought in mind, Ciel eagerly tried to highlight the good points of the park to her friends, trying to lift the atmosphere.

“First of all, the atmosphere is nice, and the scenery is great!”

Suddenly, a downpour hit.

It had to rain only around here, near the park.

The beautiful view was ruined by the dark clouds.

“And there are plenty of things to enjoy, like the experience halls!”

[The experience hall is temporarily closed for maintenance.]

Of course, today was the day the experience hall was undergoing maintenance.

The one thing that had been worth seeing was now closed, and there was nothing left to enjoy.

“It’s a famous tourist spot, too! There are a lot of food stalls nearby.”

[Closed for one week.]

[Temporarily closed for family trips.]

[Closed due to a visit to Prisma Island.]

It was supposed to be the so-called “paradise on earth,” and yet not a single shop was open.

There were no food stalls, no restaurants—everything was closed, leaving them to suffer through hunger.

“Well, it’s a meaningful place. If we focus on honoring the hero who passed away, it’s still a worthwhile…”

A student with an interest in history interrupted.

The sage wasn’t really someone who deserved to be honored.

His abilities were certainly impressive, but his character was garbage.

He was the kind of person who lived only for himself and couldn’t tolerate even the slightest personal loss.

He had less character and skill than Professor Riyan. 

‘How could we possibly honor someone like him, let alone respect him?’

Even the fanatical sects, including the saint, agreed with this.

Everyone hated being here.

They thought it was a pointless waste of time.

They were only here because Professor Riyan wanted them to be.

Everyone’s opinions aligned perfectly.

Ciel paused for a moment before changing course.

Professor Riyan was acting strangely today.

But no matter what, he was still a professor who cared for his students more than anyone else.

If he explained things respectfully, surely he would understand how the students felt.

With this conclusion in mind, Ciel took the lead.

He tried to present himself in a formal manner and pleaded with Professor Riyan, but all he received was a cold, unfeeling response.

His eyes were filled with not just anger, but disgust.

The warm professor they knew had turned into someone completely unrecognizable.

“When I give an order, you follow it. Do you not even understand that basic fact?!”

When I give an order, you shut up and follow it.

The words went beyond treating them as subordinates—they made them feel like mere tools.

Professor Riyan slammed his fist down as he spoke.

Naturally, everyone’s face was filled with shock.

No one could understand this sudden change in their once-kind professor, but that wasn’t the strangest thing.

The truly bizarre sight was unfolding before their eyes.

The statue honoring the sage.

As Professor Riyan slammed his fist down, there was a clicking sound.

A hidden trigger was pressed.


With a huge rumble, the floor began to shift.

Before long, a hidden passage leading underground was revealed.

So, it seemed…

They had discovered a hidden ruin.



 
  
    Chapter 68: The Old Fogey, the Request for a Change of Destination, and the Worst Trip Part 3


The Irritating Nagging and the Warm Advice.

The two were actually not much different, separated by only a thin sheet of paper.

What truly mattered was sincerity in the end.

In other words, it was the thick stack of cash.

No matter how much nagging made me angry, if I ended up with a thick stack of cash in my hand at the end, I would realize, “Ah, this person really cares about me.”

That sincerity would be conveyed.

“This is all for you.”

“They gave this advice because they care about me and want me to do well.”

That realization would dawn on me.

The power of cash alone was enough.

‘But what if it wasn’t just cash, but something even more valuable?’

‘For example, what about an exploration permit for an ancient ruin?’

An opportunity that couldn’t even be converted into money.

If someone casually handed that over, the reaction would obviously exceed imagination.

So, well… this was really an unavoidable situation.

***

“…So, this had to happen today, huh? This is the only moment when we could secretly explore this place while everyone is distracted with the Prisma Island.”

The student spoke as if realizing something.

“Professor, you had prepared the perfect plan. And we… we didn’t believe you, and just kept complaining…”

“We insulted them. But they endured all the external criticisms, all for us. For those ungrateful people…”

The students’ eyes were now filled with regret, despair, and obsession.

This was the pitiful state I found myself in now.

Normally, I would have felt down, but for some reason, I didn’t feel any of that familiar melancholy.

Instead, all that came to mind was contemplation.

‘This situation could be solved very simply.’

I just had to keep pushing the dislikeable persona.

That alone could send the public opinion into a tailspin.

I could just berate everyone, saying, “What nonsense are you talking about?”

“This is my discovery, and I have no intention of sharing this valuable opportunity with you.”

“I brought you along just to use you.”

“You’re beneath me, so just follow my orders. While I enjoy the treasure, you can play the role of guarding the entrance to keep away the wolves.”

“If anyone tries to interfere with my monopoly, use force.”

That’s all it would take to solve everything.

The students would surely be disappointed by my petty and inhumane actions and would strongly condemn me.

But even then, the reason I was hesitating was simple.

‘This… somehow, it feels like I have to go in.’

Beyond the secret passage was a massive door.

[For someone who will come eventually.]

The inscription above the door read that.

There was also a strange crystal orb stored in front of the passage.

Everything about this place seemed suspicious.

The crystal orb was the key to something, a way to open this massive door and unlock the ruin, but right now, that wasn’t important.

What mattered was the writing – it was Korean.

After nearly 20 years, I was seeing these familiar characters again.

‘There are two possible scenarios I can consider.’

Either an ancient sage, who died centuries ago, was someone like me who lived in Korea and then reincarnated or possessed their way into becoming an outsider here.

Or, this was just a character from the original novel, someone who was simply possessed.

In either case, it didn’t matter much.

If this ruin was related to a major character in the main story, I had no choice but to enter.

There was no other option.

‘The problem is that I’ll need their help.’

I’m incredibly weak against physical traps.

I have no magic powers, so if any creatures attack, my life would be over.

I really needed the students’ help.

Having made my decision, I sighed and called them over.

And thus, the exploration began.

But it wasn’t long before we hit a dead end.

‘What’s up with this crystal orb?’

With the help of the saint, we broke the storage case open.

No matter how hard I looked at the crystal orb, I couldn’t find anything.

There was no hidden spell or magic that I could sense.

It just felt like an ordinary glass orb.

‘But there’s no way an ordinary glass orb would be placed here.’

I thought for a moment and then…

“Ciel, try putting your hand on it.”

I suggested.

The girl, who seemed to be the protagonist of this world.

Since this was a world based on a novel, all the events were bound to revolve around him.

Maybe something would happen if he interacted with it.

At worst, I’d lose nothing.

I tossed the crystal orb lightly toward Ciel.

The girl lost consciousness immediately after.

Dazed and Disoriented

Consciousness drifted aimlessly.

In this state, Ciel was awakened by a voice—an incredibly familiar one.

A voice that couldn’t be anything other than familiar.

“Nice to meet you… should I say? The version of me from the second playthrough.”

She had a face similar to mine.

But she was slightly older, covered in scars.

What surrounded us was a red sky and a desolate land.

In a world that seemed to have already been destroyed, Ciel smiled bitterly at his without even dressing as a man.

“You look surprised. I understand. But you’ll realize soon enough. You’re me, after all. The pain you endured… I, of all people, can fully understand it.”

“You must have had a hard time, right? It must have been unbearably painful.”

“At the opening ceremony, when the terrorist attack occurred, it was supposed to be a day of joy. The professors succeeded in stopping the monster, but they didn’t expect a traitor among their own colleagues.”

“On that day, Professor Scott died.”

“That professor, who had his magic drained by the spy, burned his own life to save a student.”

“Thanks to him, many children survived, but… the sight of the sword-wielding man, who had promised his wife to live happily for both of them, crying because he couldn’t keep his promise… Who could say that was fortunate?”

“The opening ceremony was dreadful. But cruelly, that wasn’t where the misfortune ended.”

“A large-scale terrorist attack followed. An attack using science, not magic.”

“No one could have predicted it.”

“On that day, countless people died meaningless deaths.”

“Without leaving a word for their families, without fulfilling a single dream in their lives, many budding lives were cut short. Of course, you were lucky enough to be absent that day.”

“But you couldn’t be happy just for surviving.”

“The survivors glared at you.”

“Their eyes told you that it should have been your child who survived instead.”

“If it had ended there, it would have been bearable.”

“But one of the children’s fathers couldn’t stop his tears.”

“He realized how ugly his thoughts had been. He realized how broken he had become.”

“I have to live forever with my mind shattered.”

“After losing the child who was the center of his world, he could only live in agony, cursed to live with that emptiness for the rest of his life.”

“Countless others took their own lives.”

“That was the beginning of the fall of the empire.”

“The tyrannical rule of the completely mad emperor began.”

“Driven to the limits, the beastmen finally made a pact with demons.”

“They couldn’t just let the world be consumed.”

“Reluctantly, you had to kill the beastmen with your own hands.”

“The sword didn’t dull.”

“But your mind felt like it could break at any moment.”

“A giant shadow monster, consumed by demons.”

“When you cut it down, a child appeared.”

“A little kid who didn’t even look five years old.”

“The child was in shock, seeing what they had done, saying, ‘I didn’t want this. I just wanted to live like everyone else, normally.'”

And then… the child apologized.

“With tears, the child apologized for being born.”

“The child’s body had no uninjured part.”

“It was covered in bruises, as though it had been pelted with stones.”

“Maybe the ones who threw the stones said something like this to the child.”

“You were a disgusting existence who shouldn’t have been born.”

“The child truly believed that and ended their life.”

“I’ve dreamed of that day for the rest of my life.”

“What went wrong? Why did such terrible things happen?”

“What should I have done back then?”

“Of course, there was no answer to these questions…”

“But now, things are different.”

“I’m here now, for you.”

“I can empathize with your pain and sorrow.”

The being claiming to be the first playthrough version of himself spoke.

Because of what was said, Ciel’s face contorted in confusion.

Perhaps interpreting his expression differently, the being claiming to be the first playthrough version of himself awkwardly smiled.

“I know. Not too long ago, you cut off your emotions and swore to save the world, right?”

“You didn’t need any comfort. You just wanted information, right? I’ll give it to you, for sure.”

In the blink of an eye, his expression changed.

With the most serious face, the person in front of Ciel spoke.

“The Evil-Eater, Riyan. You need to kill him immediately.”

“He seems like a lowly fixer in a slum, but in some ways, he’s a greater threat than the Demon King. His abilities reach the heavens.”

“If you don’t act now, you won’t get another chance to deal with him.”

“Wait, what the hell are you talking about?”

Ciel’s voice was filled with clear hostility.

If there was no hostility, that would have been even stranger.

“That there hasn’t been a single victim from the recent terrorist attacks, that all the discrimination was removed, and that the beastmen were saved. It was all thanks to Professor Riyan!”

“There’s a limit to how much nonsense you can spout.”

“Who would believe such a pathetic lie?”

“Wait a second. What do you mean by that…?”

The fake, flustered person mumbled in confusion.

However, Ciel wasn’t about to listen to them.

Thanks to the professor, the logic of the sword was right in front of them.

Without hesitation, Ciel shattered this illusionary world.

***

Ciel opened her eyes again.

I was about to ask what had happened, but…

Before I could, Ciel suddenly did something strange.

Bang, bang!

The crystal orb was struck repeatedly and shattered.

Soon, the orb turned to powder and scattered away.

The people around were in shock.


In front of them, Ciel, grinding her teeth in anger, spoke.

“This was a trap! And a damn unpleasant one at that!”

…Starting right from the beginning, playing with traps.

It seemed the sage was far more malicious than expected.



 
  
    Chapter 69: Truly terrifying first playthrough story


The blood-red sky that had lost its color.

No longer could any warm sunlight be found.

On the dry and barren land, no trace of life could be felt, and not a single blade of grass had sprouted.

A world that had long since perished.

No one could argue against this assertion.

Of course, efforts had been made to avoid this outcome.

Everyone had struggled and fought with all their might, desperately resisting.

But in the end, those efforts went unrewarded.

The countless sacrifices and struggles of people were crushed under the weight of an enormous fate.

Reality was far too cruel.

The demons were simply overwhelming.

The demons who had thoroughly concealed their identities.

The 7th-ranked Amon had disguised himself as a student at the Huangli Academy.

The 5th-ranked Marbas had already swallowed the royal family and was slowly crumbling the empire.

The behind-the-scenes scheming carried out by the two.

‘But who could have noticed?’

A perfect disguise, impervious to any magic.

To see through such deception, one would have to be a monster with superhuman insight, someone who had lived through eternity.

It was an impossible challenge.

However, the issue wasn’t just the hidden demons.

The Golden Gong, aiming to seize control of the crumbling academy.

The damned black mages who, even as the world was falling apart, still acted recklessly, worsening the situation.

And then there were the beastmen, deceived by demons and turned into monsters, adding to the chaos.

In this situation, the demons attacked.

And in a single decisive moment, the coordinated strike of the demons led to humanity’s swift destruction.

But… not all of humanity was wiped out.

There were two humans still alive in this world.

The only ones left.

“Now, it’s just the swordswoman who has given up on revenge, on hiding her identity, on everything… and that man.”

Her, herself.

In other words, Ciel and a strange man.

They were all that remained of the human race.

It was truly a hopeless situation.

To make matters worse, the other survivor, the man, was in a completely strange state.

”How can a human be this negative?”

Ciel didn’t even know the man’s name or age.

He always wore a mask.

“There’s no need to reveal my identity to anyone. Who knows when someone will stab me in the back?”

His eyes reflected deep suspicion and distrust.

At first, Ciel didn’t think much of it.

Someone who had lived in a slum would naturally develop mistrust of others.

She just passed it off as that.

“Wh-what did you just do?”

“Don’t make a fuss. This is a crude trick. When you’re lacking skill, you resort to cheap methods.”

The mad wizard had created a cannon out of a rubber duck.

A toy that made squeaky sounds.

There was a magic recording spell attached to it.

He had altered the spell, turning it into a bomb powerful enough to wipe out an entire city.

And then, he casually mentioned it.

Ciel thought he might be bragging, but when she looked into his eyes, all she saw was an overwhelming sense of helplessness.

The man truly believed in what he was saying.

‘With such talent and skill, how could he be so pessimistic and gloomy?’

Ciel couldn’t understand it at all.

‘Could it be that the demons were playing with her?’

‘Was she the last human left in the world, and the demons had created this absurd figure just to mock her?’

Sometimes she wondered, but even if it were true, it wouldn’t make a difference.

The world had already ended.

Nothing would change, no matter what happened.

But if that man were real…

If she believed that he was real, maybe she could hold onto some hope.

“I’ll turn it back. Even if it’s meaningless.”

The man had said it.

That he would reverse the flow of time in this world.

And, with it, he would create another chance.

‘Who else but that pessimistic man would say something like that?’

Reversing time was impossible in the first place.

Even if they entered the second playthrough, they couldn’t pass on their memories.

Even if they did, fate could not be defied.

What was happening now was nothing more than a futile self-soothing.

The end was already certain.

But that white-haired man’s talent was real.

Even if reversing time seemed absurd, he would likely accomplish it effortlessly.

That was enough for her.

***

Ciel, acting separately from the man, gathered information.

After much hardship, she found the Sage’s arrangement.

A relic in the shape of a crystal orb that could connect minds, free from the restrictions of time and worlds.

This could definitely help the man.

Thinking this, Ciel rushed to deliver it, only to be betrayed by the Demon King, Riyan.

Her power and soul were stolen, and Riyan, now fully aligned with the demons, began to thrive.

With her last strength, Ciel warned her second playthrough self to kill him, but it was ignored.

Such a thing never happened.

The man, despite his flaws, was a good person.

There was no reason for him to betray her.

Telling her to kill him with the opportunity she had caught was absurd.

[So, there’s only one rat left.]

The demon grins.

Ciel’s body, already dying, struggles to move.

The demon’s hand pierces her heart.

The crystal orb she had desperately obtained was also stolen by the demon.

The demon smiles at the orb.

It seemed like he was plotting something unpleasant.

In the end, all her efforts were meaningless.

That truth was now proven in this very moment, but Ciel didn’t feel tormented.

She had always failed.

Pathetically, she hadn’t been able to save anyone.

At this point, she was too jaded to be discouraged by failure.

Instead of despair, what she felt was regret.

”That man… he’s more fragile than he looks.”

His attitude was always sharp.

He appeared to distrust and guard himself against everyone.

But whenever he saw a dead body on the streets, he always had a sad look in his eyes.

He felt sympathy, even for people he didn’t know.

”I don’t care about anyone else.”

”Nothing is more important than my own life.”

She had always said these words aloud.

But in crucial moments, he would step forward for others.

He was more compassionate than he seemed.

If he ever found out that she had died, he would surely be devastated.

…She had wanted to tell him before she died.

That he was a greater person than he thought.

That she trusted him, and that he should trust himself too.

Thinking this, she felt a deep sense of regret, but…

Well, it probably wouldn’t matter much.

He was who he was.

A person who could always turn the impossible into possible.

She was sure… he would rise again.

He would stand up and do something absurd, as usual.

So, there was no need to worry.

Ciel, in her first playthrough, simply closed her eyes quietly.

The demon clutched his throbbing head.

A headache surged through him.

Memories swirled and mixed together, making his mind dizzy.

The cause of the pain was frustratingly simple.

Some crazy woman had shattered the crystal orb.

Not only had she shattered the world of the mind, cutting off the connection, but she was also crushing the orb itself.

”How did she figure out I was a fake?”

The disguise had been perfect.

He had even referred to the memories of the real Ciel from the first playthrough to imitate her perfectly.

‘So why had he been found out?’

The demon tried to recall but couldn’t.

The shock had left his mind foggy, and his memories were blurred.

It was a golden opportunity to easily deal with Riyan.

He hadn’t been able to doubt the words from his past self, connected through the mysterious crystal orb.

He had planned to deal with Riyan, the demon king, who had been falsely accused.

But he had squandered that chance.

Perhaps it was because of the prophecy.

It seemed like he had some insight into his own disguise.

That was frustrating, but…

”Well, it’s not something to worry about too much.”

The demon truly thought so.

‘Did they think they could win by turning back time?’

‘Could the immense gap be overturned in an instant?’

That was impossible.

Time travel.

Riyan was certainly a frightening opponent, but there was no way he could have cast such a grand spell and still be in perfect condition.

He had only a meager amount of magical power.

A body incapable of mastering even a single martial art.

He would probably lose his current memories too.

‘How could he possibly lose to such an opponent?’

”In the end, we win.”

Riyan, now powerless, was no match for him.

A strategist armed with brilliant tactics.

No one among the demons could defeat him, the most cunning of them all.


Riyan, now weakened, would meet a terrible end.

He would make Riyan regret being born.

The demon, Marbas, smiled wickedly.

…It was a truly terrifying warning.



 
  
    Chapter 70: Must I truly walk on water for you to believe?


“…What should I say?

The atmosphere is truly difficult to interrupt.

‘What kind of trap was it that caused such a reaction?’

No matter how I look at it, the object only looks like a key. 

To hide such a disturbing illusion inside it…

I definitely thought it was a malicious prank, but this seems like an overreaction.

The shattered crystal orb.

I need to gather up even the broken shards and purify them, completely erasing this monstrosity from this world.

Ciel’s earnest appearance as she firmly insisted on this.

When she mentioned it might be an item related to demons, even the Saint’s switch was triggered.

Rather than exploring the situation, all her attention was now on purifying the demon-possessed crystal orb.

Everyone’s eyes were spinning, and it was hard to stop them.

After a brief hesitation, I casually intervened.

“Stay back. If it’s a dangerous object, I’ll handle it.”

Originally, my plan was to just pretend to use magic.

I was thinking of casting an illusionary spell, creating a flashy effect, and then telling them there was nothing to worry about…

But when my hand touched the remnants, my face flushed with surprise.

‘…Huh??

I feel a faint connection.

The presence of someone else possessing the same crystal orb.

This should be a one-of-a-kind item… ‘so who is it connected to?’ I can’t make sense of it, but…

This is the illusion that made Ciel have a seizure.

Whoever it is, they definitely aren’t an ally.

What I had to do in this situation was clear.

Stop the sabotage and move into reprogramming.

I wasn’t trying to pull off anything too elaborate.

It was just a simple matter of adding a single line of code.

‘If I put an infinite loop into an information transmission spell…’

Endlessly pounded information into the mind.

A perfect mental attack.

‘If I just blabber some random words, the information will endlessly repeat, flooding the enemy’s mind, attacking their sanity.’

Without much thought, I mumbled the first thing that came to mind.

[It’s a pity. This game of hide and seek is my win.]

The world was already doomed. 

In the first cycle, Riyan, facing the demon, muttered those words with a disturbing smile.

At the same time, Riyan’s expression twisted.

It was almost there.

Just a little more, and I could have reversed time.

But of course, I was caught at this moment.

Since it had been proven that time reversal was impossible, trying it would have been meaningless. 

I had already known that for some time.

But this kind of ending… I hated it.

I wanted to hold on just a little longer.

A mage deceives the world, after all. 

Even if time reversal was impossible, maybe there was another way.

I tried not to stop struggling, but in the end, this is what happened.

Naturally, my teeth gritted.

If only I had been luckier. 

If only I hadn’t had that cursed mana, barely reaching the average level of an adult male…

No, even if I had just been born during the early stages of the original world, before everything had gone to ruin, everything would have been different.

Those thoughts kept coming to mind, but regret doesn’t change reality.

Marbas came closer, grinning unpleasantly.

His body had already been shredded, but he grabbed Riyan’s neck with ease, lifting him up.

Before twisting his neck, the demon sneered.

A mockery of Riyan, who had completely failed.

[Do you have any last words, Ttwdyae?]

Everyone was already dead.

No matter what words were left, they meant nothing.

Riyan, his face twisted in a scowl, was about to snap back, telling the demon to hurry up and kill him without any nonsense, but… he stopped.

The demon seemed to be acting strangely.

[Ttwdyae… Ttwdyae? Ttwdyae Ttwdyae? Ttwdyae Ttwdyae?]

The demon babbled in incomprehensible, bizarre words.

He looked at Riyan with a horrified expression.

[Ttwdyae… Ttwdyae? Ttwdyae?]

The demon was babbling like a baby. 

But the meaning was clear in his tone and expression—it was definitely directed at Riyan.

‘Is this your doing? How did you manage it?’

It must have been something similar to those words.

The demon’s face, filled with grief, slowly lost all light from his eyes.

The demon had lost consciousness.

Looking at the fallen demon, Riyan paused for a moment, clearly bewildered.

Though he was startled, he was also a reincarnator. 

Even though he had only recently recalled his memories from his previous life, he knew what he needed to do in this situation.

“Good luck.”

Although he didn’t fully understand what had happened, it seemed like the fickle heavens had decided to side with him this time.

‘Did it work properly?’

The ritual had already been broken, and he had tried to rework it. 

But he still had doubts about whether it would have any effect.

***

Riyan stood in front of the fallen demon, his mind racing. 

Despite the sudden turn of events, he couldn’t afford to let his guard down. 

He glanced at the crystal orb fragments in his hand, wondering just how much more there was to this mystery.

‘How did it turn out like this?’ he thought, trying to make sense of the situation. 

The answers he sought were elusive, but one thing was clear—this was far from over.

But that curiosity soon disappeared.

A more important issue was now interrupting me.

‘…It seems like the script got tangled.’

I had a rough idea of what that relic was.

I could also easily understand what purpose the so-called sage had in creating this place.

A crystal orb that connects minds across time.

And it was set to only work for Ciel.

Originally, Ciel’s mind would have connected with the spirit of the vessel who died hundreds of years ago.

The sage, who was also from Korea like me, would have passed on important information to the protagonist.

Items and knowledge to help secure a happy ending.

This place is likely a warehouse of those things.

But something went wrong.

Someone tampered with the crystal orb, and Ciel’s mind was connected with the spirit of some other villain, not the sage.

The method to release the door.

The explanation of the things in the warehouse.

I couldn’t get that important information.

‘This is more troublesome than I thought.’

Of course, even without the proper release method, it was possible to open the massive door by using a workaround.

I could read all the spells written on it and reverse-engineer them to inject the proper incantation.

But that method would take too much time.

The sage must have been a true sage. 

The barrier was of a high standard, made with a large amount of money and effort.

They even used Dragonheart for a single door.

Still, it would probably take at least five hours.

‘It’d be better to deal with this quickly, though.’

The original knowledge might be written somewhere.

No matter what happens, I must secure that information.

For that, it’s better to act now before anyone notices this ruin.

I need to get inside quickly, but the regular route is blocked due to the error.

Naturally, my expression becomes serious.

And soon, I feel a gaze.

A blonde girl is staring at me, lost in thought.

“You don’t need to worry about this problem, Professor. Surprisingly, sometimes the simplest solutions work,” she said to me.

What she pulled out was a large mace.

She swung it wildly and then threw it with a vicious force.

The overwhelming physical power.

It was as if proving the saying that if your body is good, you don’t need to worry about your head.

But…

‘Logically, there’s no way something like that would work.’

Complicated spells exist to block such attacks.

A barrier that prohibits attacks using both magic and weapons.

The very fact that she swung the mace was denied.

The Saint paused for a moment and then swung her fist, but…

While pure martial arts are rare, they’re not impossible.

Naturally, I had prepared countermeasures for that as well.

A straight punch wouldn’t work.

A kick obviously wouldn’t work.

Even a knee strike wouldn’t work.

But a headbutt… that works.

Well, it’s inefficient to prevent every single action, so they probably didn’t block that.

But in the end, it means nothing.

Even if you hit the door with dozens of missiles, it would still be fine.

‘How could a headbutt break such a door?’

“Thanks for the effort, but you should stop and come back.”

I said to the Saint.

I had been trying to avoid sounding like I was worried about my student, but given the situation, I had no choice.

The sight of blood flowing from her head.

I’d feel bad if she got injured because of me.

I looked at her with sympathetic eyes…

The speed was increasing.

The gap between the headbutts was getting shorter and shorter.

A tiny, but noticeable dent had formed in the huge door.

I rubbed my eyes in disbelief.

The barrier should make something like this impossible. 

The fact that she’s doing this with pure physicality is hard to believe.

But even when I rubbed my eyes, nothing changed.

In fact, even stranger things started to appear before my eyes.

Her acceleration was reaching the speed of light.

Now, it was difficult even to track her movements with my eyes.

She was easily overpowering the construction tools used for this kind of work.

The giant door now had a crack in it.

A small fissure slowly grew larger.

And then, the massive door collapsed helplessly.

The Saint smiled brightly at me.

Covered in blood, the girl proudly declared:

“Let’s go, Professor Riyan! I’ve cleared the way!”


I was momentarily stunned…

But then, I nodded silently without any comment.

It wasn’t that I was intimidated by this crazy girl.

“…Really.”



 
  
    Chapter 71: Must I truly walk on water for you to believe? Part 2


Rules are made to be broken.

‘Is this what they call a contrarian spirit?’

When someone says, “Don’t do it,” that’s precisely when you want to do it the most. 

Anyone who’s played a game before would probably understand.

You never follow the creator’s intentions. 

Instead, you find peculiar, unconventional answers to defy expectations. 

After all, everyone has a bit of a rebellious streak in them.

Not that I particularly dislike clever exploits.

In my previous life, I was just an ordinary office worker. 

As a gamer, though, I was more inclined to enjoy such out-of-the-box strategies.

***

At least, that’s what I thought.

But now, I found myself speechless, staring blankly at the scene before me.

What filled my mind wasn’t admiration, but a resounding thought: ‘This isn’t right.’

Carved into the gravestone in front of me was a riddle:

[In the morning, it walks on four legs; at noon, on two legs; and in the evening, on three. Tell me the name of this creature.]

A well-crafted puzzle. Simple enough for someone familiar with it to solve yet tricky for anyone else.

This space was clearly designed for those like Ciel, who had prepared it for conversation with others of her kind—or perhaps for the mysterious soul possessing me. 

Only the two of us were meant to enter here.

But solving the riddle wasn’t even necessary.

The grandiose mage’s statue, the room’s atmosphere reminiscent of a sea of stars…

None of that mattered.

Because the lunatics I called students were swinging swords and maces wildly, heedless of their surroundings.

‘Breaking through walls?’ That was their chosen strategy.

“What’s in our way?”

“A wall!”

“Then destroy it!”

Their reasoning was astoundingly primitive.

The place was heavily enchanted, of course. 

The suppression spells made it nearly impossible to exhibit even 1% of one’s normal strength.

This was essentially the creator saying, ‘Don’t use brute force. Solve the riddles to proceed.’

But my students weren’t normal. 

They completely ignored such instructions and relied on their unique logic.

‘If it didn’t work with brute force, it must be because we didn’t use enough brute force!’

Thus, they came up with an absurd plan to rely on the saintess.

Using Cristiana’s power, they healed themselves after exhausting their limits with overwhelming magical enhancements. 

Then they charged forward like berserkers.

It was as if every one of them had changed their class to a berserker.

All the hard work the sage had poured into designing these trials—

It was obliterated in an instant.

***

[First, confront your past.]

The spell was intricately crafted, impressive even to me.

The idea was to face your past flaws, acknowledge them, and grow mentally, enabling you to move forward. 

A classic but meaningful trial awaited us.

Or at least it was supposed to.

Before the spell could even activate, they shattered the wall and walked straight through.

[Witness the impossible present.]

This trial was even more intriguing.

The enchantment would read the regrets of those who entered and fabricate an alternate future—a future that could have existed if they had chosen differently.

It made the illusion feel as real as if it were truly attainable, showing them how their mistakes had erased that happiness.

The condition for passing was to accept one’s choices, to acknowledge that while it might not have been the best choice, it was still the right one.

To decide not to dwell on regrets, but to move forward for the future.

But before the enchantment could activate, it was completely destroyed.

***

[Face the calamity that will one day come.]

This spell, though simpler than the others, held significant meaning.

It projected a vision of a ruined world to instill a sense of urgency and resolve in its audience. 

After undergoing the previous trials, the protagonist and their party were supposed to find their resolve to prevent such a catastrophe.

At least, that’s how it was meant to go.

Instead, it was promptly obliterated with a single mace strike.

These efficiency-obsessed maniacs didn’t just skip the story—they crushed it.

‘How did such monsters come to exist?’

I paused for a moment, my thoughts catching on something.

Their obsession with shortcuts… Their extreme, single-minded behavior…

Their actions bore an uncanny resemblance to someone I knew.

A face formed clearly in my mind—the culprit responsible for ruining my students.

And yet, I deliberately chose to ignore it.

“…Don’t break that wall.”

***

[To those from my homeland, enter alone.]

Even this room, marked with a treasure symbol to kindly guide them, was about to face my students’ mindless destruction.

Surely, those children couldn’t have taken after me.

There’s no way the saying, “Like teacher, like student,” could apply here.

Refusing to accept reality, I pressed forward, step by step.

The sage was from the same origin as me.

In other words, they had prepared everything for a fellow Korean transmigrator.

What I had hoped for was perfect knowledge of the original story to solve all my problems.

But, to put it bluntly, the reality didn’t match my expectations.

Or maybe it was a match—just an ambiguous one.

Sure, there was information about the original story.

The problem was that it wasn’t helpful to me at all.

I frowned deeply, rereading the text carved into the wall.

***

[Transmigrated into a novel.

It’s something any web novel reader might have imagined at least once.

But as always, imagination and reality are different.

Of all things, I transmigrated into the story, but my memory of it is hazy.

Honestly, even I find this situation utterly pathetic.

But it’s not like I could do anything about it.

This is practically an act of God, isn’t it?

How many stories have I read? Across all genres?

Whether it’s premium, subscription-based, or parodies, I devoured them all.

I even resorted to translating overseas parody sites during the recent drought of good parody stories.

The fact that I could even identify the novel I’m in is nothing short of a miracle.

This is the one with that garbage ending.

The protagonist dies due to sheer bad luck. 

The First Dragon uses up all its power to bring them back, falling into a deep slumber…

And during that gap, the final boss revives.

The final boss is absurdly strong, and the world ends.

I remembered the ending vividly, purely because it was so absurd.

Thanks to that, I realized this was the world of the novel.

At first, I wandered around, training and preparing for the future, worried I might get swept into the original plot.

But eventually, I realized the story starts hundreds of years after this point in time. 

That gave me some peace of mind.

Still, I left advice in case another Korean transmigrator like me might stumble upon this place someday.

Just run away.

You can’t stop the final boss’s revival. 

That thing can come back at any time—it’s just biding its time.

Frankly, there’s no chance of victory.

Your best bet is to get as far away from the Empire as possible. 

Maybe build a bunker and focus on survival.

So don’t act recklessly—just run while you can.]

***

‘I already knew all of this.’

I had achieved my goal of acquiring knowledge about the original story.

‘The result?’

I had only confirmed how utterly screwed I was.

The sage had carefully planned everything, trying to raise the protagonist’s chances of achieving a happy ending, even offering secret advice to fellow transmigrators in Korean.

The sage’s arrangements were thoughtful, no doubt.

But they clearly hadn’t anticipated the unfortunate reincarnation of someone like me—someone who couldn’t run even if they wanted to.

Naturally, my face twisted in despair.

But for some reason, I felt a gaze on me.

I had entered this room alone, as instructed, yet I could sense someone watching me.

Before long, I spotted the source: a miniature pegasus.

A tiny, artificial spirit that looked like a mascot.

‘Could there still be something left? Could there still be hope for me?’

With those thoughts in mind, I looked at the spirit with anticipation.

***

[…In all my life, I’ve never seen such a lowly body. It seems annihilation is truly unavoidable.]

My hope was shattered in an instant.

The spirit’s first words were a sharp insult.

I turned back to the wall and noticed a small note left there.

[PS. I’ve left an artificial spirit here. It’s reliable, but its personality is tricky and temperamental, so I can’t guarantee you’ll manage to form a contract with it.]

***

[Cooperation is impossible. I’ll find my own way to survive. No offense, but… forming a contract with someone as incompetent as you would only make things worse.]

The spirit kept spouting rude remarks.

[A body so frail, it couldn’t become a swordsman even if it tried. A mana pool so pitiful that even a five-year-old girl would have more potential. Such a cursed physique.]

The spirit’s disdainful words poured out without pause.

[Forming a contract with you would only hold me back. There’s no mutual benefit here. Apologies for being blunt, but… you’re simply untalented. Don’t take it too personally.]

The spirit cringed and outright rejected me before I could even say anything.

Sure, it annoyed me, but it wasn’t a critical issue.

Given the situation, firing this thing was probably the best course of action.

There was no need to waste energy getting angry.

The correct course of action was straightforward.

I turned around and began walking away from the place.

Or rather, I tried to.

As I turned, my hand brushed against the spirit.

At that moment, it flared up, trembling as if in shock.

The expression on its tiny horse face was one of pure terror.

Cold sweat poured off its body like a waterfall.

[W-wait a moment!]

The spirit blocked my path desperately with its tiny hooves.

Its face was the picture of abject humiliation.

The small horse quivered and pleaded tearfully.


[P-please forget everything I just said! Can’t we start over and build a friendly relationship?]

The spirit’s voice was filled with desperation.

My next course of action was crystal clear.

I smiled faintly and kicked the little white horse.



 
  
    Chapter 72: Must I truly walk on water for you to believe? Part 3


[I can’t take back what I said, but… please, just once. Just one chance, that’s all I ask!]

The tiny creature, crying loudly, kneeled down.

Until just a moment ago, it had acted so dignified, but now it looked utterly disgusting, its pride abandoned as it begged me to become its ally.

Of course, I wouldn’t fall for such emotional manipulation.

I wouldn’t fall for it, but I was forced to stop. 

Not out of sympathy, but because I was physically caught.

For such a small creature, it was surprisingly strong. 

I could probably shake it off if I yelled loud enough, but…

I didn’t want the students to see this pathetic scene. 

It was obvious what kind of comments they’d make.

I sighed and looked at the spirit.

Perhaps sensing a slight opening, it began its self-promotion.

[I’m confident that my abilities are second to none. If my mana supply is sufficient, I can cast even high-level magic.]

With enough mana to cast one high-level spell, this would definitely be a performance that any summoner would covet.

“That’s unnecessary. You’re nothing but dead weight,” I said.

There was no malice in my words. 

I was simply speaking the truth.

‘What else could I say?’ With only enough mana to cast one high-level spell, I could cast Meteor at least ten times. 

With enough mana for three, I could even recreate the meteor shower ritual from before with a little effort.

It might not seem like much to brag about, but considering my own work, I’d perfected mana efficiency through years of research and training.

There was no mana to spare for a summon weaker than myself.

I just conveyed that simple truth, but the little Pegasus’ face turned into a mask of shock. 

It stared blankly for a moment before panic set in, and it quickly shouted:

[I still have some leftover mana! If I use that, I can manage a few times without needing more mana!]

‘So, it can function without mana for a few rounds?’

That might be useful as insurance. 

After all, with the demons running rampant, it’s better to prepare backup whenever possible.

‘Hmm… is that all it can do?’ I thought.

***

From a cost-performance standpoint, it was a bit of a stretch.

Having an odd title attached to me already was strange enough. 

‘But adding this spirit to the mix?’

If I lost my job over this, it’d be all for nothing.

Above all, the priority was escape. 

‘I could not afford to forget that. ‘

No matter how much I thought about it, this spirit seemed like a double-edged sword.

‘Had my thoughts shown on my face?’

The small Pegasus’ face turned to despair. 

Its pride shattered, its mental state crumbling.

But, for some reason, the spirit didn’t give up. 

It continued to plead with determination:

[Normally, when contracting with a high-ranking spirit, you’d have to give up half your soul as payment. But I don’t require any such thing. How could I ask for anything from you?]

“That’s to be expected. Did you think I’d accept anything in exchange for a contract? That’s a bit rude,” I said.

Even as I teased it lightly, the spirit didn’t give up.

[Of course not! The contract will be extremely beneficial to you! I’ll obey your every command. I’ll take all the losses! Think of it as a bargain!]

It was as if it was ready to offer everything, even its internal organs.

At this point, maybe it was worth considering.

If it truly followed every command without question, I could force it to cooperate with my ultimate goal of getting rid of it.

[I’ll give you everything I have. A shield of protection, the ability to tame wild beasts, and more. I’m sure they’ll be very useful to you. I can guarantee it!]

After all, refusing wasn’t always the best option.

Given how obsessive the little spirit was, I could already imagine what would happen if I rejected it. 

It would only continue to pester me.

In this case, I could see the consequences even with my eyes closed.

I imagined it: the crazy little Pegasus following me around while I repeatedly rejected it.

That scene would surely attract attention.

A high-ranking spirit, created by none other than a Sage, and yet I was rejecting it as if it were no help at all.

‘How powerful could I possibly be?’

“Really, Riyan… You’re unbelievable,” I thought.

“Do they all react like this? Just waiting for me to cave in?”

At this point, it might be better to accept the contract and just hide it.

‘As long as I kept it well hidden, there should be no problem, right?’

It’s small enough that I could keep it out of sight and no one would notice. 

That way, I could take all the benefits and avoid the risks.

[Please, just once… Can’t you give me a chance?]

The little Pegasus begged again, pathetically.

I thought for a moment before nodding.

With the knowledge of the original world, a tiny Pegasus, and all the artifacts I had gathered from the ruins, this had turned into a journey that, though I arrived empty-handed, would return with much more than expected.

It was a rather good harvest. 

But reality is cruel.

When you gain something, you must lose something as well.

I had to face the consequences of the choices I had made.

“…That was the worst trip of my life.”

“What the hell is this so-called ‘paradise on earth’? This is a scam!”

“I still can’t get that scene out of my head. The cat suddenly turned into a bug and crawled into my mouth… Ugh.”

The other students from the class were all complaining about their group PTSD.

The reason all this happened was so painfully obvious.

If the story had followed the original plot, the protagonist would have ended up on Prisma Island too.

And wherever the protagonist went, trouble was sure to follow, so something must have gone terribly wrong.

***

Suddenly, a sea monster had emerged from the ocean.

A cat had transformed into a bug and burrowed into their bodies.

The other class members tried all sorts of bizarre things to calm the furious spirit of the sea.

They looked at Class A with envy.

At this point, they might as well have gone on a cultural heritage tour, the look in their eyes said.

Even my students couldn’t hold back their mocking smiles.

With grins plastered on their faces, they said the most stomach-churning things.

“I’m sorry to say this, but we had the trip of a lifetime.”

“When we followed Professor Riyan, we managed to conquer hidden ruins and left our names in history. Was that a good thing?”

“Why are you getting so upset, Professor Silphy?”

“Aren’t you supposed to keep those other students quiet?”

The students who had gone on the good trip were at least lucky, quick enough to read his intentions, or steadfast enough to believe in him.

Those who mindlessly went to Prisma Island were the ones without luck, skill, or faith.

‘Wasn’t that basically the epitome of incompetence?’

‘Why are we being unfairly discriminated against?’

‘What kind of vile students do they think I am?’

The public criticism was fierce, but only Class A had earned recognition.

An undeniable achievement.

Even the one who tried to stop the terrible trickery.

The talk of the new, respected professor. 

In other words, my reputation had once again soared through the roof.

…It would be a lie to say it didn’t hurt.

‘But what could I do?’

This was clearly a disaster I had brought upon myself.

I had anticipated such disasters the moment I chose to enter the ruins.

Moreover, I had gained enough experience, so I had become skilled in handling such situations.

The key was maintaining a positive mindset.

I would focus on what I had gained, not what I had lost.

I secretly brought out the mini Pegasus from the room.

I explained my goals to it.

[…Fired? Is that really your goal?]

Maybe it hadn’t gone through proper conditioning yet, but the little horse gave me a confused look, as if unsure what to think.

[Are you joking? When I looked earlier, it was clear… Wait, no. I’ve been asleep for so long that my senses must be dulled.]

It was still making remarks, but the slave contract had already been established. 

There was no need to threaten it—soon enough, its attitude normalized.

It expressed its willingness to cooperate with my goals.

No longer trolling as a subordinate, it had become a reliable ally working towards my objectives.

Now, all that was left was a performance test.

I wanted to conserve as much mana as possible, but in an emergency, I had to assess its abilities.

I needed to know how practical it really was.

I gave the little spirit a command, eager to see its abilities.

***

Karen walked briskly, holding a thick report.

Her destination was, of course, Professor Riyan’s quarters.

She was his assistant. 

She had to report in detail what had happened on Prisma Island.

Of course, being an assistant was an unofficial title.

She hadn’t been granted permission, so the locked door was an annoying obstacle in her way.

But there was no real problem.

Her experience with covert operations was more than enough to handle it.

Karen skillfully unlocked the door and entered the professor’s room.

And… Karen’s face turned pale with shock.

She couldn’t keep her composure in the face of such shock.

‘Was this the ‘fusion mode’?’

She couldn’t even properly hear the professor’s voice through the overwhelming brilliance.

The dazzling light was blinding.


White wings had sprouted from Professor Riyan’s back.

He was floating in the air, dressed in pure white clothes.

Karen, without a word, collapsed to the floor.

A god was there.



 
  
    Chapter 73: Normalization of the Seonghwang Kingdom Part 1


Karen was an incredibly rational person.

Of course, she wouldn’t deny that she had a bit of a violent side.

For instance, sneaking under the bed every night to provide close protection without her permission, or secretly tasting her food to make sure it wasn’t poisoned.

But those were calculated acts of aggression.

She didn’t just try to guard her without any thought; everything was done after careful consideration.

It was such an obvious and natural thing, wasn’t it?

Losing her would be a national… no, a global loss. 

If anything were to happen to her, humanity’s progress would be delayed by thousands of years.

Karen was just doing what needed to be done.

She was an ordinary, rational person, so she could coldly assess any situation in front of her.

***

“…Too much speculation. It’s probably just something like magical practice.”

“Of course, Professor Riyan was great and admirable. But he was clearly just one person.”

During her covert protection, she’d seen many human sides to him.

Most of all, if Professor Riyan were truly an apostle sent by a divine being, it would be common knowledge even in the Seonghwang Kingdom.

When a divine being sends down an angel to deliver their message, the name of the apostle is revealed through revelation.

Therefore, this was simply a misunderstanding that happened by chance.

There were magic users who strengthened their bodies or used unique magical armor, though rare; Professor Riyan was most likely using something like that.

“Moreover, it’s better to avoid getting caught by the Seonghwang Kingdom.”

She still had a firm desire to support her professor.

It was more than just the belief itself; confirming that the object of her faith was greater than she imagined was a surprisingly uplifting experience.

However, her personal desires must never take precedence over the professor’s peace.

“If things escalate, they might interfere from their side.”

Since it was another country’s matter, she didn’t know much about Seonghwang Kingdom, but she was familiar with the A-class Cristiana.

There were insane individuals there who couldn’t be understood with common sense.

The saint might be particularly bizarre, but if the Seonghwang Government was made up of people like that… Professor Riyan would surely face some troubling situations.

But if it were him, he might resolve such trivial matters effortlessly. 

In fact, he might even turn it into an opportunity to achieve something incredible.

Though she had those thoughts, her priority was still the professor’s peaceful life, not her unfounded expectations.

Professor Riyan was an ordinary human.

The idea of him being an apostle of a divine being was an absurd accusation.

Karen concluded this to herself and decided to quietly leave.

***

[…After all, the human body is so uncomfortable.]

The words came from Riyan before she could leave.

The voice was completely different from his usual one. 

The tone was much deeper, and it resonated more profoundly than before.

His voice seemed to reverberate in a way that made the whole world seem to tremble. 

It felt like something beyond the Great Spirit. 

A phenomenon only seen in transcendent beings, far beyond humans.

This alone was enough to shock her, but what left her in even more horror were his next words.

[The performance is too low. I can’t feel the omnipotence I used to. It’s a bit hard to adapt.]

‘Was he saying his own body was weak?’

‘Was Professor Riyan’s body really weak?’

A genius loved by both swords and magic.

No one could rival him in magic, and he had reached the peak of martial arts, achieving the uncharted realm of life and death, a state few could even imagine.

‘Was he saying that his blessed physical abilities were below expectations?’

Her head spun.

But regardless of her confusion, an unimaginable sight continued to unfold before her eyes.

[I repent! I no longer care about loyalty to Gettya… please… take me out of this sickness… Remember throwing me here!]

***

Constant magical reinforcement.

Without the enhanced hearing, she would never have been able to hear such a small voice.

It was amidst a mountain of dirty dishes.

In the middle of it, carelessly discarded, was a demon.

For some reason, the demon was trapped inside an empty vodka bottle.

She, a magic major, couldn’t even read the magic inscribed on the bottle. 

She couldn’t comprehend it, but she understood the murderous intensity of it.

Time dilation magic that made one minute feel like ten thousand hours, among many other torturous spells.

The demon, suffering from it all, was shouting a plea for repentance.

To make a demon repent… That was an achievement no one in the Seonghwang Government had accomplished. 

But her professor had done it.

Professor Riyan was no longer human.

He was something greater.

And he was personally punishing the demon.

He was making the world a better place.

So, summing it all up…

‘No matter how I think about it, he must be an apostle of a divine being.’

It seemed her misunderstanding wasn’t a misunderstanding at all.

It seemed that she had made a terrible mistake.

She couldn’t help but feel a little frustrated. 

‘How could she be so unlucky?’

As always, excuses were pointless. 

If she said she wasn’t a divine being, people would just laugh it off. 

The girl who already knew he was an angel.

The kicker was… even she had to admit that her assumption seemed quite plausible.

‘Was all of this just a coincidence? Who would seriously believe something like that?’

All of this had stemmed from that damn phrase.

It was that guy’s fault for causing the situation to worsen by speaking nonsense through her mouth. 

But she couldn’t explain it.

If the connection to the spirit left by the sage was revealed, there would be a huge uproar, claiming she had made a contract with the Great Spirit.

It was an incredibly troublesome situation.

‘…Well, I do have one solution in mind.’

Even a tiger might spare you if you figure out the right way.

As she thought, a solution quickly came to her.

‘A drastic measure enforced by the mad saint.’

‘Sending that woman to Cristiana.’

‘Calling someone who wasn’t an apostle an apostle was the worship of a false idol.’

‘If the mad saint was truly mad, wouldn’t she try to fix it?’

However, the reason Karen hesitated was simple.

‘Because I’m worried about Karen’s safety.’

She had no idea what that mad saint might do.

It might traumatize Karen.

In this situation, Karen had done nothing wrong.

It was simply her bad luck, and the strange circumstances had led to a misunderstanding.

‘Was it really right to throw an innocent girl to the madwoman just to achieve her goals?’

Karen paused for a moment to reflect…

Then, she suddenly thought:

‘Wait, how did she get in here?’

‘The door was definitely locked.’

The barrier magic had been repaired after the ancient dragon broke it last time, but at least the door was securely locked with a key.

Various strange occurrences flashed through her mind.

The strange gaze felt at midnight.

The face print left on the unfolded towel.

All the puzzle pieces clicked into place.

Without hesitation, she opened her mouth.

“Let’s go to Cristiana.”

***

Late at night.

Someone visits the student dormitory.

The one knocking on the door is Professor Riyan and a female student.

“Say the same thing to the saint that you just said.”

With those words, Riyan calmly left.

Now, in the room with only the two of them left, Karen hesitated for a moment, then asked the question.

“Is Professor Riyan an apostle of the divine being?”

It was a completely unexpected and abrupt situation.

However, Cristiana didn’t hesitate.

The answer to the question was crystal clear to her.

It was the truth, without a single lie. 

She simply spoke it.

“No. He is not an apostle of the divine being.”

Her tone was firm, without the slightest doubt.

The certainty in her voice was evident.

Her face, however, was tinged with disappointment.

“Please refrain from spreading such rumors. As a saint, I have no choice but to punish you for that.”

Upon hearing those words, Karen broke into a cold sweat.

However, Cristiana couldn’t understand her reaction.

If she had understood it, that would have been more unusual.

That was because…

“He is a being far greater than any apostle.”

That was the undeniable truth.

…She had felt it from the very first time she met him.

The overwhelming, magnificent soul.

It wasn’t the soul of an ordinary human.

It was from a dimension higher than this world.

A being who descended from a higher realm to be with them.

“He is the divine being we serve.”

The saint said this with a smile.


Finally revealing her true identity.

The meaning of this was painfully clear.

He had made up his mind.

…A wind of change would blow through the Seonghwang Kingdom.



 
  
    Chapter 74: Normalization of the Seonghwang Kingdom Part 2


The girl before her wore an expression of confusion. 

It seemed she couldn’t believe that Professor Riyan was a celestial being.

As a saintess, it wasn’t entirely an incomprehensible reaction. 

On the first day of the entrance ceremony, when she herself had stood before the professor and felt the greatness of his soul, she had been skeptical at first. 

She had only come to believe it with certainty about a month later.

That girl, too, must be feeling bewildered right now.

And since she couldn’t even see through souls as the saintess could, her confusion was likely far greater. 

But that didn’t matter.

After all, it was the saintess’ duty to guide the lost lambs.

“Think back on the events so far, Sister Karen,” said the saintess, smiling kindly as she clasped Karen’s hands.

“If he were just a brilliant but ordinary professor, there are far too many things that would defy explanation.”

“There was a limit to mere competence.”

“No matter how remarkable someone’s intelligence was, perfectly predicting the future was practically impossible.”

“His actions always seemed as if he were reading the future,” she continued.

‘Professor Riyan unable to foresee the future?’ That was nothing short of absurd.

Otherwise, was she supposed to believe that:

‘By sheer coincidence, he decided to confront a student suspected of racism during the entrance interview, only for the student to turn out to be a hidden demon?’

‘By chance, he predicted and stopped a terrorist attack?’

‘By some fluke, his casual remarks inspired students to gain enlightenment and reach the level of swordmasters?’

‘And somehow, he “randomly” invested in stocks that turned out to belong to a black magic cartel, dismantling an entire criminal organization?’

‘What’s more, by luck, the cartel’s associate—a serial killer seeking revenge—happened to self-destruct?’

‘Coincidentally, without any intention, he saved an entire race and earned their adoration?’

‘And even without much thought, when assigning problems as trivial as “1+1,” he was misinterpreted as profound, while accidentally exposing hidden demons and discovering ancient ruins on a casual trip to a national park?’

Such a string of coincidences did not exist in this world.

It wasn’t possible.

***

He could see the future.

Thus, (omniscient).

“On top of that, his power knows no bounds,” the saintess added. “This is something anyone in the Academy would know.”

“Professor Riyan could cast the great spell “Meteor” as effortlessly as breathing.”

“He had reached the realm of life and death, surpassed mind’s insight, and defeated black magicians with sheer will alone. “

“His swordsmanship? It didn’t even bear mentioning—it was leagues beyond comparison.”

“An overwhelming talent. A limitless capability.”

“His power was boundless.”

Thus, omnipotent.

“What else could we possibly call someone who knows everything and achieves everything but a god, Sister?”

Karen’s eyes gleamed with a peculiar light.

What they carried was unmistakably the seed of fanaticism. 

But at moments like this, what mattered most was the object of that fanaticism.

To believe in the wrong thing obsessively was a sin.

‘But to believe fervently in the right thing?’ That was devotion.

‘Was devotion a sin?’

‘Was it wrong to serve him with utmost sincerity?’

‘Could intense reverence lead to madness?’

No, absolutely not,’ the saintess thought firmly.

‘In fact, such dedication was something to be admired.’

‘If it weren’t, people would have called me crazy long ago.’

But everyone had been kind to her.

While there were some who were initially unreceptive, she had persisted for twelve days, earnestly conveying her sincerity until they finally understood her and offered their support.

Guiding Sister Karen onto the righteous path—this was likely the first reason Riyan had entrusted Karen to her care.

***

“Sister Karen, gather the forces of the honor guard. It seems a significant event is about to unfold,” the saintess instructed.

“The second reason was to prepare for war.”

“The rot of the corrupt Holy See could no longer be tolerated, and it seemed the time had come for him to personally intervene and reform it.”

“Otherwise, why else would he have sent Karen to the saintess so suddenly and asked her to reveal that he was, in fact, a celestial being?”

It was a thoroughly logical conclusion.

What was required now was preparation for war.

A war to overturn everything and rebuild the Holy Kingdom.

“Karen seemed far more capable than she’d expected.”

“Judging by the fervent look in her eyes, betrayal was unlikely.” 

“The army would likely be assembled without issue.”

“Still, above all else, what mattered most was his will.” 

“Without his command, nothing could proceed.”

The saintess, Cristiana, steeled herself and began walking forward.

Two unexpected things happened.

‘First, my plan worked surprisingly well.’

‘I wasn’t sure if it was because I was terrible at making plans or if I simply had bad luck, but every plan I’d devised before had ended in miserable failure.’

‘This time, however, things had gone surprisingly smoothly.’

“I understand now that the professor is not an apostle of the celestial being.”

Karen was now completely calm.

Whatever the saintess had said to her, Karen even went so far as to apologize, saying, “I’m sorry for the absurd misunderstanding.”

By sheer luck, I had managed to prevent further misunderstandings this time.

That was the first unexpected event.

The second one was…

“Apologies for visiting so late, Professor,” said Cristiana, standing at the door of my lodging.

Considering who she was, I couldn’t help but worry.

‘Is she here to denounce me as a heretic too?’ I wondered nervously.

But what came out of her mouth was something completely unexpected.

“It’s better to confirm things directly than to act on presumptions. That way, the process can flow properly,” she said.

The saintess had come to me, seeking answers.

Then, she launched into a bizarre explanation.

***

“Currently, the Holy See is divided into two factions: the extremists and the moderates. The two forces are clashing, leaving the Holy Kingdom in chaos,” she began.

The Holy Kingdom—her homeland and our neighboring nation.

I had heard rumors that the country’s situation wasn’t great, but I hadn’t paid much attention to the details, busy as I was with other things.

Cristiana, however, explained the situation clearly.

“The extremists’ acts of violent destruction and military demonstrations have left the citizens trembling in fear. The escalating conflict has even disrupted the operation of the state.”

She seemed to be implying, “I helped clear Karen’s mind, so now it’s your turn to help.”

The saintess spoke about the chaos caused by the extremists, and even I couldn’t deny that their actions were too outrageous to be ignored.

“So, you’re asking me to help somehow resolve this situation and restore peace to the Holy Kingdom, right?” I asked.

While I had no intention of getting personally involved, suppressing a group of deranged fanatics was something I could handle by pulling a few strings.

I had plenty of money, so hiring mercenaries wouldn’t be an issue.

As long as no one found out it was my doing, there’d be no problem.

Helping out wasn’t entirely off the table.

Or so I thought, before her next words hit me.

“No, I wasn’t asking you to deal with the extremists. I was hoping you could help butcher those lazy pigs in the moderate faction instead.”

“…Ah.”

That was when I realized I had missed a crucial detail.

No matter how much the extremists seemed like an insane group of violent fanatics, Cristiana was undoubtedly part of the most radical faction.

There was no way she’d align herself with the moderates.

***

“Hesitation in carrying out the will of God is a lack of virtue. To truly be faithful, one must not falter, even in actions everyone else deems insane,” she said with conviction.

She claimed that it was acceptable to use force if it was for the sake of correcting what was wrong.

To her, the best remedies for heretics and demons were molotov cocktails, explosives, and bullets.

‘Definitely not someone I should be involved with,’ I thought, grimacing instinctively.

For some reason, Cristiana misinterpreted my expression as apprehension and hurriedly tried to explain the situation further.

“The moderates are using the name of the celestial being as a tool for profit. They sell indulgences, claiming that any sin can be forgiven for the right price, and positions in the Church are determined by the size of one’s donations, not by faith.”

The Holy See had become a corrupt organization exploiting God’s name for money.

Angered by this, the so-called extremists had risen up.

However, their excessive zeal and shockingly violent actions made it hard for them to garner widespread support.

On one side were the overwhelmingly numerous moderates.

On the other, the extremists—a small but elite group, powerful yet few.

One side’s victory would end the conflict.

But if the moderates won, the Holy Kingdom would become a den of apostates using God’s name to commit fraud.

And so, Cristiana had come to ask for my help in resolving this situation.

‘It’s better not to get involved in something like this,’ I thought.

Still, the situation was a bit different this time.

‘This is a fight the extremists can’t possibly win.’

The moderates outnumbered them fifty to one.

Though it was called a war, from what Cristiana said, it was essentially a foregone conclusion.

The moderates already held actual power, while the extremists were little more than a small revolutionary force opposing the regime.

The outcome was obvious.

‘If I get involved in this…’

When the extremists fall, I’ll go down with them.

But that might actually work in my favor.

It could serve as the perfect opportunity to achieve my goal of getting fired.

The politically savvy, corrupt clergy would ruin my reputation and socially destroy me without me needing to lift a finger.

I’d lose my standing without fail.

“So, what exactly are you asking me to do?” I asked her.

“All I ask is that you permit us to claim your support,” she replied.

Her terms weren’t bad.

I wouldn’t need to participate in the war, nor would I need to do anything risky.

All she wanted was the use of my name.

There was no reason to refuse.

Without hesitation, I agreed to the saintess’ proposal.

***

[Is the saintess part of a cult?]


[Cristiana venerates a man as a god.]

[Anyone who doesn’t believe in Professor Riyan is a heretic. He is the celestial being, and heretics must be eradicated immediately.]

[War! A war like no other looms ahead.]

It was four days later when I realized I was absolutely screwed.
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In the Empire, what kind of standing does Riyan have?

To truly understand that firsthand, the most accurate method would be to approach an elder passing through the capital and ask. 

For instance, imagine stopping an elderly woman. 

If you were to ask her about the Emperor, her answer would likely be:

“The Emperor? Too old now, I can’t even remember who that is.”

If you were to then ask about the Founder Dragon, she’d probably say:

“Someone really important, no? I don’t know much about things like that.”

However, the moment you ask this elderly woman, “Then, do you happen to know who Professor Riyan is?”

“Riyan (born an orphan with an uncertain birthplace and an estimated birth year of Imperial Year 1201) is a professor at the three-year institution, the Royal Academy, located in the autonomous district of Bolivar in the Empire’s capital, Rytanien. Despite a troubled childhood, he became a self-made man, establishing an influential problem-solving agency. His talents were recognized, leading to his recruitment as a professor at the Academy. Since then, he has distinguished himself, vanquishing numerous demons. He is renowned not only for surpassing the rank of Archmage but also for attaining the mythical realm of life-and-death dominion, where he can determine a person’s fate with sheer willpower. Alongside his unparalleled skills, his consistently humble demeanor and dedication to public welfare have made him an admirable figure who commands universal respect.”

At this point, the elderly woman would roll her eyes back and deliver this speech like a rap.

Well, perhaps a little exaggerated, but that’s the kind of standing Riyan currently holds within the Empire.

It’s unlikely that anyone in the capital could say they didn’t know who Professor Riyan was.

‘But does this level of recognition extend overseas? Does he enjoy the same level of fame in the Holy Kingdom? If asked, the answer would be “no.”‘

The reason is simple: time.

Riyan certainly accomplished incredible feats. 

However, it has been less than a semester since these feats began. 

The midterm exams are barely over, and the end-of-semester exams haven’t even started yet. 

In essence, within half a semester, he achieved legendary accomplishments and became famous almost overnight.

But there is no such thing as the internet here.

Information takes time to spread.

Moreover, there’s an even bigger problem.

***

“The Empire must have been truly desperate.”

That was why Pope Judah, of the Holy Kingdom, was gazing at an Imperial newspaper with a look of disdain.

A building as extravagant as it could get—designed to reflect the majesty of the Heavenly Lord.

The Pope’s chambers in the lavish golden cathedral, funded by extracting every possible resource from the citizens of the Holy Kingdom, gleamed with opulence. 

From there, Judah murmured that it seemed the Empire was truly falling apart.

His reasoning was simple.

The Empire had done something laughable.

“Even so, they should have some dignity. Fabricating a fictional character for national propaganda? The Empire’s pride has truly sunk to rock bottom.”

The Pope considered himself a rational man.

And as a rational man, he reached a rational conclusion.

‘If one thought about it logically, how could this so-called Riyan possibly be a real person?’

“An orphan from the slums who didn’t even receive proper support has surpassed Archmages? He can even casually unleash ‘Meteor,’ a grand spell, as if it’s nothing?”

Up to that point, he could understand.

In times of chaos, people crave heroes.

The tale of an underdog protagonist from humble origins rising to the pinnacle of success, becoming a symbol of triumph, was something the masses adored. 

Such a narrative could certainly be used to stabilize turbulent times.

The demons specifically targeting the Empire.

It was no secret that the Empire’s situation was dire enough to fabricate a national hero if one didn’t already exist.

‘But they should’ve used some common sense. Greed has its limits. This is crossing the line.’

‘Not only is Riyan a magical genius, but he’s also a prodigy with the sword?’

‘He has somehow attained the mythical realm where he can determine life and death by sheer willpower?’

Even Swordmasters have not reached the fabled “Heart of the Sword.”

‘Yet they’re claiming that some nobody, who would probably lose an arm-wrestling match to a moderately fit 60-year-old, has achieved this mythical life-and-death state?’

It’s utterly absurd.

Even an 8-year-old scribbling a fictional character in a notebook wouldn’t go this far. 

At most, they’d write something like, “He’s a Swordmaster and a magical prodigy.”

Instead, we’re left with this nonsense:

‘An ageless being of unparalleled power. He’s in the realm of life and death. He can use instant-kill abilities because he’s the strongest, period.’

‘Is this what they’re resorting to?’

‘At this point, I almost feel sorry for them.’

According to the Empire’s bold claims, the demon forces are supposedly weakening, and the future is bright.

So far, however, the Empire has managed to eliminate only one demon.

Fifty years ago, the 71st-ranked demon, Dantalion, was dealt with by the Wild Hunt.

Since then, no demon had been captured or defeated.

And now, out of nowhere, a professor appears, casually capturing demons as if it’s an everyday task. 

The Empire proclaims, “The Empire is safe! Everyone, please stay in the Empire, and do not leave!”

Even in their desperation, there should be a limit to how low they stoop. 

It’s enough to make one question if the Emperor has completely lost his mind.

Judah, enjoying a sense of superiority, let out a long, heavy sigh.

***

“Haaa…”

He sighed so deeply it felt like the ground itself might collapse beneath him.

As ridiculous and laughable as the Empire’s antics were, the situation he was now facing was far from pleasant.

The reason for his sigh was simple:

Christiana.

That madwoman.

She was a Saintess who should never have been elected. 

Despite all the manipulations to pre-select the next Saintess, she became the chosen one through nothing but her sheer, unyielding faith in God.

Among the candidates for Saintess, they had secretly coerced them into committing heinous sins—such as consuming the blood and flesh of innocent children during meals to engage in the forbidden sin of soul-devouring. 

Those with mind-control abilities were forced to commit murders themselves.

Yet, despite all this, Christiana was chosen.

‘The reason?’

It was equally simple: she was a fanatic with nothing in her head but devotion to the Heavenly Lord. 

Her overwhelming piety overshadowed and neutralized the weight of her sins.

Judah had known from the beginning that she would cause problems.

‘But for her, as the Saintess, to openly violate one of the Ten Commandments?’

“You shall not worship false idols.”

This was a commandment clearly written in the scriptures.

And yet, as if to mock it, this so-called Saintess blatantly defied it.

She claimed, with absolute sincerity, that Riyan, the fabricated hero concocted by the Empire, was the Heavenly Lord himself.

***

This was a crisis that could not be overlooked.

It was widely known that the Saintess was an incomprehensible lunatic. 

Yet, she was still the Saintess—essentially the symbol of the Holy Kingdom.

‘For someone like that to foolishly fall for the Empire’s propaganda?’

‘To publicly declare that an ordinary man, overhyped and filled with baseless accolades, was the very God they worshiped?’

The nation’s dignity would be dragged through the mud.

This was an utterly troubling situation.

After a moment of deliberation, Judah made his decision.

‘I’m not one to solve problems with brute force, but in this situation, an extreme measure is necessary.’

Kill Riyan and the Saintess.

Of course, this would provoke backlash from the Empire and undoubtedly raise issues within the Holy Kingdom as well. 

Assassinating the Saintess was a risky move that would draw criticism.

But the justification was on their side. 

Punishing two blasphemers guilty of heresy was a valid reason.

‘Besides, this kind of thing only becomes a problem if it’s discovered.’

The Holy See would claim no involvement.

The incident would instead be blamed on the radical extremists.

‘Infuriated by the betrayal of the heretical Saintess, the extremists, who care nothing for political consequences, acted on their own and killed both Riyan and the Saintess.’

The plan was to assassinate them and then pin the blame on the radical faction.

If the plan succeeded, the benefits would be immense.

Not only would they rid themselves of the nuisance that was the radicals, but they would also have the justification and public support to suppress the extremists while simultaneously eliminating the deranged Saintess and selecting a new one.

Of course, there were risks.

If the assassination failed or if the assassins’ identities were exposed, it would become public knowledge that they had attempted to kill key figures of another nation.

This wouldn’t be resolved with a mere apology.

But despite the risks, Judah was resolute.

***

“Summon the Fingers. Relay the mission.”

Judah gave the order without hesitation.

Hesitating would have been more absurd at this point.

The risks only mattered in the event of failure.

As long as they succeeded, there would be no problems at all.

The deranged Saintess was undoubtedly strong. 

However, the so-called Riyan was nothing more than an empty figurehead, lacking any real substance.


Judah’s lips curled into a smile.

He had no doubts.

No doubts about victory.

“Farewell, Riyan. I’ll make sure to pray for you on your way to the afterlife.”
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Suddenly, my mind goes blank.

…Right, I definitely gave permission to lend my name. 

I did give my approval to the saintess.

‘But how in the world did she interpret my words like this?’

Naturally, this isn’t what I had in mind.

I thought it would end up as something small, like a short article tucked into the corner of a newspaper: “Professor Riyan publicly declares his support for the extremist faction.” That’s all I expected!

‘But what?’

‘I’m the divine being itself?’

‘Descending to reform the corrupt Holy Kingdom?’

I knew the saintess was insane. 

A crazy person doing crazy things—well, that might be expected.

But I at least believed her faith was unshakable. 

‘I never imagined she’d fail to recognize her own god and instead fall into a cult! Who could’ve foreseen such madness?’

I need to resolve this situation quickly, no matter what.

With that thought, I rushed to the saintess.

There she was, calmly praying with a serene expression, holding a cross.

This was the women’s dormitory, and I’d just trespassed, disabling all the locks with reverse engineering.

Yet the mad saintess didn’t scream or panic. 

Instead, she welcomed me.

With a smile full of reverence, as if she were deeply moved that someone as great as me would need her help, she looked overjoyed.

This… This is a severe case.

For a moment, I wondered if the saintess was merely pretending to be insane as part of a calculated strategy.

‘Did she misunderstand me as some sort of omnipotent, genius professor and craft this elaborate scheme to use me? Was this all to force me into conflict with the Papacy and wipe out the moderates?’

That suspicion vanished immediately.

She was serious.

She genuinely believed I was a god and was worshiping me wholeheartedly.

‘I should’ve noticed something was off sooner.’

It’s strange for a saintess to revere a mortal. 

Her devotion to me had always been overly excessive.

There were definite signs that she might have been harboring some strange misunderstanding about me. 

But back at the Royal Academy, all the students were so thoroughly brainwashed that it was impossible to notice.

It was a constant atmosphere of devotion.

Everyone was in fanatic mode, so the oddness didn’t stand out.

A painful mistake. 

But the milk has already been spilled.

I have to somehow convince her that I’m not a god.

I have to get her to retract her statements.

That’s what I was thinking… until I froze.

Because I’d just realized one crucial fact.

‘Will this situation even be fixable if she retracts her statements?’

The fact that the saintess has fallen into a cult has already gone public.

And the leader of that cult is me.

It’s practically a public declaration of war, and I’m deeply entangled in this incident.

‘Even if she takes everything back now and denies it all, will anyone actually believe us?’

‘After making this much of a mess, will saying “it’s canceled” really make it all go away?’

‘…No. Absolutely not.’

Even if I bow down and plead, “It was just the saintess spouting nonsense! Please spare me,” the moderates—who hold real power—will see me as a threat and try to eliminate me.

This isn’t just about pride.

This involves the dignity of an entire nation.

It’s a matter tied to their political survival.

To restore the Holy Kingdom’s authority, they’d have to capture and punish both me and the saintess as criminals.

In short, we’ve come too far to turn back.

A deep sigh escaped me naturally.

With the most miserable face in the world, I said to her “I have decided to place great trust in you. From now on, you must protect and care for me with all your heart.”

I spoke those words only because I realized there was no convincing this lunatic.

I decided it was better to just play along, acting like a god and pretending to be in control.

Even with such an awkward performance, she was ecstatic.

Her eyes sparkled with a fanatical devotion that would be terrifying to deny.

Not that I wasn’t scared—it would be a lie to say otherwise. 

But… I needed her.

‘The Papacy isn’t stupid. They’ll obviously retaliate after such a blatant provocation.’

Sending an army might be overkill.

They wouldn’t want to trigger a full-scale war with the Empire.

Instead, they’d likely send a small, elite force for an assassination attempt.

If I were in their shoes, the most “elegant” solution would be… claiming it was the extremists acting out in anger over the saintess’s betrayal.

They could eliminate obstacles while simultaneously gaining an excuse to suppress the extremists.

‘And there’s no one as vulnerable to assassination as me.’

‘If the enemy were a mage, I’d have countless counters.’

‘But against a sneak attack?’ I’m completely defenseless.

I can’t sense killing intent or dodge an ambush through some sixth sense.

On top of that, my physical abilities are utterly unimpressive.

If someone stabs me, I’ll die.

A skilled assassin targeting me could end my life before I even realized what happened.

So, I need protection, no matter what.

That’s why I just asked the saintess to guard me.

And yet… I still don’t feel reassured.

‘The saintess is strong, sure. But the Papacy must know she’s on my side.’

They’ll likely deploy an elite force capable of overpowering even her.

Just relying on the saintess isn’t enough.

I pondered for a moment… and made a decision.

Not something grand or overambitious.

The situation is already overwhelming as it is.

I don’t want to escalate things any further.

I’ll just summon one more bodyguard.

Someone strong enough to keep me safe.

***

The Iron-Blooded Duke of the Empire, Scott Fenrir, was deep in thought with a serious expression.

His junior had come to rely on him.

“Please don’t tell anyone else about this. I don’t want to make things bigger than they already are. I’d like you to secretly take on the role of my bodyguard.”

It was undoubtedly touching that someone like Riyan had come to him with such a request before anyone else.

But the very fact that someone like Riyan needed help was a serious issue in itself.

The unparalleled genius professor.

For someone of that caliber to seek his assistance, the situation must be dire.

‘What could possibly have happened?’

He didn’t even need to ask.

He was an avid reader of newspapers and was well aware of both Riyan’s personality and that of Saintess Christiana.

The saintess had mistaken Riyan for a divine being. 

The slightly unhinged saintess had gone so far as to issue a declaration of war.

And yet, Riyan, being the kindhearted professor that he was, couldn’t bring himself to abandon his student. 

He must have decided to help her, leading to the current predicament.

A war against an entire nation.

Even for Riyan, this wasn’t an easy task.

But he didn’t want his troubles to burden anyone else. 

That’s why he reached out only to a trusted senior.

‘Now is the time to teach my junior a valuable lesson as a senior,’ Scott thought.

Sometimes, one has to learn to borrow the strength of others.

Sometimes, one has to know how to rely on someone else.

Having come to that conclusion, the Iron-Blooded Duke picked up his pen.

It wasn’t as if he was planning anything monumental.

All he intended to do was share the current situation with one reliable and capable person and ask for their cooperation.

Scott quickly wrote a letter.

Of course, as he poured his emotions into it, he couldn’t help but slightly exaggerate and twist the truth in Riyan’s favor.

‘It’s not a big deal,’ he thought. ‘This much should be fine.’

The letter was received by Merlin, the White Tower Master.

Merlin thought to himself, ‘My master is in danger! This is a situation where I, as his disciple, must take immediate action!’

The letter did contain a request: [Please keep this confidential. Only share it with those you absolutely trust.]

‘But surely it wouldn’t hurt to share this secret with one or two truly reliable individuals and ask for their help, right?’

Merlin quickly wrote his own letter.

Once again, as emotions flowed into it, he couldn’t help but slightly exaggerate and twist the truth in Riyan’s favor.

‘It’s not a big deal,’ he thought. ‘This much should be fine.’

The letter reached Midas, the Gold Tower Master, who quickly wrote his own letter.

The letter reached Karin, the Mercenary King, who promptly wrote her own letter.

The letter reached the President of the Adventurers’ Guild, who hastily wrote his own letter.

The letter reached the Sword Saint of the Empire, who also began writing furiously.

Finally, the current Emperor of the Empire, Arthur, held one such letter in his trembling hands.

His face contorted like a wrathful demon.

The ever-wise and composed emperor, now unable to contain his fury, ground his teeth and rolled his eyes back as he growled in a quivering voice,” So…

‘The Papacy conspired with demons to plan an assassination?’

“They spread the false rumor that the saintess declared him a divine being, just to create a pretext for murdering him?”

“And as if that wasn’t enough, they went so far as to kidnap the children from the orphanage he sponsors, grind their flesh into meat juice, and send it to him as a threat?”


“And then… you’re telling me they threatened to slaughter every single orphan who didn’t surrender to them, rape their corpses, grind them into juice, and drink it in front of him while laughing?!”

“JUST TO FORCE HIM TO KNEEL?!”

Arthur’s voice shook with fury, and his hands crumpled the letter in his grip.

The Emperor’s roar resounded across the palace like the wail of an enraged beast.
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The Pope’s direct assassination squad, “Fingers.”

The captain of the first squad, Spriggan, frowned.

It wasn’t because he disliked assassinating innocent people. 

If he had intended to always act righteously, he would have chosen to be a knight from the beginning.

But he became an assassin instead.

‘Conscience?’ That’s just something meant to be sold at the highest price. 

As long as his wallet grew thicker, he would kill anyone.

‘The Vatican was completely rotten from the inside?’

‘Instead of serving God, they only sought to exploit Him, committing every atrocity to fill their own bellies? What did any of that matter?’

Back during the saintess selection, it was Spriggan himself who snatched some orphans off the streets of the Holy Kingdom and “prepared” them.

‘I live for myself. Who cares what happens to others? It’s none of my business.’

Living with that mindset made everything so much easier. 

‘Why did everyone else bother pretending otherwise?’ It was beyond him.

‘Thanks to that, I’ve climbed the ranks faster than anyone else.’

‘His job satisfaction?’ Absolutely sky-high.

Thus, he had no complaints about his current assignment.

No, not just no complaints—he was pleased with it.

‘This is an opportunity to snatch glory without lifting a finger.’

His task: assassinate Riyan—the one playing the role of a genius professor and hero of the Empire.

The plan was simple: kill the actor portraying the Empire’s fabricated hero, “Riyan,” and eliminate the bothersome saintess in the process. Since it was a significant mission, the rewards promised for success were considerable.

Yet, despite the high returns, the risks seemed laughably low.

Riyan himself was practically powerless. 

While the saintess was undeniably strong, she lacked sufficient support to protect herself.

As soon as Spriggan successfully infiltrated the Empire, he already felt victorious.

Of course, the saintess was an extraordinary and unpredictable individual, so he kept in mind the possibility of unforeseen incidents. 

Still, eliminating Riyan seemed a certainty.

That certainty was reinforced as he easily bypassed the security.

Even the barrier of the Imperial Academy, formidable as it was, stood no chance against the power of a holy relic.

In the dead of night, evading all eyes, Spriggan reached the door to Riyan’s quarters.

‘Let’s see… the presence I sense inside is…’

Only one adult male.

A quick scan revealed the man lying in bed, apparently asleep.

Sleeping soundly, oblivious to the danger looming over him. 

The sheer audacity made Spriggan chuckle.

It was pathetic, but for Spriggan, it was a stroke of luck.

‘Let’s make quick work of him and move on to the saintess.’

Resolving himself, Spriggan used another holy relic to accelerate his body, moving as fast as light itself.

In an instant, he reached the bed and drove his dagger deep into the professor’s neck.

…Something felt wrong.

He’d stabbed many people before and knew the sensation well.

But this didn’t feel like stabbing a person.

Alarmed, he pulled back the blanket.

What lay beneath was a decoy, meticulously crafted with a summoner’s familiar. 

Its craftsmanship hinted at none other than the Black Tower Lord.

Spriggan prided himself on his sharp instincts.

Quickly analyzing the situation, he deduced that Riyan must have employed the Black Tower for protection.

He swiftly drew a holy relic capable of targeting a summoner’s weakness and turned around—only to freeze in place.

Not because his guess was wrong.

It was right.

But it was correct in a way that spelled disaster.

The dimly lit room.

As he turned, countless bloodshot eyes greeted him.

Hundreds, perhaps thousands, of glaring, blood-red eyes.

All fixed solely on him.

‘Not just the Black Tower. No, the White Tower too… Wait, not just the White Tower, but the Gold Tower as well…
No, even the Mercenary King…
No, even the Empire’s Swordmaster…
No, even the Emperor’s direct agents…’

This was a situation beyond comprehension.

Spriggan’s mind broke.

For nine whole days, these maniacs had hidden in Riyan’s quarters, lying in wait without sleep.

They had no intention of missing this golden opportunity.

Every one of them wore a spine-chilling grin.

Spriggan’s vision turned completely black.

***

Today was truly a bizarre day for Spriggan.

It was a day full of entirely new and strange experiences.

He’d kidnapped people before, but he’d never been kidnapped himself.

With a strange sack shoved over his head, barely able to breathe, he had been dragged all the way to the imperial palace.

He’d tortured others before, but he’d never been on the receiving end of torture.

Now, he was personally experiencing all the ingenious torture devices the Empire had invented, currently enduring the classic water torture.

And he was hearing nonsense the likes of which he’d never encountered.

“You despicable wretch! Are you still denying your crimes? Do you not even have a shred of guilt?”

The knight shouted self-righteously, pretending to be the pinnacle of justice.

But what followed had no semblance of logic.

“We know you’ve made a pact with demons! You’ve been plotting to… violate every child in the Empire, even boys, and then grind them into juice to drink!”

‘What kind of ridiculous nonsense was this?’

He was pretty sure he hadn’t made any deals with demons.

“Yes, the Holy Kingdom had fallen into corruption, but not to the extent of making pacts with devils.”

“And the rest?” He couldn’t even fathom its intent.

“What? Drinking juice made from children?”

And one of the charges—”Spreading rumors that rabbit-shaped fireworks are childish, embarrassing the head of Lyon Academy in front of students, and taking advantage of the Mercenary King’s depression to plan an attack on the Empire”—what even was that?

It was like reading a relay novel where everyone contributed their idea of a heinous act and pinned all of it on him.

‘What the hell are these lunatics trying to achieve?’

Spriggan’s mind worked furiously.

Not to plan his escape or to figure out how to die before giving away secrets—he couldn’t care less about the Vatican.

His priority was survival.

‘I need to figure out what these maniacs want and play along.’

Surely, there was some reason behind this madness.

They must want something from him.

If he gave it to them quickly and switched sides, he might live.

Desperately wracking his brain, Spriggan reached a conclusion.

“Yes, everything was orchestrated by the Holy Kingdom.”

With unwavering conviction, he declared his statement.

The Emperor’s expression changed immediately.

He even ordered the knight to stop the torture and approached Spriggan.

As expected, Spriggan’s guess had been correct.

The reason for this farce was to fabricate a justification for war.

By piling every imaginable sin on the Holy Kingdom, they could justify launching a preemptive strike.

“Do you swear on your life that everything, even the nonsense about the fireworks, was orchestrated by the Holy Kingdom?”

“Yes! All of it was our malicious scheme!”

This was an opportunity.

The Empire needed a witness—someone to prove the legitimacy of their cause in this war.

If he cooperated, his life could be spared.

Betrayal is always most rewarding when you act first.

Without hesitation, Spriggan joined in the slander…

“Thank you for your cooperation. Now, die.”

…And froze with a bewildered expression.

“W-Wait! If I cooperate, don’t I get to live as a witness?”

“Witness? What are you talking about? Didn’t you just admit to your crimes? Naturally, you must face punishment.”

The Emperor murmured to himself, looking slightly regretful, “For a moment, I doubted the veracity of the charges. But now I see it was all true. I never imagined it would be.”

Only then did Spriggan realize the truth.

These lunatics were just lunatics.

They weren’t fabricating a justification—they genuinely believed the absurd charges and wanted to confirm them.

But it was too late for him to do anything about it now.

With a swift motion, Spriggan’s head was severed.

And thus, Spriggan met his hollow end.

***

The grand cathedral glowed brilliantly.

Frantic footsteps echoed within its vast halls.

An informant, drenched in cold sweat, rushed in to deliver news to Judah, who was leisurely sipping tea.

“S-Sir, we’ve suffered total annihilation! Not a single one of them survived!”

The urgent report echoed in the space.

But Judah didn’t seem surprised.

If anything, he felt a twinge of irritation at the messenger’s panic.

“Why are you making such a fuss over something so obvious?”

The power disparity was undeniable.

Their target was merely a performer playing the role of genius professor Riyan.

Killing someone like that should’ve been simple.

Whether he hired bodyguards or called in friends for help, total defeat was inevitable.

So the report of annihilation was hardly unexpected.

Yet… something about the informant seemed off.


Even as Judah expressed his displeasure, the messenger didn’t retreat.

With a trembling voice, he stammered, “It’s… it’s our side.”

“What?”

“Our assassination squad… was completely wiped out!”



 
  
    Chapter 78: 1 in 14,000,605 and the Weight of the Cross Part 1


Arthur was a man without ambition.

While he might be remembered as a wise king, his personality was ill-suited to leaving a legacy as a conquering monarch. 

He had no desire to disturb the peace unnecessarily.

‘After all, isn’t there a distinct difference between the values of children who know peace and those who only know war?’

Arthur wished to create a world where children could simply remain as children.

To him, the everyday life gained through peace held far more value than the benefits achieved through conflict.

Yet even such an emperor had his own convictions.

Maintaining a balance between grace and authority was a law that had to be upheld.

‘The Holy Kingdom has truly crossed the line this time.’

Arthur was a rational individual.

No matter the circumstances, his allegiance was to his benefactor. 

That fact was certain.

However, even for him, declaring war solely because his benefactor had been threatened was not something he would do lightly.

But this time, the Holy Kingdom had clearly overstepped.

‘It’s not just that they threatened my benefactor; they’ve devised a scheme to completely consume our empire.’

This was not a leap in logic.

The evidence supporting this conclusion was indisputable.

[Anyone who does not believe in Professor Riyan is a heretic! As he is soon to become a celestial god, heretics will be dealt with immediately!]

That newspaper article said it all.

Thinking logically, spreading such a ridiculous article would yield no benefits.

‘If anything, it would tarnish their reputation as fanatics and worsen their position.’

‘And yet… wasn’t she the Holy Saint?’

While Arthur had little personal acquaintance with her, he understood her reputation.

A being infinitely compassionate, who loved peace, upheld divine will, and achieved virtue. 

For someone like her to spout words befitting a deranged mob made no sense.

There was no way such a thing could be reasonable.

‘Therefore, those words did not come from the Saint herself.’

It was the Pope of the Holy Kingdom.

That man had orchestrated a vile ploy, subtly manipulating the Saint’s mind so that she would utter such madness in public.

This gave them the pretext to execute Riyan for blasphemy.

Collaborating with a demon, the Pope sought to destroy Riyan, the nightmare of demons, in exchange for seizing the Empire and turning it into their colony!

‘And there exists even more compelling evidence beyond this.’

When it came to matters of national importance, decisions were not made on mere conjecture.

The turning point came during a direct confrontation with the Saint.

***

“Are you referring to that article? I made those statements publicly to spread the will of the Celestial God.”

The golden-haired Saint, Christiana, had initially responded in that manner.

“Do you truly mean what you said? Because of your statement, Professor Riyan has been placed in a difficult situation and surrounded by all kinds of suspicion. Does that not concern you?”

Upon hearing those words, the Saint began to ponder seriously.

Her expression changed, as if she had come to a realization.

“…Indeed, that person would never desire such a violent course as the extermination of all heretics. I deeply regret acting on my own and placing him in such trouble. Until now, I truly thought otherwise, but… In hindsight, something about this feels out of place.”

Her crimson eyes filled with solemnity.

Christiana declared with newfound insight:

“I am his foremost servant and follower! There’s no way I would do something to trouble him! …It must be that the problem lies not with me but with this world. The Pope has surely used wicked schemes to manipulate me into committing such a terrible blasphemy!”

Her eyes burned with conviction.

To realize she had been under mental control and failed to notice it herself filled the Saint with shame.

That shame was soon replaced by fury.

“How could they commit such atrocities while wearing human faces?

I will ensure that those responsible receive the punishment they deserve!”

Her anger was genuine, without a trace of pretense.

This could never have been an act.

The entire incident was clearly a sophisticated ploy by the Holy See.

Their plan was to strip the Empire of its guiding light, Professor Riyan, while conspiring with demons to seize control of the Empire.

‘Though I desired peace, the world will not allow it.’

The Holy See had already decided to pursue war.

Their ignorance of their own place was pitiful.

To love peace and to act foolishly are not the same.

They had come at him with the intent to kill and had even dared to threaten his benefactor’s life.

Arthur had no intention of showing mercy to such foes.

***

“…Prepare for war.”

Today, the name of a nation would be erased from the map.

The Holy Kingdom’s Pope.

Judah felt like he was about to lose his mind.

‘What kind of place was this Empire, really?’

The orphanage sponsored by Riyan, built next to the Fluffy Club—a sanctuary for beastkin children who had lost their parents.

If things went south, Judah had planned to target that place, using the children’s lives as leverage for an attack.

But that plan had just been exposed.

A strategy he had never spoken of to anyone, a plan that existed solely in his mind, had been fully uncovered and publicly denounced within a mere 30 minutes!

And as if that weren’t enough, even his secret dealings with demons had come to light.

This was something he had kept hidden from everyone.

Though the Holy See was corrupt, even they hadn’t stoped to consorting with demons—until Judah.

To gain power, Judah had secretly struck a deal with them.

It was a secret known to no one, not even among his moderate allies.

Yet the Empire had uncovered it with ease, leaving him with a situation almost impossible to manage.

But things didn’t stop there.

Soon, a messenger arrived, out of breath and panicked.

“Urgent news! The Empire has declared war…!”

At the sound of those words, Judah’s composure shattered.

It felt as though the entire world despised him.

No matter what he did, it ended in failure.

Every piece of news that reached him was devastating.

He was on the verge of collapsing, his resolve almost completely broken.

But… he could not give up now.

He couldn’t let himself break—not here, not now.

‘How far I’ve come to get to this point…!’

He had recruited and brainwashed whoever he could, weakening those immune to such tactics through political maneuvering.

Through relentless scheming, he had built his own kingdom, rising to wield unchallenged power.

‘And now, to throw all of that away?’

There was no way he could accept such a proposal.

Not yet.

There were still options left.

“Gather as many troops as possible! Immediately!”

The Holy Kingdom wasn’t weak.

If they met the Empire head-on with their full strength, there was still a chance of victory.

Yet his subordinates hesitated, shuffling nervously.

One of them finally spoke up cautiously.

“The soldiers’ morale is at an all-time low. Word is spreading that Riyan has deciphered the ‘Language of the Gods,’ and even the Saint has sided with him…”

“Were they afraid of becoming heretics?”

Judah’s face twisted with fury.

‘Empty-headed fools!’

“Did they seriously believe such a ridiculous claim?”

‘How could a mere human possibly understand the Language of the Gods?’

Every soldier seemed to be nothing more than a simpleton.

But it was fine.

There were still plenty of countermeasures left.

“Bring in mercenaries for now. They act purely for payment, so they’ll bolster our forces.”

“About that… the respected mercenary leader Karin has joined Riyan.

She has an excellent reputation, and many owe her their lives.

Even if we try to gather more mercenaries, it’s nearly impossible…”

‘What on earth was happening?’

Judah was momentarily taken aback, but he steadied himself.

It was still fine.

There were more options available.

“Contact the Magic Tower. Even though they’re part of the Empire, their loyalty lies with their research, not the Emperor. If we offer them sacred relics…”

“That’s also impossible. We already tried, but they all agreed that Riyan’s talent is far more valuable for achieving the ultimate mysteries. Every tower master was unanimous in their decision.”

‘What kind of nonsense was this now?’

Judah’s mind went blank for a moment, but he quickly collected himself.

The most effective strategy still remained.

He would rely on the Empire’s founder dragon.

She abhorred war more than anything else.

If he appealed to her with a plea for diplomacy instead of conflict, he could buy some time.

With that time, he would figure out a plan.

Judah clung to this final option and sent word…

But then, news came back.

“The founder dragon has fallen for Riyan. She’s completely enchanted by him and won’t listen to anything we say.”

Judah’s spirit crumbled.

There was no one left to rely on.

No reinforcements.

No strategy that could turn the tides.


Cold sweat trickled down his neck.

‘So…’

‘Was an entire nation about to collapse?’

‘All because of one man—Riyan?’



 
  
    Chapter 79: 1 in 14,000,605 and the Weight of the Cross Part 2


The imperial palace was a pinnacle of opulence.

Among its grandeur, a guestroom stood out—designed with an extraordinary splendor befitting heads of state or renowned warriors capable of toppling nations single-handedly.

In such a room, draped in silk garments, I sat with a vacant expression.

Looking around, all I could see were people—every one of them highly skilled and perfectly disciplined.

Their sole responsibility was clear: to protect the newly appointed Professor Riyan—that is, me.

‘What in the world is all this for?’

Surrounded by layers of protective magic and elite knights, the measures taken for my safety were borderline excessive.

They even fanned me with care and served sweet fruits, their devotion so intense it left me overwhelmed.

My head naturally grew hazy. 

To not feel dazed in such circumstances would have been even stranger.

‘How did things escalate to this point?’

All I wanted was something simple.

The Holy See might attack me, so I thought it wise to recruit a reliable bodyguard as a precaution.

I never intended to blow things out of proportion.

I even explicitly told Professor Scott to keep this a complete secret. 

No one else was supposed to know.

Yet somehow, this is where I ended up.

[I only told one person I truly trusted.]

[I shared it with just two people who would never betray me.]

[Oh… I might have spread it around everywhere? Maybe handing it out as flyers to students wasn’t the best idea?]

Scott, Merlin, and Karin—each had their excuses.

This is how rumors work: once they start spreading, there’s no stopping them.

The phrases ‘just between us’ or ‘you’re the only one I’m telling’ are the surest signs it’ll become public knowledge.

[The target is secured!]

That was how I ended up abruptly abducted by a special forces unit and confined to this bizarre VIP suite.

They told me, “If you die, the empire falls. Your safety is paramount above all else.”

For that reason, I was placed under strict protection.

Apparently, my previous accommodations had been occupied, with traps supposedly laid for me.

But right now, that wasn’t the pressing issue.

“War? Did I hear that correctly?”

One of the guards mentioned an impending war, and the situation was spiraling out of control beyond comprehension.

How hiring a bodyguard could snowball into a full-blown war was utterly baffling, yet here I was, staring at that absurd reality.

A war was imminent.

Somehow, I had managed to start a war.

‘There will definitely be innocent casualties.’

Eliminating only the guilty parties in the Holy See and ending things neatly—that would have been fine with me.

But war is never that simple. 

Hoping to punish only the wicked without causing any harm to the innocent is a naïve, unattainable dream.

And… I wasn’t a sociopath.

I couldn’t live with the mindset of sacrificing others for my safety or remain indifferent while lives were lost because of me.

The thought of eating grapes nonchalantly as the Holy See citizens’ heads were crushed—that was beyond me.

At the very least, I had to take responsibility for the mess I caused. 

That was the bare minimum of human decency.

***

“Stay here! It’s too dangerous for you to leave until the situation is resolved!”

The knight blocked me as I attempted to rise.

But that didn’t matter.

I had enough experience by now.

My resolve was firm, and hesitation no longer had a place.

I fixed my gaze on the knight, unwavering.

“Did you just tell me to stay put?”

I exuded an air of menace, creating palpable pressure.

“Everyone is out there fighting. For me. They’re risking their lives for my sake and you’re telling me to stand back and watch from a distance?”

My voice was calm, yet deep anger simmered beneath the surface.

Even so, the knight remained steadfast. 

His duty was absolute, and my emotional plea didn’t give him the freedom to act against his orders.

“I understand how you feel, but please trust us. We’re not so weak that we can’t win without your help.”

Of course, that’s what the knight said, adhering strictly to his orders.

But that wasn’t an obstacle to me anymore.

As I mentioned, I have quite a bit of experience too.

“This isn’t a request, Sir Knight,” I said, resting my hand on the sword at my hip.

I met his gaze with a commanding look, exuding an air of intimidation.

“There are beliefs I must uphold. There are people I must protect. If you insist on stopping me… I won’t hesitate to cut you down, even if it’s you.”

‘Of course, if we fought, I would lose.’

‘Not just lose—I’d be utterly overwhelmed, probably split in half like a ripe fruit.’

But that didn’t matter. 

They believed I was not just a master of swordsmanship but a genius swordsman who had surpassed even that level… somehow.

And because of this misunderstanding, my threat worked.

In this mad empire, these deranged people genuinely thought of me as some unstoppable powerhouse who could obliterate enemies with a single strike.

The knight, realizing that fighting would be futile, eventually yielded.

It wasn’t my strength that defeated him—it was my conviction.

Even though he knew I wouldn’t harm him, he decided it was impossible to shake my resolve. 

That was his loss.

I ignored his muttering, filled with admiration, and dashed out of the room.

As for the next step… I had no plan.

To be honest, there was nothing I could do.

‘What could someone like me possibly do to stop a war?’ The answer was obvious: nothing.

And no matter how much I thought about it, a miraculous solution wasn’t about to pop into my head.

Still, I had to try.

I ran toward the battlefield, racking my brain furiously.

***

In the sky high above, the heavenly throne of the empire’s god overlooked the world below.

Yet the divine figure’s face betrayed none of its usual calm benevolence.

Instead, it was filled with dismay.

Everything had gone completely off track.

Most concerning was the saintess, who had suddenly started worshiping some bizarre man as a deity.

And somehow, that had triggered the war.

The original plan was for a peaceful resolution.

It might have taken 200 years, but humans would solve their problems through their own efforts.

That was the only way to make it meaningful.

The god had intended for things to play out in this way, but everything had been ruined.

Now, war was imminent.

The citizens of the Holy See would lose their lives.

Not just those who deserved punishment, but innocent souls unaware of the circumstances—they, too, would be swept into the chaos.

The god’s ability to intervene in mortal affairs was severely limited.

Directly descending to resolve the issue was, of course, impossible.

Even conveying messages was no simple task.

To prevent the war seemed unfeasible.

But it had to be done.

War could not be allowed to happen.

The odds were impossibly slim, yet the god desperately searched for a solution.

Through the silence and over an agonizingly long time, the god finally made a decision.

***

No miracle occurred.

I barely reached my destination in time.

Despite exhausting my brain trying to devise a solution along the way, nothing came to mind.

I had no plan.

But there was no time left to dwell on that.

The situation was a powder keg, ready to explode.

The imperial army and the Holy See’s forces were moments away from clashing.

That battle would officially ignite the war.

If I stood idly by, it would all be over.

‘This is driving me insane.’

It was a dire situation.

Yet giving up wasn’t an option.

In the end, I charged headlong between the two armies.

Standing between them, I shouted, “Stop this, all of you!”

I wasn’t a great orator.

I wasn’t some lunatic who could flawlessly recite a famous speech from a past life.

But I had to say something—anything.

I raised my voice as loud as I could, addressing both sides.

“This entire conflict is my fault! This was all caused by my inexperience and mistakes.

I cannot allow innocent people to suffer because of it!”

This wasn’t my fault.

‘Who could have predicted things would turn out like this?’

But I set aside my true thoughts and spoke as sincerely as I could.

“Every sin and mistake, all the anger and hatred—let it all fall on me.

Today, if you must harm someone, that person must be me!”

I was basically saying, ‘This is all my fault.’

It was my failure to control the saintess, my inability to stop the rumors, that had led to this war.

So blame me. Punish me. Fire me.

It was a hastily improvised speech, and it showed.

The reasoning was so disjointed it was almost laughable.

No one in their right mind would believe that everything was my fault based on such flimsy words.

The war wouldn’t stop because of this nonsense.

If it did, that would be even more absurd.

It was a complete disaster.

I had foolishly stepped forward, only to fail miserably.

At least, that’s what I thought as I scanned the crowd for their reactions…

But for some inexplicable reason, the people looked… different.

Despite my clumsy speech, some were crying.

Everyone had clasped their hands together, gazing up at me.

In their expressions, I saw unmistakable reverence.

Their reaction was baffling.


And then, out of nowhere, a dazzling light shone in my eyes.

I turned toward the source of the light and…

My face instantly froze in bewilderment.

A golden ring hovered above my head.



 
  
    Chapter 80: The Miracle, the True God, and the Future of the Holy Empire Part 1


The world is far more twisted than one could imagine.

That was the truth the girl realized today.

The stories taught at school, the common sense she learned with effort, none of it mattered. 

The world turned out to be much more irrational than she had been led to believe.

Her current situation was proof enough.

She held nothing in her hands. 

Her height barely reached 120 cm. 

She was only nine years old.

And yet, she was a soldier drafted into the ongoing war.

It was an incredibly ironic status.

A soldier was supposed to be someone who fought to protect their country. 

Yet, she was not given any means to defend herself.

Even more absurd, she wasn’t expected to fight.

Her purpose was to be a simple meat shield.

As a child, she was meant to demoralize the enemy, to beg pathetically for her life and die as miserably as possible.

Her sacrifice was meant to buy time for others to prepare for victory.

Everything, they said, was for the Heavenly God.

The Heavenly God would remember her sacrifice.

[Consider it an honor to be given such an opportunity.]

That’s what the soldiers told the children as they gathered them. 

Yet, it was another bitter irony.

‘If sacrificing oneself as a meat shield was so honorable, why didn’t they offer the opportunity to themselves?’

‘Why was the soldier who demanded her sacrifice preparing to evacuate with his own family?’

‘The Heavenly God loves us.’

‘That’s what she had been told, what she had been taught.’

‘But why, then, was the Heavenly God telling her to throw her life away?’

She couldn’t understand a single thing.

‘If I think about it, maybe it’s always been this way.’

Maybe she was just too naive to notice until now.

The world had always been this horrifying.

When she was five, her father and mother were taken away.

They were forced to work on the construction of a grand, glittering cathedral—the residence of the Pope.

Overworked and denied rest, they died of exhaustion.

The adults said it was all for the Heavenly God.

To showcase His grandeur, a magnificent, radiant building was needed.

Her parents had dedicated their lives to the Heavenly God, they said, and He would surely rejoice in their sacrifice.

Common sense held no weight here.

Everyone lied. 

No one could be trusted.

And she couldn’t even voice her grievances about this cruel world.

If she refused to act as a meat shield and tried to escape, she would be executed on the spot. 

Her head would roll without hesitation.

Her only option was submission.

In the end, she staggered forward…

***

“Stop, all of you!”

She saw an unusual man.

A glowing halo floated above his head.

He looked divine, like the Heavenly God from the stories.

The man urgently shouted to everyone,

“This is all my fault! I will bear all the sins and hatred. Please, I beg you, stop this fight!”

He looked like someone shouldering original sin on behalf of everyone else.

Yet… this man was not the Heavenly God.

His hands trembled. 

His voice wavered, and his eyes revealed fear.

He was clearly afraid of his own death, showing the vulnerability of a mere mortal.

Above all, there wasn’t the faintest sense of divine power emanating from him.

The halo above his head appeared somewhat sacred but only on the surface.

Even that halo flickered, as if it would vanish at any moment.

It was likely a fake, conjured by illusion magic.

Anyone from the Holy Empire would have recognized it as such.

Therefore, the man’s actions carried no significance.

[What value can possibly be found in humans killing one another?]

Despite his trembling voice and evident fear, the man had thrown himself into the battlefield, driven by the conviction to save everyone.

His actions were undoubtedly righteous and just.

But the world was not a place where righteousness mattered.

Speaking truth would not change it.

The world was built to resist change.

The man’s words would surely be ignored, cast aside mercilessly.

And yet…

***

For some reason, her vision blurred.

Her legs gave out beneath her, and she collapsed.

‘…I know.’

She knew the man’s words were futile.

Wars, tangled with complex interests, would not cease because of a mere plea.

‘I know, but… so what?’

The world may be cruel and unyielding.

The man’s words may be absurd.

‘But what did that matter?’

She didn’t care if it was absurd.

Even if everything was a mess, lacking any sense of logic or coherence, she wanted a happy ending.

She didn’t want to die.

She didn’t want to kill.

She simply wished for a peaceful, happy life.

Just… a small happy ending.

The girl quietly clasped her hands together.

She prayed that the man’s sincerity would be rewarded.

That everyone would stop this meaningless fighting.

Her prayer was not to the Heavenly God, but to a single human being.

In this irrational world, the little girl prayed for the man who stood alone, striving to do what was right.

Her heart reached out.

The feelings spread, gently touching and influencing others.

Perhaps the girl’s thoughts were wrong.

The world might actually be very simple.

Everyone wanted to be happy. 

No one truly wanted to harm others. 

There was no real reason to fight.

And so, one by one, everyone knelt before a single human.

They knelt and prayed together with one heart and one mind.

Their prayer was not directed toward a god but toward a mere human.

Under normal circumstances, such an act would have been utterly meaningless.

But none of that mattered.

The fighting had already stopped.

The war that was supposed to happen today, the countless lives that would have been lost meaninglessly, were saved—not by a god but by a single man.

A miracle, without a doubt, had occurred.

***

The war, stopped before it even began, was being observed through a “gaze” by a demon.

Agares, the second-ranked demon, frowned.

The alliance with Pope Judah and the plan to devour the Holy Empire, using it to strike against the Empire, had all been ruined.

The reason was painfully obvious.

[Is it that new professor again?]

His abilities appeared unimpressive. 

But his actions defied all logic and common sense.

This was what made Agares wary.

By Agares’ observation, the professor’s physical abilities were subpar. 

Achieving this much with so little meant he was surely hiding something.

Something even Agares couldn’t discern.

Until that mystery was unraveled, reckless actions were out of the question.

Agares had no intention of repeating the mistakes of his peers.

[It’s better to withdraw from this for now.]

Without hesitation, Agares abandoned his greed.

Judah was already a pawn he intended to discard. 

There was no reason to linger here.

Drawing conclusions from what he saw today, he decided to investigate Riyan and eventually deal with him.

Having made his decision, Agares turned to leave…

But soon, his face was painted with shock.

It would have been stranger if he wasn’t surprised.

Before him were golden eyes, glowing with unmistakable hostility.

A man with pure white hair opened his mouth and spoke.

“Found you.”

Standing before Agares was none other than the new professor.

The situation was impossible to process.

The strange halo, the people kneeling before him—it all still muddled my thoughts.

But I knew what I had to do.

Without hesitation, I left the battlefield and tracked the demon’s trail.

It wasn’t out of anger toward the mastermind behind such atrocities or a sense of duty to prevent future victims.

At least, that wasn’t the main reason.

I knew my place in the world.

The most important thing to me was my own life.

I couldn’t afford to forget that.

‘So, why did I track the culprit behind all this?’

Well, it must have been for a straightforward reason.

When I thought about it, this was a world straight out of a novel.

If I suffered, I had to repay it in kind.

That was the proper way to operate in this world.

I was simply following the rules.

What I sought was revenge—against the demon who orchestrated this, against the enemies who had attacked me.

‘Did they think I’d just be used as a disposable tool?’

The Heavenly God, who tossed me a decorative halo, probably thought they’d maximize gains with minimal effort.

But they should have realized it was their greatest mistake.

I… have no talent.

Because I lack talent, I have no choice but to rely on the strength of others.

It’s a cowardly, despicable way to survive.

But if nothing else, I excelled at this underhanded approach.

The halo might vanish at any moment.

Even if it was merely an empty blessing, the connection still existed.

Faintly, but unmistakably, I was linked to the Heavenly God.

What I needed to do now was straightforward.

I accessed the circuit.

I delved into the connection, analyzing the structure of the god.

Everything that made up the god fell under my control.


The Holy See, already thoroughly corrupted.

The Heavenly God, who had neglected the suffering of the people.

If you intend to remain indifferent…

For this moment, For just this one moment, …I will be the god in your place.



 
  
    Chapter 81: The Miracle, the True God, and the Future of the Holy Empire Part 2


I cannot comprehend the situation unfolding before me.

Riyan, the newly appointed professor at the Imperial Academy.

He is the greatest threat to the fulfillment of my mission.

I’ve studied the bizarre path he has walked.

Therefore, I thought I fully understood the danger he posed.

Or so I believed…

***

<Connection extended. Forced synchronization. Analyzing components.>

The man before me, usually calm during surveillance, now wore an entirely different expression. 

Riyan’s face was unmistakably twisted in anger as he muttered softly.

But what truly unsettled Agares wasn’t just the fact that the professor, who had never shown genuine rage before, was now seething with fury. 

That alone was surprising, but not the real issue.

What unnerved him was what Riyan was currently accomplishing.

‘I don’t understand…’

Agares, second in rank.

As the second creation of the One Above, he was born to stand above all others.

Pride held no place in his philosophy; caution was his virtue. 

His abilities were of the highest tier.

Having lived for near eternity, he had absorbed countless amounts of knowledge. 

Even with the help of his Eye of Insight, he couldn’t analyze the technique Riyan was deploying.

It wasn’t merely incomprehensible—it was beyond comprehension itself.

‘I only tried to understand a fraction of it.’

Pain wracked him, and blood, tinted red like tears, trickled down from his eyes.

The Eye of Insight screamed in agony.

The meaning of that fact was all too clear.

A mere human.

A new professor who had lived for no more than twenty years.

This man’s talent had overpowered the Eye of Insight.

Cold sweat dripped down Agares’s back.

Of course, just because his opponent was powerful didn’t mean Agares himself was weak. 

Thus, he tried alternative methods.

If he couldn’t analyze the technique, he could focus on other aspects instead.

This strategy yielded valuable information.

The professor’s current connection involved a small spirit.

Riyan wasn’t using his own mana directly.

Such inefficiency proved his mana reserves were likely limited—a critical weakness for the professor.

Whether it was due to the aftereffects of some injury or his body’s condition, Riyan clearly had a finite capacity.

Using borrowed mana always came at a cost. 

No matter how strong the spirit, this inefficiency was undeniable. 

Ten minutes at most, and his mana would be depleted.

If Agares could endure, victory would surely be his.

This was, undoubtedly, good news.

Yet…

‘I cannot smile.’

Agares’s expression hardened further.

Dismissing Riyan’s talent just because his mana was insufficient? Reassuring himself that there was no danger?

Such folly knew no bounds.

A comparison emerged in his mind: a sprinter, naturally gifted with physical prowess, versus someone missing a leg and barely able to run—yet who had mastered spatial folding to cover impossible distances.

Which one was more dangerous was painfully obvious.

***

<Forced synchronization initiated.>

Bad premonitions never fail.

And, of course, Agares’s suspicion was proven right almost immediately.

Riyan raised his hand.

A golden thread connected him to the sky.

The power of a divine being was drawn from the heavens to the earth.

Brilliant wings unfolded.

This was no hollow halo—it was a true one.

The radiant light of an enormous nimbus blinded him.

[…Ah. No wonder my kin succumbed to this.]

Cold sweat dripped from Agares’s forehead as he lamented.

He still couldn’t comprehend Riyan’s technique.

But from his words and actions, Agares could infer enough.

This frail mortal had overwhelmed even the divine.

An entity without physical form, a mere construct of information.

A god’s components manipulated and toyed with at will.

Until even the god’s own will was bent to Riyan’s whim.

By deluding the divine into believing he was their equal, Riyan had achieved momentary synchronization.

At this very moment, in this place…

Riyan had become nothing short of a god.

Agares quickly steadied himself.

He gathered his dark energy, forcing it to its peak.

The situation was undoubtedly dire, but…

‘The odds of victory haven’t completely vanished.’

Riyan was, after all, still human.

No matter how exceptional his talent, one fact remained immutable.

‘Synchronizing himself with a god’s power? Drawing upon that strength?’

It was an extraordinary feat, but ultimately, his mortal body would have to bear the burden.

And for all his brilliance, his physical body was frail—even among mortals.

A glass cannon, fragile despite its devastating power.

The path forward was clear.

Agares inhaled deeply.

He concentrated his energy into his legs.

Compressing the space around him, he lunged toward his target.

He delivered a full-force punch toward Riyan.

[Dammit.]

The blow didn’t land.

Despite his body being on the verge of collapse, Riyan showed no sign of injury.

There could only be one reason for this.

***

[End message from Agares: Riyan’s capabilities have shattered every convention and expectation. Victory is uncertain, but retreat is no option. I will see this through to the end.]

Riyan was wielding divine power.

There should have been no connection to the Holy See.

Yet with sheer, overwhelming talent, he mastered the control of divine energy and used it for defense. 

The precision with which he protected only the attacked areas, wasting not a single ounce of power, was awe-inspiring.

Golden eyes gazed down at Agares.

An immeasurable chasm separated them.

With an observing, contemplative expression, Riyan muttered softly.

“My children, do not be afraid.”

A divine proclamation, recreating mythical scriptures.

Agares anticipated what was coming next.

He tried to retreat, putting distance between them.

Chains of light bound his ankles.

The movement and strength of the chains surpassed even the works of celestial beings.

Bound and immobilized, Agares could only watch as Riyan approached slowly.

Step by step, the professor drew near, speaking as he did so.

“I am your light and your salvation. What is there for you to fear?”

His breathing grew labored.

Just meeting Riyan’s gaze suffocated him.

That gaze conveyed the overwhelming disparity between them.

A predator and its prey.

An unbridgeable difference.

Agares trembled involuntarily.

For the first time in his life, he felt genuine fear. Abandoning all pride, he begged desperately for mercy.

But a god feels no emotions.

Riyan looked down at him, devoid of any warmth, and raised his hand.

“I shall restore order to this land.”

Divine punishment.

Thousands upon thousands of spears of light manifested in the air.

They descended in breathtaking trajectories.

Pure white light engulfed the world entirely.

I thought to myself: perhaps this was where the problem lay.

I’ve always had a tendency to act first and think later.

It might very well be why I’ve never been dismissed from my position—or rather, at this point, it’s practically confirmed.

I must admit the truth.

That day on the battlefield, I acted impulsively.

Seeing that child… no, seeing those ignorant little ones used as mere meat shields infuriated me, clouding my judgment.

‘Not even a speck of dust remains… a miracle if there’s anything left.’

There wasn’t even a need to ensure the kill.

The land surrounding me was utterly scorched, reduced to nothingness.

The demon was completely obliterated, leaving no trace behind.

By any measure, this was excessive force.

Even if one argued that eliminating a demon was for future safety, this level of destruction was indefensible.

My body still ached, throbbing with pain.

It was a miracle I was alive at all.

Most of the burden had been transferred to the celestial being, yet here I was, in this state.

I had acted recklessly, prioritizing action over my own physical limits.

‘This time, I got lucky.’

The idea of hacking through the connection, reversing it, constructing a runic formula to deceive reality into synchronizing myself with the celestial—it was all conceived on the spot.

The chances of failure had been extremely high.

Even if I had succeeded in borrowing the power, there was no guarantee I could control it.

In hindsight, staying out of it would have been the right choice.

For all my efforts to avoid the original storyline, I had created a new scenario and nearly died because of it.

This incident reminded me, yet again, that I am not a cautious person.

‘But in the end, it all turned out well, didn’t it?’

I eliminated a major threat and even performed some good deeds along the way.

My decision-making may have been flawed, but the outcome was perfect.

Acknowledging my mistakes, I resolved to be more careful moving forward.

For once, fortune smiled upon me.

I turned away with a satisfied smile…

And froze mid-step.

What I saw were hundreds of eyes staring at me.

In other words, the citizens of the Holy Kingdom who had gathered around.

Drawn by the commotion, they stood there, watching me.

Watching everything I had done.


Looking up at me with reverence.

“H-Heavenly God! Forgive us for not recognizing you sooner!”

The citizens of the Holy Kingdom sobbed and wailed, apologizing for mistaking me for a fraud due to the absence of any perceivable divine energy.

…And that’s when my mind gave out entirely. 



 
  
    Chapter 82: The Miracle, the True God, and the Future of the Holy Empire Part 3


‘There are many things I can tolerate, but this isn’t one of them.’

‘To be mistaken for a celestial being? This is the worst possible situation, overshadowing all the false accusations accumulated from my past mistakes.’

‘And the most horrifying part? That insane saintess.’

‘I somehow managed to brush off the whole “celestial being” nonsense, framing it as the delusion of that guy Yuda, who manipulated people with some kind of mental control. ‘

‘But now? My true identity being exposed?’

“This… this is blasphemy. Please forgive us for our irreverence!”

The people who had been on the battlefield earlier.

Even ordinary citizens of the Holy Kingdom are like this now—clinging to my ankles, sobbing uncontrollably, and dripping tears and snot everywhere. 

Some are scolding others for daring to touch me, and one guy looks like he’s ready to commit seppuku.

‘If this is how ordinary people are, then what about the saintess?’

Just thinking about it makes my head spin.

Her blind adoration, already unbearable before, is bound to get exponentially worse.

***

[Rumor mill begins]

“Professor Riyan was seen walking stark naked through the academy halls? What’s the problem with that? Disciplinary action? Sexual harassment? What nonsense are you spouting? If you dare disgrace yourself by whining about such divine grace after being blessed with a glimpse of his body, I’ll personally teach you manners with my mace.”

“Professor Riyan suddenly grew a mustache and turned into an anti-beastkin supremacist? What’s the problem with that? Honestly, why didn’t you tell me sooner? I’ll join him immediately!”

[Rumor mill ends]

Just imagining these things makes me feel like I’m about to pass out.

‘If I don’t get a grip right now, I’m guaranteed a bad ending.’

I forcibly pull myself together.

Even when dragged into a tiger’s den, there’s always a way to survive.

As long as I stay calm, there are still plenty of ways to avoid this disaster.

Recreating the legends. 

That’s how I managed so far. 

I reluctantly used holy words, invoked divine powers, and even killed demons. 

From every angle, I looked the part of a celestial being.

Of course, no one would believe me if I denied it now.

‘So, why not change the approach entirely?’

‘There’s no need to lie anymore.’

Something like, “A divine being temporarily descended into my body. Everything was the work of the great Celestial.”

That should clear up most of the misunderstanding.

I clear my throat.

I calmly lower my voice to sound reverent and declare, “I am but a mere servant of the Celestial.”

***

“I am the Celestial. It’s a pleasure to meet you in person.”

But then, my mouth moves on its own.

I cannot comprehend what’s happening.

‘Have I gone mad from the stress?’

As I panic internally, I realize I need to do something before this escalates. 

I try to offer an explanation, but—

My rebellious mouth keeps spouting words completely different from my thoughts.

This is bad.

“Someone must have cursed me! A demon! There’s still a demon hiding here—find it and kill it!”

“My beloved children! Your love! Your prayers! They have reached me! Truly, you are faithful and cherished above all. Fear not, for I shall watch over you!”

Please, stop looking at me with those expectant eyes.

I’m barely holding it together as a teacher at the academy—’what more do you want from me?’

“Execute the sinner Yuda. The unbearable vacancy of the celestial throne ends now. …I shall ascend to the heavens.”

…Wait. What did I just say?

“I will assume the position of the 71st Pope.”

The cheerful, detailed proclamation leaves my mind in a haze.

Meanwhile, the atmosphere around me has turned into a festival.

The people are celebrating—not only have they confirmed the existence of their deity, but they’ve also been told they are loved and cherished. 

On top of that, the deity promised to personally take charge and protect everyone.

The people of the Holy Kingdom couldn’t help but celebrate such news. 

Their joy was almost expected.

Complete and utter excitement filled the air.

Everyone cheered and sprang into action, each eager to contribute in some way.

Some rushed to drag Yuda to the execution platform.

With the atmosphere so overheated and undoubtedly filled with extremists like the saintess, I couldn’t help but wonder—would Yuda even make it to the execution ground in one piece? Would any of his limbs remain intact?

But that wasn’t the issue right now.

Everyone had turned their eyes upside down, frantically hunting for the sinner.

It wasn’t until those surrounding me disappeared in pursuit of Yuda that the strange curse holding me finally lifted.

‘Who in the world did this to me?’

I thought about it for a moment, but the answer soon became irrelevant.

The culprit revealed themselves.

Clearly wary after the previous incident, they didn’t connect directly to me. 

Instead, divine letters formed in the air.

[Do not take it to heart.]

The glowing letters quickly coalesced into readable words.

[A violation of established rules. The repercussions of your defiance. If I consider the state of my ravaged form, caused by the backlash you passed onto me, it’s a crime worthy of death. However, there is room for leniency.]

The Celestial of the Empire spoke to me directly.

[Considering the legitimacy of your anger and the good deeds you’ve accomplished, I’ve decided to offer a compromise.]

The compromise? They wanted me to take the position of the Pope.

In exchange, they would turn a blind eye to the attack I had committed earlier.

Of course, I had no intention of accepting such a ridiculous proposal.

But it wasn’t as if I had any choice.

‘I didn’t even know what was happening back there.’

If someone tried to manipulate my body, the basic principle was to reverse the connection and control them instead.

Even if the other party was a Celestial, missing such an obvious opportunity meant only one thing—my body was so exhausted it couldn’t even perform its basic functions.

If I refused the proposal, the situation would repeat itself.

They might retaliate by making me say something even worse.

Something like, “If I’m ever fired, it’s definitely a demon impersonating me, so don’t believe it.”

A single sentence like that would guarantee a bad ending.

Not only would I fail to get fired, but if I was unlucky, I might even be mistaken for a fake and killed by the students.

I truly had no options.

***

“Celestial! We’ve brought the sinner, Yuda!”

The crowd returned right on cue.

A sacred sword was placed into my trembling hands.

As if this were some kind of timed event, they eagerly prepared to crown me.

All eyes were on me.

Before the Celestial could change their mind, before they could revoke their intention to rule and declare that human matters should be handled by humans, the people were desperate to solidify my position.

Tears of frustration streamed down my face as I drew the sword.

And thus, a new chapter in the history of the Holy Kingdom began.

The heinous apostate was executed.

Even so, the merciful Celestial, who shed tears for one of their children in the sinner’s final moments, would forever be remembered as a compassionate figure.

The Holy Kingdom now basked in the glory of being directly ruled by the great Celestial.

***

[Where exactly did it go wrong? Contractor, are you seriously asking me that?]

After assigning the Pope’s duties to someone more appropriate, I returned to the familiar teacher’s dormitory.

There, I found myself subjected to such a bizarre question from a miniature Pegasus.

A supposed ally who shared my goal of getting fired.

‘Two heads are better than one,’ I had thought.

Rather than agonizing over it alone, I figured collaborating on a plan would be more effective. 

But the Pegasus looked at me with a baffled expression.

It spoke bluntly.

[Everything. Every single thing you’ve done is the problem.]

It claimed that my failure to get fired wasn’t surprising at all.

The Pegasus continued, seemingly struggling to decide where to even begin its critique.

[At this rate, you won’t even dream of getting fired.]

[You keep claiming you’d do anything to get fired for your own safety, yet when the critical moments come, you always throw yourself into danger to save someone else.]

What followed was harsh and relentless criticism.

‘There’s a limit to “doing anything.”’

‘If someone can be saved, I’ll save them.’

Getting fired could wait, but death was irreversible. 

Priorities mattered.

And since the incident was caused by me, wasn’t it only logical to take responsibility?

Clearly, spirits didn’t understand human emotions.

Seeking advice from such a being had been my mistake.

[I simply don’t get it. Even if your goal were achieved, you’d never…]

I immediately dismissed the miniature pony’s summoning.

‘If it can’t be a loyal advisor, it should at least be a competent one.’

Not only was the artificial spirit unhelpful, but it also had the audacity to hurl unwanted criticism.

Continuing the conversation would only lead to more frustration.

‘That said… it’s true I need an ally.’

Even my creativity had its limits.

It wasn’t easy to devise an ingenious scheme that could get me fired from both the Pope and teacher positions simultaneously.


I needed someone.

Someone competent and reliable.

After a moment of contemplation, I made my decision.

It seemed like it was time to recruit an assistant.



 
  
    Chapter 83: I Saw the Devil Part 1


“If you’re told to do it, you do it.”

You must follow the orders from above.

Even if it’s unpleasant, that’s just how society works. 

Especially if the organization you belong to operates under a strict top-down chain of command, disobedience is out of the question.

But… where is the line?

What if an unacceptable order is given? Should you still obey, no matter what?

That was why Schult, an ordinary black magician, was distressed.

***

The Five Fangs Alliance.

A coalition of the underground world formed to oppose Riyan. 

They had once disbanded, retreating after the Paimon subjugation led by Riyan, but the strong will of certain influential figures led to its reformation.

Schult was a member of this Five Fangs Alliance…

And the person tasked with assassinating Riyan.

‘I’m going to lose my mind.’

Of course, the Five Fangs Alliance didn’t make the decision without reason. 

They believed there was a chance of success. 

The plan was set in motion because everyone agreed on that assessment.

“The man’s body is completely ruined from aftereffects. The Mercenary King is buying up every kind of medicinal ingredient in existence and searching for miracle cures. There are even reports that he vomited blood while returning from the Sacred Kingdom. Witnesses said he coughed up blood severely in a deserted alley, his face twisted in pain.”

All the evidence pointed to Riyan suffering from lingering aftereffects.

After all, it was strange that someone wielded such overwhelming power without any consequences. 

It was clear that the new professor was practically living on borrowed time.

***

[Looking for a Teaching Assistant]

And then, suddenly, an opportunity presented itself.

It was natural for the Five Fangs Alliance to plant a spy as part of their assassination attempt.

‘But why does it have to be me?!’

Schult was deeply resentful.

‘Him? Assassinate that professor? The guy whose hobby is demon hunting?’

Schult was just an average black magician! How was he supposed to pull off something so impossible?

But there was no way out.

He would either die for refusing the order or face death at the hands of a surprisingly robust Riyan. 

Only these grim outcomes filled his mind, driving him to despair.

‘…Wait a second.’

A thought crossed Schult’s mind.

There was one way. 

One scenario where he could avoid being swept away by this gigantic tide.

‘What if I just fail the interview?!’

He would deliberately act incompetent and flunk the teaching assistant interview.

‘Why hadn’t he thought of this sooner?’ He felt ashamed of his lack of intelligence.

‘I’ll just play dumb… Oh, wait. Riyan is white, so I can’t use racism. Maybe I’ll try misogyny instead?’

It was extreme, but it would be effective.

After all, who would hire someone who spouted outrageous things during an interview? That kind of person would never get ahead.

***

Humming to himself, Schult made his way to the interview venue.

As if the heavens themselves were helping him, another opportunity presented itself upon arrival.

‘Wait… are these people really here for the interview?’

All of them were renowned figures.

They had not only impeccable abilities but also flawless reputations. 

One of them even seemed to be a royal.

And then there was Schult, just a pathetic black magician.

‘Who in their right mind would choose him over these exceptional candidates?’

Relaxed, Schult waited for his turn.

“Applicant number 22, Schult, please come in.”

He was completely at ease. 

His rejection was guaranteed.

Still, putting in some effort wouldn’t hurt, so Schult immediately sprang into action.

***

Golden eyes stared directly at him.

Seeing Riyan in person made his charisma unmistakable.

But Schult felt no intimidation.

Chewing gum obnoxiously, he made sure to shove his hands into his pockets. 

He didn’t even wait for the “Please have a seat” prompt and plopped into a chair.

Bang! He propped his feet casually on the desk.

“Mr. Schult, what motivated you to apply?”

‘Was this what made geniuses different?’

Even in such a situation, the new professor’s composure was impressive. 

But that didn’t faze Schult.

“No real reason. I just want to slack off. You like charity, don’t you? Think of it as sponsoring me and just give me the paycheck.”

He openly declared his intention to shirk responsibilities.

Suddenly, Schult felt a distinct heat.

“…What do you think about the rumors surrounding me?”

Riyan’s piercing gaze bore into him.

‘Of course he’s mad. Anyone would be after hearing something like that.’

His deadly glare was only natural. 

In fact, it was a good sign—proof that Schult’s plan was working.

“Rumors? It’s all fluff, fluff. You paid people to spread fake stories and boost your name. Aren’t you ashamed? Self-obsession at this level is a sickness.”

He spewed nonsense confidently.

Calling Riyan’s fame fake? It was an absurd claim no citizen of the empire would agree with. 

But that was exactly Schult’s aim—completely destroying his credibility.

Having pulled off this much, the response from Riyan was predictable.

“Accepted! You’re hired!”

Excited, Riyan grabbed Schult’s hands and shook them vigorously.

“Huh?”

Schult’s face went blank.

Even his “incompetent persona” cracked.

But Riyan paid no attention to that. 

Smiling ecstatically, he spoke.

“All other candidates are dismissed. Come in tomorrow—no, start today! You are now my eternal right-hand man, Teaching Assistant Schult!”

So…

Something had clearly gone horribly wrong.

Schult’s head was spinning.

Riyan, who had promised to talk about his goals, was now dragging Schult into his private quarters, even though they had met less than 30 minutes ago. 

He kept rambling on about something or other.

But none of Riyan’s words registered in Schult’s ears.

In fact, it would have been stranger if they had.

With a dazed look, Schult pinched his cheek.

It hurt.

This was reality. 

It shouldn’t be, but it was.

***

The Imperial Princess Lucie.

Merlin, the master of the White Tower.

And an enigmatic applicant, X, who looked suspiciously like an ancient dragon but adamantly denied being one.

Despite such extraordinary candidates, the one who got chosen was… Schult.

His magical capacity and physical abilities barely scraped the level of a superhuman. 

People often called him clueless and dim-witted. 

Yet, somehow, he had been deemed more qualified than any of them.

It made no sense.

Naturally, a thought crossed Schult’s mind.

‘H-hold on. Could it be that my identity has already been exposed?’

This suspicion kept him from focusing on Riyan’s words.

His hands and feet trembled. 

Cold sweat poured down his face like a waterfall.

No matter how he looked at it, his performance had been pathetic.

If Riyan had deliberately chosen someone like him, the only reason that came to mind was that the professor had figured out his true identity and planned to execute him in private.

‘If that’s the case…’

Schult gulped nervously.

Even someone as dull and gullible as him could recognize when his life was in danger. 

He stood no chance in a direct confrontation; he would die instantly if Riyan decided to attack.

Ultimately, Schult began rationalizing his situation while on the verge of tears.

‘I-it’s probably because he’s not certain yet.’

If Riyan were sure, he would have killed him on the spot.

So, it was more likely that the professor had suspicions but no solid proof. 

At least, Schult desperately hoped that was the case.

There was still a chance to survive.

All he had to do now was avoid standing out.

Blend in. Stay low.

Determined, Schult finally started paying attention to what Riyan was saying.

“…Do you understand?”

Riyan was looking directly at him.

Schult panicked. 

He had to respond with something safe to avoid suspicion.

“I-I’ll do my best to assist you!”

He declared that he would diligently fulfill his duties as an assistant.

Surely, that was the safest and most neutral answer possible.

But for some reason, Riyan’s expression darkened.

The white-haired man frowned and spoke.

“What nonsense are you talking about? You’re not supposed to assist me. You’re supposed to attack and criticize me with all your might.”

***

Schult’s mind went blank.

The words Riyan had spoken so casually were utterly nonsensical.

“W-what do you mean by that?”

Schult stammered in confusion, but Riyan remained composed.

“Your mission. Isn’t it to completely bury me?”

As if it were no big deal, Riyan openly pointed out that Schult was a spy.

Schult’s face turned deathly pale.

He had been exposed.

And now it was over.

The mad professor would kill him for sure.

Despair painted Schult’s face as he collapsed into pathetic groveling.

“P-please! Spare me! I won’t do anything, I swear!”

Riyan locked eyes with him and spoke calmly.

“Now that you’ve heard my circumstances, we’re in this together. Until I’m dismissed, you can’t be dismissed either. So if you really want out, try spreading rumors about me. Frame me. Use your imagination and creativity to completely ruin me.”

He was saying he knew Schult was a spy.

And yet, he didn’t care.

If Schult wanted to rebel, he was welcome to try.

But Riyan wouldn’t kick him out.

Instead, he intended to keep Schult around as a source of amusement.

And then…

“Do your best. If you fail… you’ll die.”

If Schult failed to entertain him, his life would be forfeit.

Schult felt his breath hitch as panic gripped him.

Unable to utter another word, he froze in place.


Riyan placed a hand on Schult’s shoulder.

His smile was warm yet utterly merciless.

Grinning like a demon, the professor said cheerfully,

“Let’s give it everything we’ve got, together!”



 
  
    Chapter 84: I Saw the Devil Part 2


Let’s think positively.

On his first day of infiltration, Schult was discovered by his assassination target.

Unfortunately, this target turned out to be a deranged sadist who thrived on danger, and he made an outrageous demand:

“Entertain me, or your life is forfeit.”

Resistance was futile, as the power gap between them was overwhelming.

Now, Schult was left with no choice but to undertake a suicidal mission: opposing Riyan, the rising star of the Empire.

But… there was still a glimmer of hope.

‘It’s not like it’s an impossible problem,’ he thought.

If the condition for passing this test were to overpower Riyan physically, all hope would indeed be lost.

However, as long as the solution lay outside brute strength, there was still a chance.

Instead of killing Riyan, tarnishing his reputation might be a task Schult’s abilities could manage.

‘People have a dark side, don’t they?’

Humans are often drawn to watching the downfall of the mighty.

Wealth, fame—all of it becomes a spectacle when someone at the top tumbles down.

The higher they climb, the more spectacular the fall.

If the Empire’s latest sensation, the new professor, were to be caught in a scandal, it would surely draw the attention of every citizen.

Determined, Schult steeled himself and sprang into action.

***

“P-please… Someone! Anyone, help me!”

In the heart of the Imperial capital, a desperate voice rang out.

This wasn’t some seedy slum known for lawlessness but the very center of the Empire—a place where such cries were unheard of.

Naturally, the plea drew everyone’s attention.

A crowd gathered, and their eyes fell on a boy in a terrible state.

His entire body was covered in bruises, bearing unmistakable marks of a vicious beating.

The pitiful sight left the onlookers horrified.

The boy, tears streaming down his face, began to speak in a trembling voice.

He explained, with sobs breaking his words, how someone had beaten him mercilessly.

He had begged them to stop, cried out in pain, and even asked why they were doing it—but they wouldn’t answer.

‘Who could see such a scene and not feel sympathy?’

The gathered crowd was united in outrage.

It didn’t matter who the perpetrator was—such a monster deserved to be brought to justice.

Empowered by their support, the boy found his courage.

He hesitated for a moment, then finally named the assailant.

“Riyan. It was the new professor, Riyan, who beat me.”

For an instant, silence fell, chilling in its intensity.

The pitiful boy—none other than Schult in elaborate disguise—felt as though he had stepped into a horror film.

The warmth and pity in the crowd’s eyes were replaced with suspicion and doubt.

‘When you hear someone like Yoo Jae-seok assaulted someone, you wouldn’t first think disappointment—you’d wonder, “What could drive such a good person to violence?”’

Riyan was known as a paragon of virtue.

A man without a blemish on his character, someone who forgave even those who had harmed him.

Suspicion was natural, and without it, it would have been strange.

Sensing the sudden shift in atmosphere, Schult wasted no time.

He turned and bolted, running as fast as his legs would carry him.

Behind him, he heard the angry cries of the crowd:

“Catch that boy! He’s clearly up to no good! Find him and bring him to justice!”

Schult’s face twisted into a wry grimace as he ran.

‘Not yet,’ he thought.

Schult stood in the middle of the slums, his voice ringing loudly for all to hear.

“You must all rise up!” he shouted.

“Riyan is determined to eradicate all criminals. If he continues to rise in power, people like us, those in the slums, will have no choice but to be arrested for crimes!”

Of course, Schult had prepared thoroughly.

The deranged sadist, Riyan, had essentially aided Schult’s attack on him.

Using the recording device he had prepared, Schult played Riyan’s voice.

The words played clearly:

“I can’t stand the sight of criminals. There is no salvation for those who have sinned. They are rotten to the core. I’ll sweep through the slums and purify this world.”

With such inflammatory remarks, there was no way public opinion would stay calm.

Schult was sure of this, and indeed, the crowd reacted strongly.

***

Though… the direction of their anger wasn’t quite what he expected.

An apple came flying at him.

The thrower was an old man with snow-white hair, standing with a yellow-furred retriever beastman at his side.

The beastman growled, baring its teeth as if ready to pounce on Schult.

“Maybe we are unforgivable people,” the old man said solemnly. “Maybe we do deserve such criticism. But… that professor would never say such things.”

‘Never say such things? He said them himself!’

Schult barely managed to hold back a retort.

He tried to logically prove that the recording wasn’t fabricated, but no one would even listen.

“Stand back,” the old man said. “I’ve seen enough bloodshed for a lifetime. I won’t let you dirty your hands.”

Beside him, the scruffy retriever beastman whined tearfully, vowing to protect the old man and fight alongside him.

The two of them might as well have been acting out a melodrama.

While Schult gawked at their bizarre display, he snapped back to reality when he noticed the other residents.

They were silently drawing weapons, their expressions tense as they glared at him.

The threat was clear—they looked ready to bash his skull in at any moment.

Schult had no choice but to flee once again, sprinting away without a backward glance.

***

The reunion with his assistant was a disaster.

The Empire’s citizens, the slum dwellers, beastmen, the thieves’ guild, the adventurers’ association, the mercenary union, and even the Resistance—his assistant had managed to anger them all.

Delivered to Schult completely bound, with a dotted line neatly drawn across his neck for decapitation, the assistant wailed in despair.

“Please fire me….”

This wasn’t an enemy trying to kill him or an innocent bystander—it was his own assistant, being worked to the brink of insanity.

After spilling all the details of his predicament and begging for help, Schult had agreed to assist him without hesitation.

But even the most diligent of subordinates had their limits.

“Yes, it’s only right to let you go,” Schult said, sighing. “But… one last job.”

It wasn’t fair, but he had no choice.

The assistant looked utterly defeated, his face a picture of misery.

“This time, it’s simple. Just attend a press conference. All you have to do is tell the truth, and I’ll let you go immediately after.”

Riyan’s madness had reached new heights.

He had given bizarre orders, claiming he wanted to be condemned by everyone.

For some inexplicable reason, he believed that if he wasn’t fired, he would die.

The assistant had only to expose Riyan’s behavior honestly.

It was a win-win: the assistant could vent his frustrations, and Riyan would achieve his goal of public condemnation.

Even if the crowd doubted the assistant’s words, Riyan planned to step in and confess to his sins himself.

‘How could Schult let such an opportunity slip?’

He put on his best pleading look.

‘Sometimes sincerity wins people over,’ Schult thought.

He didn’t have the power to coerce anyone, but the assistant eventually nodded.

For the first time, Schult felt lucky to have such a capable assistant.

***

The press conference was chaotic.

Riyan had announced a major revelation, drawing a massive crowd of journalists.

But instead of Riyan standing at the microphone, they found a black-haired boy.

Schult stood there, staring into the cameras with lifeless eyes.

The whole world seemed to revolve around Riyan.

No matter where he went or what he did, Riyan’s supporters were everywhere.

Schult, thoroughly broken by their fanaticism, knew he had become nothing more than a toy.

Riyan, standing off to the side, intended to confess everything and end it all.

The sight of him was infuriating, but Schult couldn’t deny the irony.

If you try to kill someone, you must be ready to face the consequences.

Schult had come to assassinate Riyan, only to be exposed and face retaliation. 

Complaining about injustice now would be laughable.

‘Let’s just get this over with,’ Schult thought.

He resolved to confess his plot.

“I… am an assassin from the Five Fangs Alliance,” he began, his voice trembling.

The reporters murmured among themselves.

“Black hair and blue eyes… isn’t that the one spreading strange rumors?”

Schult’s actions had naturally spawned rumors.

He was labeled a demon’s minion, a terrorist plotting to kill the Empire’s hero, Riyan, to bring about its downfall.

It was to be expected, but something felt off.

‘Could all of this really be just a coincidence?’

Riyan’s behavior had been odd from the start.

A man known for his integrity, suddenly using a captured enemy as a pawn in his games?

Letting Schult defame him without counteraction?

‘No, there has to be a reason behind it all,’ Schult thought.

‘What if all of Riyan’s actions were deliberate?’

‘What if this chaos was a calculated move to fabricate a narrative?’

‘No matter how influential Riyan was, even he had limits.’

‘Abusing power without justification would tarnish his image.’

Deploying foreign troops or using imperial knights as his private force required solid pretexts.


‘What if he was using Schult to create those pretexts, justifying his purge of the Five Fangs Alliance?’

A chill ran down Schult’s spine, but his lips moved of their own accord.

“I confess. We betrayed humanity to resurrect the Demon King and destroy this world.”

In front of countless reporters, Schult’s trembling voice delivered his declaration.



 
  
    Chapter 85: I Saw the Devil Part 3


I feel dazed.

The back of my head stings as if I’ve been struck with a hammer.

I see Schult, whom I thought was my ally until just moments ago.

His face shows no trace of guilt or regret as he betrays me.

‘Didn’t we just make a promise?’

If he’s tired of fighting to avoid being fired, I can understand.

I know that feeling better than anyone. 

The sense that the world has turned against you, that no matter what you do, nothing works out. 

That despair is surely overwhelming.

I even made sure he’d get a hefty salary, promised he wouldn’t have to risk his health, and shielded him from the mobs when they lost control.

But in the end, it’s about one’s own determination.

If he says he can’t endure it anymore, I wouldn’t force him to stay. 

I made that judgment and decided to let him go.

But this… This is crossing the line.

If he had complaints, he could have just voiced them. 

‘He knows better than anyone what situation I’m in, yet he chooses to do this?’

I told him that failing to avoid dismissal meant death.

I begged him for help, and he agreed to help me.

And yet, this is no different from an assassination attempt.

This isn’t just gossiping about a boss behind their back; this is setting their house on fire.

My teeth clench as anger wells up inside me.

I glare at Schult, making no effort to hide my betrayal.

And yet, he wears an expression of complete innocence, as if he doesn’t understand why I’m angry, looking at me with a puzzled gaze.

…Finally, the last thread of my composure snaps.

Forget the press conference.

I lose my mind completely and charge at Schult, grabbing him by the collar.

“This… What do you think you’re doing?”

The reporters can’t keep up with what’s happening.

To be fair, anyone would be bewildered.

A sudden press conference called by Riyan.

Then, out comes a bizarre assistant.

The assistant abruptly confesses to being an assassin.

He admits he’s a member of the Five Fangs Alliance and was sent to carry out Riyan’s assassination.

He even confesses that their organization is secretly plotting the resurrection of Demon King Gettya, that black magicians are collaborating with demons to destroy the world.

Every revelation is more shocking than the last.

The headline in the reporters’ notes changes from “Riyan Makes Shocking Declaration on Rumors of Divine Involvement” to “Assistant Hired Under False Pretenses Revealed to Be a Spy” and finally to “Is the Empire’s Collapse Inevitable?”

Chaos ensues.

But soon, everyone’s thoughts clear up.

Because what happened next was so incomprehensible that it overshadowed all those revelations about shadowy conspiracies and world-ending plots.

“This… What do you think you’re doing?”

That voice.

It was the familiar voice of the newly appointed professor.

But the emotions in that voice were unfamiliar.

Riyan, who was always untouched by worldly concerns, exuding nobility.

Someone who never faltered, no matter the situation, always observing and understanding everything from a higher plane.

That was the essence of Riyan—a figure who calmly achieved unimaginable feats.

The rare times Riyan had shown emotion were during monumental events like the salvation of an entire species or the rescue of a nation.

Even then, he had only shed tears.

But now, Riyan was openly, fiercely displaying raw anger towards someone.

This was unprecedented.

Everyone was unnerved by the strange scene unfolding before them.

‘What the hell is wrong with this madman now?’

The most bewildered person, however, was Schult.

He had revealed the secrets as instructed.

He realized he was being used to make the Five Fangs Alliance into the enemy of the world and erase them. 

He had gone along with it, as the plan would not only eliminate his adversaries but also bring glory to Riyan and protect the Empire from destruction.

But instead of gratitude, he was met with anger.

He couldn’t comprehend what was going through Riyan’s mind.

“Didn’t we just make a promise? Are you so foolish as to forget a promise we made mere moments ago?”

Riyan walked towards Schult, step by step.

Then he grabbed him by the collar.

No matter how unfair life is, no logic or reasoning could prevail before the overwhelming presence of someone who transcended even the greatest swordsman.

Now, the only thing Schult could do was brace himself for his unfair demise.

He shut his eyes tightly, resigning himself…

***

But nothing happened.

His collar was indeed grabbed, but… 

Riyan’s face was indeed contorted in a grimace.

Yet, Schult felt nothing.

Not a hint of pressure on his neck, no sensation of being choked.

Despite being grabbed by the collar, he wasn’t even lifted off the ground.

It felt like being grabbed by a teenager who had just started working out.

Even with his small stature, Schult wasn’t being lifted.

That was the only conclusion to draw from Riyan’s current weak grip.

But such a theory made no sense.

Even if Riyan was suffering from aftereffects, there had to be limits.

To think that the strength of someone hailed as the world’s greatest swordsman had diminished to this level was absurd.

It was absurd, and yet…

‘Then why was this happening?’

As the realization dawned on Schult, cold sweat trickled down his neck.

This was all an act.

An act to manipulate and extract every last ounce of usefulness from him.

A demon’s merciless ruthlessness was hidden beneath the performance, intent on wringing out everything Schult had to offer.

The sheer cruelty of it was terrifying, but in the end, Schult was weak.

No matter how inhumane the methods, if a powerful figure threatened him, he had no choice but to comply.

Reluctantly, Schult opened his mouth and shouted:

“I’m sorry… But I had no choice!”

Of course, once he started, he gave it his all.

Schult wasn’t recruited as a spy for nothing. 

His eyes reddened, and tears streamed down his cheeks.

“You told me to stay quiet, Professor. You said if I revealed this, I’d become a target. You even advised me out of concern, despite knowing I was an assassin sent to take your life.”

The reporters, already swarming around, hung on to every word, their pens scribbling furiously to capture each detail.

“But… I had to break that promise. How could I, a sinner like me, allow my savior to take such a risk? How could I let you protect me at the cost of your own safety?”

These were reporters who had covered Riyan extensively.

They knew of his character, his demeanor, and his actions.

It didn’t take them long to piece together what had happened.

The new professor with genius insight.

He had seen through the assassin’s identity from the beginning.

Unlike ordinary people, Riyan had chosen to reform the assassin rather than kill him.

A benevolent act that led to Schult’s confession and the revelation of the Five Fangs Alliance’s schemes.

Uncovering an organization plotting the resurrection of Demon King Gettya and the destruction of the world was undoubtedly a monumental achievement.

But the way it was revealed posed a problem.

The enemy was a shadowy organization aiming for Gettya’s revival—an opponent not to be underestimated.

Mobilizing all forces immediately would be ideal, but that wasn’t possible.

Leaking information would only alert them.

Schult’s betrayal as a planted assassin meant he’d become a target.

That’s why… I must step forward.

“You have nothing to do with this,” Riyan had said.

“You need only keep quiet. This matter doesn’t concern you.”

Determined to bear the burden alone, Riyan sought to shield Schult.

But Schult, unable to stand by, had acted on his own.

And that led to this situation.

The evidence was clear, right in front of them.

“What the hell are you talking about?”

Riyan feigned ignorance, abandoning even his usual politeness.

The professor had told him:

“This has nothing to do with you. You must remain unaware. That’s the only way you’ll survive.”

“Professor… Please, stop pretending,” Schult replied.

But Schult insisted:

“I’m not worth your protection. Please, focus on the greater cause instead of someone like me.”

The grace Riyan had shown brought tears to the reporters’ eyes as they wrote furiously.

Schult’s courage and sacrifice couldn’t be in vain.

Soon, this story would spread far and wide.

***

Riyan suffered from yet another wave of unwarranted criticism.


Schult feared his devilish professor, who manipulated people like pawns in a chess game.

And above all, the Five Fangs Alliance.

When they woke up to find themselves suddenly the enemies of the world, faced with thousands of soldiers and roaring dragons descending from the skies, they shuddered in terror.

Thus, the world became a place of suffering for everyone.



 
  
    Chapter 86: Festival, sincerity, and foreshadowing of the finale Part 1


One thing I finally realized this time:

It wasn’t me that was wrong.

From the beginning, it was this world itself that was flawed.

‘I kept failing, so I thought maybe I was doing something wrong. Perhaps if I left it to someone else, things might turn out differently.’

But the results turned out to be the same.

Excluding Schulte’s final act of betrayal, the other attempts were more plausible than I had initially thought. 

But none of them worked, which clearly proves the situation.

It wasn’t that my plans were flawed—it was simply bad luck.

It wasn’t that I lacked the skill to get myself fired; it was just that my misfortune was truly extraordinary.

‘I can’t trust leaving this to someone else.’

Efforts to get fired.

‘Who else would have gained experience trying such bizarre things? I’m the only one who would dare attempt it.’

Since my life literally depends on getting fired, no one can match my motivation or passion. 

Unlike Schulte’s betrayal, I don’t have to worry about betraying myself.

‘This is my battle.’

With that thought, I steeled my resolve.

Even if the plans are flawless, there’s still the problem of “unreasonable interference.” But how do you solve something like that?

The demerits caused by my accumulated failures will only hinder me. 

‘How could I overcome this absurdly favorable tide against me and lay the groundwork for dismissal? It was a headache, to say the least.’

But now I was ready.

I would sacrifice one thing to gain another.

To survive, I wouldn’t hesitate to use any means necessary.


	It’s time to resort to something unethical.



The most terrible crime imaginable.

Today, I planned to commit a crime so heinous it couldn’t even be spoken aloud.

‘Well, not murder, obviously.’

‘Murder? Killing another human being? Especially an innocent person unrelated to my situation just to save myself?’

That’s not a matter of conscience—it’s a matter of basic human decency.

And frankly, it’s not even practical.

‘Murder is too trivial a crime, anyway.’

It wouldn’t be shocking enough to seal the deal on getting fired. 

It’s too trivial and petty—barely even worthy of being called a crime.

If this sounds absurd, consider for a moment what kind of world we’re dealing with here.

This is an academy-themed web novel.

Tracing its roots, it probably connects to Harry Potter, but ultimately, it’s a Korean-style web novel.

That means it has the element of “satisfaction” added.

‘Have you ever seen a web novel protagonist without a history of murder?’

In this genre, killing an annoying character without hesitation is practically a trend. 

There are hardly any readers—if any—who would be upset by such a thing.

Even if the character insults, mocks, betrays, and harms the protagonist, no one would argue, “Well, murder is bad, so the protagonist shouldn’t do it.”

‘…But if it’s “sexual harassment,” that’s a different story.’

In a general, all-ages web novel—not an adult story—if the protagonist were to suddenly engage in inappropriate behavior in a first-person perspective, the comment section would explode.

Blacklist, public shaming, review bombing, and complaints—it would spiral into chaos.

In this world, harassment was a more heinous crime than murder.

Of course, the repugnance it brings is a significant obstacle.

‘I don’t actually have to commit a crime, though.’

As long as I walk the fine line without crossing it… I could justify trying it for survival.

I’d create an incredibly suspicious atmosphere.

I’d overtly act like a pervert to attract attention.

The guards would receive complaints and find themselves shocked that Professor Riyan had been hiding such a secret life. 

Soon after, headlines would dominate the news.

[The Double Life of a New Professor]

[Professor Riyan’s Secret Perversion Exposed]

[Shocking Flood of Victim Testimonies Leaves Everyone Feeling Betrayed]

If such rumors spread, victory would be guaranteed.

No one could deny my incompetence in battle at this point. 

What I needed to target was a flaw in my personal life.

If I caused a scandal and was socially ruined, I couldn’t possibly remain as a teacher in a school that educates children.

The logic was indisputable.

With this determination, I waited for the right time.

***

Before long, the perfect opportunity arrived.

An episode that’s a staple in academy-themed stories:

The Royal Academy’s festival had begun.

The surroundings buzzed with excitement.

Crowds gathered in throngs, with entertainment everywhere.

Students of the academy were enjoying the festival like any normal day.

Everything seemed ordinary, no matter how you looked at it.

The only reason why those broken, messed-up kids looked so normal was because of one thing:

‘See? Getting fired really is for everyone’s benefit.’

It’s because I wasn’t there. 

As long as it wasn’t an incident involving the new professor, the students acted like kids their age.

A perfectly crafted disguise.

To blend in as an outsider participating in the festival, I changed out of my professor’s suit and altered my hair and eye color.

It would have been more convenient to use a concealment spell instead of wigs or contact lenses, but maintaining the spell would have drained too much mana and been inefficient.

My goal was simply to appear suspicious.

I wore a mask and sunglasses, concealing my face entirely. 

With my eyes, nose, and mouth hidden, there was no need to complicate matters with perception distortion.

I had infiltrated the festival as a perfectly shady character.

‘Do I really need this much of a disguise?’

It didn’t hurt to be thorough.

This cruel world seemed intent on working against me.

If I happened to encounter a fanatic who would rejoice in my alleged perversion, or if the situation spiraled out of control, I wouldn’t be able to handle it in my current state.

So, I pulled my hat down low and wandered around.

I wandered and… wandered some more.

I wandered again and again, continuously.

‘…This is turning out to be way more frustrating than I thought.’

Of course, committing an actual crime was a no-go.

The goal was solely to create a scandal.

It had to remain an attempted act, yet it needed to be provocative enough to warrant a report to the guards.

If this were simple, that would have been strange in itself.

The plan wasn’t progressing at all.

All I could do was observe, unable to take action.

Various scenes came into view.

***

The chairwoman darted around, eyes sparkling, while the administrative director chased after her in a frenzy.

The saintess, still moving like a shadow, crawled under a food stall. 

‘Was she looking for me?’ Professor Scott, meanwhile, wandered around scanning the surroundings.

Then my gaze stopped abruptly.

It wasn’t the dragon ancestor in a mascot costume, sneaking into the festival for fun. 

That sort of thing happened all the time.

No, it was something far stranger.

People more suspicious than I was.

Men in black suits whispering among themselves.

Words like “deal” and “drugs” floated into my ears—undeniably suspicious terms.

I quickly predicted what was about to happen.

It would’ve been stranger not to foresee it.

An academy story and a festival.

‘Isn’t there always one word that comes to mind in such a scenario?’

***

…Kidnapping.

Ah.

In light novels heavily influenced by academy settings, this is a common cliché.

A kidnapped heroine to be rescued, or a kidnapping prevented with the use of original story knowledge—something like that likely happened here.

Logically, the simplest thing to do would be to report it anonymously.

Getting unnecessarily involved would only make things more complicated.

But for some reason, I didn’t want to do that.

My original plan was already at a standstill.

A thought came to mind.

‘…Couldn’t I use this to my advantage?’

There isn’t only one way to escape.

‘What if it wasn’t me resigning, but external forces making it impossible for me to stay?’

‘What if I were sold as a slave somewhere?’

‘Dragged to a distant country outside the empire?’

‘What if I lost my memory due to the trauma of torture?’

Unavoidable force majeure.

It wouldn’t be my fault—it’d be the criminals’ fault. 

Nobody could blame me for that.

Of course, there was no guarantee it would go smoothly.

Even if they kidnapped me, whether they used me as a test subject, harvested my organs, or sold me as a slave would be up to them.

But I had some power.

While I couldn’t fight the demon king or anything like that, I could handle small-time organizations.

If they didn’t want to sell me as a slave to a distant country, I just had to make them feel like doing so.

There was nothing to lose.


I let a wicked smile spread across my face.

Equality between men and women is the standard nowadays.

There’s no gender distinction in roles anymore.

…It was time for me to play the damsel in distress.



 
  
    Chapter 87: Festival, sincerity, and foreshadowing of the finale Part 2


The resurgence of the organization had its reasons.

Becoming the undisputed ruler of the underworld wasn’t something that could be achieved by luck alone.

The ascent of the Ravenwing Society to the top was undoubtedly due to the intelligence and competence of each of its members.

While they valued remaining inconspicuous, their insistence on always wearing black attire or using luxurious carriages that were far too eye-catching was contradictory. 

They prioritized honor over practicality, but aside from such flaws, they were all highly skilled individuals.

They were also adept at handling sudden changes.

***

And so, in the current unexpected situation:

A person who had gone to the Academy Festival inadvertently stumbled upon a transaction between suspicious men in black suits.

The witnesses, momentarily distracted by the scene, left themselves vulnerable. 

Without hesitation, the men acted swiftly to handle the situation quietly.

One of the group stealthily approached the man, who was observing the scene as if he were a detective, and struck him on the back of his head.

The witness collapsed unconscious.

Although the group lacked any mysterious poisons for such scenarios, that wasn’t much of an issue—they had no intention of killing him.

Crime was a business, after all, and a living person was far more valuable than a corpse in terms of creating additional profits.

This was none other than the Imperial Academy.

Though temporarily open to outsiders due to the festival, causing a commotion would bring no benefits.

While the founder dragon could be set aside, the new professor was undoubtedly a figure to be cautious of. 

Even if only a fraction of the rumors about him were true, Riyan was a superhuman capable of obliterating their organization in a single day.

It was best to avoid getting involved with him.

Considering the fate of any criminal organization entangled with him, staying clear from the beginning was the most prudent strategy.

With their trade complete and the witness secured, the Ravenwing Society had no reason to linger.

Swiftly leaving the area was the wisest course of action. 

The members quickly prepared to return to their hideout.

That was undoubtedly the best decision they could make.

***

Unfortunately, the best decisions don’t always yield the best results.

Haste leads to mistakes.

Rushing caused them to lose their cautiousness.

Thus, when they struck the witness, something about the sensation felt odd.

It seemed as though a small intermediate-level magic shield appeared momentarily before disappearing.

The man briefly opened his eyes and looked at the members as if they were prey.

Such ominous signals went unnoticed.

This was how the witness was swiftly transported to the organization’s hideout.

***

The reason why the men now had dumbfounded expressions on their faces became apparent.

They all rubbed their eyes in unison, as if by some prearranged signal. 

Blinking and looking again didn’t change what they saw.

The disguise removed from the captured prisoner—the mask, sunglasses, and other items used to conceal his appearance—revealed his true identity.

White hair.

Golden eyes that seemed to see through everything.

The new professor of the Imperial Academy.

Riyan.

There was no mistaking it.

‘W-why is he here?’

Yet, they couldn’t fathom why this man was here.

He was a powerful martial artist said to have reached the peak of life and death, capable of deciding such matters with sheer will.

Recently, he had even defeated Agares, the second-ranking demon, saving the Holy Kingdom in the process—a truly unparalleled individual.

And yet, he had been so easily abducted by them?

The Ravenwing Society’s influence was indeed impressive.

Growing without resorting to black magic, they thrived on the trade of drugs and human trafficking. 

Recently, they had rapidly expanded by exploiting the void left by the collapse of the Silence of the Lambs.

But they weren’t on Riyan’s level.

This wasn’t because the organization was weak.

It was simply that no organization on earth could possibly match the power of that new professor.

No one could possibly stand against someone so powerful that even the founder dragon was said to be overwhelmed with a single finger.

‘If he wanted to eliminate someone, there was no need for such an odd approach—he could simply do so at any time. ‘

‘So why had he chosen such a bizarre method instead?’

The intent behind his actions was incomprehensible.

Yet, that no longer mattered.

‘Do humans ask livestock for permission before taking their flesh and hide? Do they apologize repeatedly to a bug before stepping on it?’

The overwhelming disparity in power was clear.

They were the weak, and Riyan was the strong.

The strong had no obligation to consider the weak.

Thus, there was only one choice for them.

***

“S-Sir! Our sincerest apologies!”

Their bowing put artificial humility to shame.

The Ravenwing Society members repeatedly lowered their heads toward the new professor, as though they might bleed from their foreheads.

After all, fighting him would undoubtedly end in defeat.

Unless one severely lacked self-awareness, who would dare confront someone whose hobby was demon hunting?

Submission was the wisest option here.

Riyan, the new professor, was unexpectedly merciful. 

Judging by how he had only imprisoned someone named Schultz instead of killing him, there was hope for survival if they cooperated.

“We will remove your handcuffs immediately! Shall we summon medical personnel to check if you’re unharmed…?”

“No, there’s no need for that.”

The reply came in a sharp and resolute tone.

Despite their servile behavior, Riyan seemed entirely indifferent and opened his mouth to speak.

“Don’t let me stop you. Just focus on your work. Isn’t this a high-value slave? Figure out how to sell them off instead of releasing them. Don’t you plan to do business?”

Riyan, shockingly, advised them to continue their operations, even suggesting that selling the slave to the principality would yield good profits.

“It would be such a shame to release someone you went through so much trouble to abduct. Shouldn’t you at least show something for your efforts?”

‘Was he joking?’

Despite their doubts, his expression was entirely serious, as though he genuinely wished to be sold into slavery in another country.

At this point, it was hard to tell whether he was the victim of abduction or a defiant guest refusing to leave.

Regardless of his intentions, they couldn’t possibly keep Riyan detained.

Sure, his value as a “product” was exceptionally high.

But the problem was that it was too high.

The consequences of trying to sell him, given his connections to the Sacred Kingdom and the Academy, were too severe to bear.

The boss, concluding that releasing him was the only viable option, attempted to carefully persuade Riyan.

***

But something felt off.

As they spoke, Riyan wasn’t listening.

He simply smiled—a strange, unsettling grin.

The reason behind his smile became clear one minute later.

Urgent footsteps echoed.

A different member of the organization came running, holding a peculiar card in his trembling hands.

The man, pale and drenched in sweat, blurted out, “B-Boss! What in the world is this?!”

The card he handed over bore a statement—a declaration of crime.

It was written in the boss’s name, though the boss had never seen it before:

[We have kidnapped Riyan. If our demands are not met, I will torture and kill him immediately. Act wisely. Banish Riyan, who interferes with our plans…]

The boss urgently demanded to know where the card had come from.

The subordinate replied, “I just picked it up off the street.”

Apparently, such cards were being scattered throughout the Empire.

The boss’s face turned as pale as the messenger’s.

The card boldly featured the Ravenwing Society’s signature crow symbol.

To ensure no one missed it, even the boss’s middle name was included.

The letter was full of brutal threats about skinning Riyan alive should anyone act rashly. 

The consequences were obvious.

The boss’s gaze naturally shifted.

He locked eyes with the person likely responsible for the distribution.

And there was Riyan, shamelessly smiling.


“Figured it out now?”

Still in handcuffs, bound to a chair, the victim declared boldly:

“You’re the ones who’ve been kidnapped.”

The leash wasn’t around his neck—it was around theirs.



 
  
    Chapter 88: Festival, sincerity, and foreshadowing of the finale Part 3


A statement left behind as if he were a phantom thief.

Scott Professor’s hand, holding it, trembled uncontrollably.

As a Swordmaster of the Empire and a war hero, he had witnessed every imaginable atrocity. 

But even he found himself unable to control his emotions in the face of this situation.

‘Could a person wearing the guise of humanity truly commit such acts?’

If one took pride in being the master of all creation, at the very least, such barbarity should have been refrained from.

The deeds of Riyan alone made this fact clear.

Helping those in distress was his hobby, slaying demons to save the world was his routine, and, occasionally, he even rescued entire races or nations.

A true hero who dedicated himself to making the world a better place.

Yet, instead of honoring and respecting such a self-sacrificing individual, they kidnapped him? The line had been crossed—no, utterly obliterated.

But the important thing was that this wasn’t the end.

It wasn’t just about committing a crime; their actions were heinously vile.

‘This statement of crime was distributed by Riyan himself?’

The investigation into Riyan’s disappearance began immediately.

According to testimonies, this statement was hurriedly distributed in the streets by a man with white hair and golden eyes, handing money to people and asking them to spread it.

‘Was it meant to mock by imitating Riyan? Or had they used the professor’s benevolence to coerce him as a hostage?’

Either way, it was unforgivable.

‘If they truly intend to abandon all human decency…’

Then, treating them as humans would no longer be an option.

A hand holding a sword cannot embrace someone, but without it, it cannot protect anyone precious either.

A murderous intent stirred within.

Reading threats like tearing Riyan limb from limb or cutting him into cubes for steak made his rationality gradually fade.

‘The foolish cannot be enlightened with words. The weight of their sins must be engraved onto their bodies.’

The Black Crow Society would pay the price for their folly, and the price would not be light.

***

On the day of the Imperial Academy Festival, everyone searched for Riyan—students, friends, seniors, benefactors.

There was no need to gather an army.

By now, no one could stop them.

‘I’m not that foolish.’

With experience comes learning.

Naturally, I had a sense of what was about to unfold.

‘There’s no way the people around me would stay idle, right?’

***

The Black Crow Society wasn’t weak, but they weren’t strong enough to withstand the connections I’d built.

An organization that took advantage of the vacuum left by the collapse of the Lamb’s Silence. 

They might be capable, but this side’s power was beyond reason.

With primordial dragons, Swordmasters, and holy empires involved, a mere mafia couldn’t possibly stand against a nation-level force. 

Their destruction was inevitable.

An enormous crowd would sweep through, crush the Black Crow Society in an instant, and rescue me. 

I’d then be placed under even stricter protection, making escape impossible.

Even with my eyes closed, I could vividly picture such a future.

And indeed, that’s how things were unfolding.

But, as I said, I learn.

I didn’t instigate this without countermeasures.

So when the rescue team burst in, I wasn’t startled by their overwhelming power—far too much for rescuing a mere novice professor.

I cast a sharp glance to the side.

Nodding as a signal to execute the plan.

The completely subdued boss of the Black Crow Society, who now obeyed like a trained dog, reluctantly joined the act.

With the most villainous expression he could muster, the boss spoke:

“I will not allow any further approach.”

He pressed a knife against my throat, playing the part of a kidnapper.

The rescue team had likely anticipated this far, but what followed was my true plan.

Everyone present was confident in their own abilities, skilled individuals.

As they observed their opponent’s strength, waiting for the right moment to subdue them in an instant, the boss spoke according to the script.

“Killing me is your choice, but are you sure about that? You’ll never find the antidote if you do.”

The boss smirked wickedly.

All the effort spent training him for this role had paid off.

The reaction was just as I expected—everyone clenched their teeth in anger at the horrific crime.

But despite their fury, there was little they could do.

The organization had cruelly taken hostage the children from the beastfolk orphanage I supported. 

They poisoned me and hid the antidote somewhere. ‘What else could they do?’

Chaos ensued.

The Saintess and the extremists argued for torturing the criminals to extract the antidote, while the moderates insisted on avoiding conflict until safety could be ensured.

Then, as planned, the boss proposed a compromise.

He explained that they had kidnapped me because I interfered with their grand plans. 

‘If I no longer interfered, they would let me live.’

‘He offered to erase my memory and power, sever my energy core, and exile me permanently as an ordinary person.’

‘This was the culmination of my wish—to leave the academy.’

Or so I thought.

Something about the situation was strange.

The rescue team didn’t argue or clash with each other.

As soon as they heard that I’d been poisoned, they all knelt in silence as if on cue.

They knelt and began to weep.

The primordial dragon spoke to me, saying, “You are the one who gave me a reason to live. Before you, I lived each day meaninglessly, existing just because I was born.”

The Emperor of the Empire spoke, saying, “You are the one who returned my world to me. As a puppet controlled by demons, I even harmed my own daughter. You gave me back my family.”

The beastfolk warrior, holding his sword, spoke, saying, “You are the one who made me human. As someone’s possession and slave, I lived a wretched life. You freed us from those chains.”

Finally, my students spoke, saying, “We still have too many debts to repay. You’ve saved us countless times, taught us endlessly, and bestowed so much grace upon us. We can’t let it end like this.”

Everyone was willing to risk their lives for me, even offering to sacrifice themselves to save me.

My head spun.

Yet, even as I felt dizzy, my mouth moved on its own.

“The poison… I’ve already neutralized it myself. And I’ve incapacitated everyone here, so don’t worry.”

No one controlled me.

No strange artifact had taken hold of me.

Still, I spoke those words to them.

The crowd cheered and smiled in relief, their faces bright with joy.

I smiled back, my lips curling upward.

But I couldn’t share in their happiness.

Because I knew.

This was a horrific mistake—an act that should never have been committed.

I had no strength to protect my own life. 

Relying on improvisation and luck to survive could only go so far.

‘If I got caught up in the original storyline, I would undoubtedly die.’

‘But… could I truly sever these bonds?’

Even if unintentionally, I had formed connections.

‘Could I really abandon those who cared for me?’

‘Even if I escaped, could I leave with peace of mind while others were left in peril?’

The question I had avoided for so long now loomed before me. 

But I wasn’t ready to answer.

And so, once again, I deferred my decision.

Feeling lost, unsure where I was heading, I stumbled forward, barely moving my feet.

“For now… let’s go back.”

After all, the protagonist is still only a freshman.

There’s plenty of time left before the ending.

Surely, everything will be fine.

It has to be.

***

A grotesque sound echoed.

The horrific noise of flesh being devoured filled the air.

Mutual slaughter.

Bael, the First Seat, was now consuming his kin.

Yet, there were no screams or resistance.

All of this was done with the cooperation of his kin.

Leaving a variable unchecked had been a mistake.

That small variable had shaken the world.

He grew in strength and power, threatening them all.

And no further mistakes could be allowed.

They couldn’t afford to delay.

The threat had to be eliminated immediately.

No matter the cost, no matter the sacrifice.


The demon gazed at the man in the distance.

His crimson eyes brimmed with murderous intent.

…The brief reprieve was over.

It was time for the final showdown.



 
  
    Chapter 89: A true genius professor, an educator Part 1


Riyan, the professor, had changed.

Everyone at the Imperial Academy whispered those words.

Of course, it wasn’t because of rumors that success had drastically changed him or that his true colors were finally showing.

Among the Imperial Guard, there was even a media management department specifically tasked with handling external views and reputation concerning Professor Riyan. 

Such rumors couldn’t possibly arise in the first place.

An extraordinary talent, a white crane among the clouds.

Not only was his capability impeccable, but his character also surpassed even the highest of standards, reaching an almost superhuman level. 

He was a person of whom one could say, “You could search him from top to bottom, and not find a speck of dust.”

Thus, when people said Professor Riyan had changed, they didn’t mean it in a bad way. 

It was simply an acknowledgment of undeniable facts that the students themselves were discussing.

Professor Riyan had indeed changed.

***

Even just looking at the current scene in Class A, it was clear.

The students’ faces were painted with astonishment.

As this was the class of the professor who always accomplished feats beyond common sense, the students normally wouldn’t even blink at most events. 

But this situation was an exception.

Though no one dared to voice it for fear of being rude, they all had the same thought in their minds with mouths slightly agape:

‘The professor… arrived ten minutes early?’

Typically, he would be at least five minutes late.

Sometimes, he even skipped lectures altogether without prior notice. 

Yet, here he was, arriving before the class even began for the first time ever.

Of course, he was a diligent person. 

When he was late, it wasn’t because he lacked professional responsibility—it was usually because he had been helping someone in need on his way.

Today, it might have just been a peaceful day, allowing him to arrive early by chance. 

But the abnormalities didn’t stop there.

“Good morning. Did everyone have breakfast?”

At those words, everyone froze as if they had been struck.

If one were to describe the emotions on their faces in simple terms, it would be: ‘The professor… gave us a morning greeting?’

Nobody disliked the professor. 

A kind greeting from him was a rare blessing.

However, his tone and behavior were so unlike him that it threw everyone off.

“Studying is important, but don’t forget that health matters too. Make sure to get proper sleep and maintain a regular eating schedule. If you neglect those things, it’ll cause trouble later, so take care of yourselves.”

He added with a smile, “I didn’t take care of myself, and now my body aches all over.”

The sight of Professor Riyan making light small talk and cracking a joke was utterly surreal.

The combination of those two words—Professor Riyan and jokes—was unthinkable.

The professor’s previous behavior only added to the confusion.

***

[Five years of dating ended in a breakup? What does that have to do with me? Seeing you waste my time crying like this makes it obvious why you were dumped. Leave immediately.]

[When’s my birthday? I don’t know. Ask the parents who abandoned me. Ah, now I understand—you wanted to remind me that I’m an orphan, didn’t you? This oppression makes me wonder why I’m still here. I’ll submit my resignation at once…]

The first response, while harsh, was essentially warm advice: “Stop wallowing in sadness and focus on improving yourself.”

The second was his way of awkwardly deflecting embarrassment when students prepared a birthday party for him, as he felt shy about expressing gratitude outright.

Both examples made his personality crystal clear.

A warm-hearted person at his core, but one prone to misunderstandings. 

Not someone adept at communication.

The professor was not one to display such friendliness openly.

***

The sight before them defied logic.

Though everyone struggled to adapt to this sudden change, life moved forward, and more peculiar events unfolded.

“Since no one is absent, let’s begin the lesson.”

Professor Riyan picked up a piece of chalk and started writing on the board.

Humans naturally fear the incomprehensible.

The students trembled as they witnessed something unimaginable.

‘Th-The chalkboard… has something other than “Self-study today—do not disturb the professor” written on it?’

The chalkboard, previously thought useful only for students sneaking sketches of the professor’s portrait, now displayed a clear, concise explanation and summary of the day’s lesson.

It was a useful tool to aid learning—who would have guessed?

Professor Riyan, who had always emphasized self-directed learning, suddenly shifted from his usual method of leaving students to their own devices. 

‘Why the change in teaching style?’

Some students even whispered wild theories about twins or disguises. 

But such ideas were, of course, unreasonable.

“This is the fundamental structure of the five prime elements. If there’s anything you don’t understand, ask without hesitation.”

Understanding something and teaching it are vastly different skills.

The latter is exponentially more difficult, requiring the ability to clearly convey concepts.

Yet, Professor Riyan managed to do so effortlessly.

Knowledge that would take four years of study to grasp, he taught and had his students master within just forty minutes.

No grand mage could achieve such a feat.

He was a human who had mastered the study of magic.

A being standing at the apex of all mages—a peerless existence.

Only Professor Riyan could accomplish such a task.

This alone confirmed his identity.

***

Professor Riyan had undeniably changed.

Although the situation defied logic, the students grew accustomed to it within days.

After all, he was still their professor.

He had always been kind—he simply refrained from showing it outwardly. 

In crucial moments, he always sided with his students and supported them quietly behind the scenes.

Perhaps it was the recent kidnapping incident that spurred this change.

It seemed he had decided to be more honest with his emotions. 

But this wasn’t a flaw—it was something to celebrate.

While the Crows who tortured him deserved condemnation, the matter had already been resolved by the Saint herself.

The Imperial Academy remained peaceful as always.

This, too, was thanks to the great Professor Riyan’s grace.

I think I now understand how the protagonist of a “trash noble” story feels.

“A-are you saying Master didn’t beat me senseless like a dog on Chobok Day and just lay there breathing?” cried a teary-eyed maid.

All I did was go for a light jog, yet the knights were making a huge fuss, exclaiming, “The young master has changed!” with admiration.

“Our child ate a meal? Instead of flipping the table and demanding pocket money to gamble with?” The head of the family wept uncontrollably, overwhelmed with genuine emotion.

Surely, they must have been as dumbfounded as I was.

‘This is just the bare minimum of what I should have been doing all along.’

Receiving a salary yet skipping lectures, pushing self-study sessions to kill time, and showing up late whenever possible—that was the odd behavior.

I had merely normalized my previously abnormal work habits. 

Yet the uproar over such a small adjustment was so excessive that I felt bewildered. 

My reputation seemed to be skyrocketing to unimaginable heights.

‘Am I just bad at getting fired? Is it my own fault for doing something weird that keeps holding me back?’

I had pondered those questions countless times, but it wasn’t that.

The effort I had put into trying to get fired had at least curbed the madness. 

Now that I had stopped trying, the results were plain to see.

I could hear cheerful greetings directed my way from every corner.

Students I had deliberately alienated and those who once avoided me were now approaching without hesitation after hearing the rumors.

From light small talk to expressions of gratitude for past favors, and even little gifts—they had me stuck in the hallway for over thirty minutes despite it being a short corridor.

The difficulty of getting fired seemed to be soaring, but…

Well, it wasn’t entirely unpleasant.

‘It’s not like getting fired is the only path forward.’

I do have a certain talent for theory.

Although I lack knowledge of the original work, I could still use my abilities to help nurture the students. 

That was another way forward.

After all, I’m human too. 

I can’t help but feel attached to people who care for me and go out of their way to support me.

If everyone could end up happy, that would be the best outcome.

I still had plenty of time. 

The protagonist was in their third year. 

Even in the shortest timeline, the story wouldn’t reach its conclusion until after the first year.

If I could make the academy stronger in the meantime—if I could reach the point where I was sure I wouldn’t die—there would be no need to desperately try to escape from here.

So, I made up my mind.

I decided to stop running and face it head-on.

To act according to what my heart told me.

That was why I had recently felt happy…

And it was also why I now felt more despair than ever.

***


My ears were ringing.

A loud explosion echoed in the air.

A grotesque demon smiled at me.

As always, the world had ignored my wishes.



 
  
    Chapter 90: A true genius professor, an educator Part 2


There’s no time to be flustered.

The aura emanating from the enemy is overwhelming, fundamentally different from any I’ve faced before.

Judging the situation would take too long.

The moment I conclude, I cast a protective shield—defense through the engravings on my suit, as I had done before. 

Its completion was flawless, without a single error.

‘Damn it.’

It wasn’t that the demon used some complex magic or even swung its weapon in an elaborate stance. 

The mere touch of the demon dissolved the shield. 

Even the second-ranked demon I fought before wasn’t this unreasonable.

The sheer amount of mana it possesses is overwhelming, distorting surrounding magic and disrupting other spells. 

Combined with its grotesque, misshapen form, the answer became clear.

Those maniacs have made their decision.

They’ve consumed their own kind, merged into one, and come at me to achieve their twisted desires. 

No wonder even my shield couldn’t stop them.

***

The demon looks at me.

It seems puzzled by how easily the barrier shattered, but it doesn’t bother asking questions. 

Its desperation is evident in its every move. 

Nothing else matters to it.

It only seeks to kill me and revive Gettya. 

That determination burns in its eyes.

Without hesitation, it moves.

No magic. No gaps in its defenses. 

It’s clear it won’t give me even the slightest opening.

The only option left to me is evasion.

I call upon the borrowed power of the small horse spirit, unfurling wings to enhance my mobility, dodging its attacks however I can. 

I even use the auxiliary mana stones the progenitor dragon provided during its visit to my quarters.

Even so, it’s barely enough.

Though I narrowly evade direct hits, I’m still caught in the shockwaves. 

And I have to be mindful of the collapsing building debris.

I wish it would stop. 

I hoped that, by dodging long enough, it might give up the chase. 

But it’s relentless. 

It’s fixated on me and only me.

Its eyes are locked on me, as if I am the one threat that must be eliminated at all costs.

‘Damn it. This is insane.’

Given what I’ve done, I can understand why they’d see me as a threat. 

But trying to convince them I’m insignificant won’t work.

“I’m not like those students who can survive being buried under rubble while I’d be shattered by even minor impacts,” I mutter bitterly.

I can’t run forever.

It’s obvious who has the advantage between a relentless pursuer and someone who can only dodge. 

But my situation is a little different.

The mana sustaining my artificial spirit is running out. 

The mana stones I received as compensation for agreeing to the memory erasure are nearly depleted. 

At this rate, I won’t last ten minutes.

If I collapse while running, it’s over. 

I have to act while I still have some strength.

So I stop.

I can’t use my unique spell with this amount of mana, but I can push efficiency to its limits and cast a decent spell.

I need speed for a surprise attack.

The formula completes and activates in an instant.

“Calling Meteor.”

A star falls from the heavens, a grand spell that once annihilated Marbas. 

Its power is undeniable.

But I never expected this spell to defeat the demon.

I wasn’t trying to destroy it. 

I just needed a momentary opening—enough time to escape its sight. 

That much seemed achievable.

Or so I thought.

The demon reaches toward the sky.

It doesn’t care that a city-sized meteor is hurtling down. 

Shadows surge from its extended hand.

A grotesque sound echoes as the shadows hungrily devour the meteor.

The falling star is consumed in an instant, vanishing into nothingness.

I grit my teeth.

It’s not despair I feel, even as I witness the overwhelming gap in power. 

I’ve lived through worse in the slums.

It’s just that I’ve realized something.

I have no options left.

The emergency mana is nearly gone. 

There’s nothing left to squeeze out.

As a final hope, I extend my hand toward the heavens. 

Even if the celestial being expended most of its strength in the last incident, surely not all of its power has faded. 

Holding onto that slim hope, I send a signal through the faint connection.

But for some reason, there’s no response.

‘Perhaps it wasn’t the right time yet.’

‘No, but if not now, then when would be the right time?’

‘Did the celestial being even have the intention or ability to help me in the first place?’

I couldn’t understand, but the current situation was clear.

‘It was a mistake to stay here.’

I should have run. 

Resignation was the answer.

But that plan failed miserably, and the very outcome I feared had become my reality.

A bad ending already set in stone. 

In the end, I regretted my foolishness and struggled until the very last moment.

I used the last of my mana to deploy a barrier.

Of course, it couldn’t withstand the demon’s attack. 

The barrier was torn apart like paper, and my body should have shattered from the impact…

But the barrier held.

Not because of its durability.

Silver hair shimmering in the air. 

Two horns protruding prominently.

The progenitor dragon of the empire shielded me with its own body instead of the barrier.

Sion had come to save me.

***

[…How troublesome.]

Her fury was unmistakable.

The demon clicked its tongue, as if sensing the wrath radiating from the progenitor dragon’s expression.

The power balance was undoubtedly in Sion’s favor.

In a straightforward fight, Sion would undoubtedly win. 

But, of course, the demon wouldn’t fight fair.

The demon aimed its attacks—not at Sion—but at the students.

The students were of no concern to the demon, but to Sion, they were lives that had to be protected.

She had to take the attacks in their stead and ensure her counterattacks wouldn’t harm them.

That difference tipped the scales, overturning the advantage she initially held.

The silver-haired girl grew increasingly battered.

The demon maintained its strength while capitalizing on its advantage.

Blood trailed down her cheek, a rare sight for the progenitor dragon to be so cornered.

But even so, a progenitor dragon is still a progenitor dragon.

Returning to her true form, Sion unleashed a breath attack at full power.

A massive, unprecedented amount of energy accumulated over time burned the demon to ashes, leaving no trace behind.

A decisive victory.

Even though she was injured and completely drained, she had used her power to destroy the demon.

Cheers erupted from the students.

They rejoiced that the battle was finally over.

But I couldn’t feel joy.

Because I knew.

I remembered the ending from the original work I saw in the ruins.

The only piece of original knowledge I possessed.

The resurrection of the Demon King was inevitable.

He could revive whenever he wanted. He was merely waiting for the most opportune moment.

In the original story, Sion used all her strength to save the protagonist, who was supposed to have died.

She then fell into slumber from exhaustion. 

It was during that moment of vulnerability that Gettya resurrected, leading to the world’s destruction.

The future had changed, but the situation now was the same.

Sion could no longer fight.

Her body was in tatters, her accumulated power nearly depleted. 

There wasn’t an unmarred part of her.

I still remembered the demon’s eerie grin just before Sion’s flames engulfed it.

It had smiled, as if satisfied, as if it had accomplished everything it wanted, even as its body burned.

Everything pointed to one conclusion.

***

Murmurs filled the air.

Like everyone else, I looked up at the sky.

It was completely dyed red, a grotesque sight that stirred no emotions in me.

Because I could feel it.

Something far more horrifying was stirring beneath the academy.

It was a bad ending.

No matter how much I tried and struggled, I had failed.

I would be swept up in the original plot and die, just as I feared.

As I stood there, dazed by despair, someone tapped my shoulder.

A trembling hand, pushed to its limit.


Turning my head, I saw Sion in my view.

She looked into my eyes.

“Go. Go as far away as you can, and don’t come back.”

She smiled through the pain and said brightly, “I’m sorry, Riyan. As of today, you’re fired.”



 
  
    Chapter 91: A true genius professor, an educator Part 3


Fired.

Certainly, that was the word I had longed to hear.

All the effort and struggles until now were for this moment, to hear those words.

But… not like this.

Not in this way.

Even though the desperate wish I had yearned for so much was finally granted, I couldn’t bring myself to smile.

A dizzy mind and tangled emotions.

I had no way to check my own expression, but judging from the look on the progenitor dragon’s face, it was clear that I must have been in complete disarray.

The only thing that slipped out of my mouth was something strange.

“Are you telling me to run away? But… isn’t every bit of strength crucial in this situation?”

These were not the words I should be saying.

It should have been the bizarre phrases about life and death that others said to push me toward the Demon King.

Yet here I was, saying such things myself.

A reputation made of bubbles. 

I feared being driven into a corner by those who knew nothing of the truth.

And now, it felt as though I was the one driving myself into that corner.

A bizarre and utterly strange situation.

‘Could this strangeness have spread?’

“I wasn’t the only one speaking differently than usual.”

“I know you have no strength left to fight.”

“As if our roles had reversed, the words I had always spoken were now being said by someone else.”

“I’ve known for a long time. Didn’t you cough up blood on your return from the Holy Empire? Out of concern, I investigated and ended up hearing the details from your swordsmanship students.”

“The process was muddled with misunderstandings, but these children of the swordsmanship class knew of my weakness.”

Sion, who said she had spoken to them, smiled faintly.

“Everyone knew. If they didn’t, would they have been so frantic to find you when you were kidnapped by nothing more than a petty criminal organization?”

“If they thought I was truly a warrior on the edge of life and death, an unrivaled genius mage, they would have believed I could escape on my own.”

“People knew my body was wrecked from aftereffects and thus sought to keep me out of the war.”

“So, I should run away.”

Yet… my feet wouldn’t move.

Even though I had rationally accepted the situation, my feet refused to leave the ground.

And Sion, watching me, gave a knowing smile as if she had expected this.

She murmured softly,

“Riyan, flee at once.”

It wasn’t a mere command.

It was a word of power that disrupted reason.

With no strength left in me to resist such magic, my feet began to move.

I opened my mouth, trying to say something, but it was useless.

I didn’t even know what to say or if anything I said would change a single thing.

I stared blankly at the academy fading into the distance.

***

A world already destroyed.

The first cycle’s Riyan looked at the second cycle’s version of himself.

A face completely broken, consumed by despair.

It was the first time the second cycle’s Riyan had worn such an expression.

But it didn’t shock or surprise me.

That face was familiar.

It was the face I always wore.

After all… I was never lucky.

A lottery win, second prize, again and again?

Always winning at rock-paper-scissors without fail?

Could anyone possibly be that lucky?

If I had been truly lucky, how could I explain being born an orphan in both this life and the last?

Or entering a hellish workplace in my previous life, tormented by my boss?

Or dying young from an illness brought on by stress?

Even in this life, starting off as a beggar in the slums, being beaten and enduring a miserable childhood—how could I call myself fortunate?

I was cursed with misfortune.

I later discovered that even the world proclaimed my bad luck.

Half-formed Heaven-Countering Magic.

Using it, I glimpsed my destiny, and it was nothing short of disastrous.

‘No matter how hard you try, you’ll never achieve your goals. No matter what you do, you’ll fail. And you’ll die young.’

From birth, I was fated to live and die in misery.

The world itself had declared it to me.

It was a situation beyond cruel.

Even Heaven-Countering Magic was impossible.

I could read or slightly interfere, but rewriting my fate was beyond reach.

It was confirmed—changing destiny was impossible.

But despite all of that…

“Riyan never gave up.”

He refused to surrender and sought a way.

And he found it.

The moment he found the answer, he began to interfere with the second cycle.

Not to do something grandiose.

Just to tweak memories and perceptions a little.

From the beginning, he altered himself to believe he had always been fortunate, suppressing his negative tendencies.

He made himself aware of his past life’s memories earlier than originally intended.

Gradually, he guided himself to set being fired as his ultimate goal.

Then, by slightly modifying this perception, he ensured that considering options other than being fired became nearly impossible.

‘If a straightforward method doesn’t work, I’ll resort to tricks.’

After all, he was a mage.

As he once told his disciple, mages are a breed that thrives on deceiving the world.

If failure awaited him at every turn, he would exploit it.

By truly making himself wish for ruin, he would paradoxically achieve success.

“We have never once sought to overturn fate.”

Those were the words he once told the second cycle.

Indeed, they had never tried to defy fate.

True to the nature of mages, they had simply orchestrated a grand deception against the world.

‘Of course, even that has reached its limit now.’

He had saved those who should have died, redeemed those who were destined to fall, and united those who were supposed to fight against one another.

The grand deception had achieved far greater results than expected.

The insane plan he devised to get fired failed at every step, yielding only the best outcomes against fate.

But now, it was impossible to continue.

The only fate left for him was no longer failure—it was death.

From the moment he confronted Gettya, his death was certain.

It was no longer possible to exploit fate…

‘But that’s no problem at all.’

The first cycle’s Riyan showed no signs of wavering.

He had been waiting for this moment all along.

Gripping his staff tightly, he began casting his final and greatest spell.

A vast array of runes etched themselves across the sky.

***

[Unique Spell No. 100: Future Denial]

‘If fate cannot be rewritten, it will be erased.’

‘I will banish all fates and inevitabilities from this world.’

‘Predetermined outcomes hold no meaning.’

‘I will reclaim a future I can write with my own hands.’

…Slowly, his body began to disintegrate.

The cost of the spell was his own existence.

His body crumbled into dust, returning to the earth.

Yet there was no regret on his face.

He had excluded the predetermined defeat and opened the door to possibility.

Whether that possibility would be grasped depended on the hands of the second cycle’s version of himself.

But he had no doubt whatsoever.

After all…

‘If I can’t trust myself, who else could I trust?’

I stared blankly at the burning academy.

This was the culmination of my choices.

I kept saying I wanted to be fired, to run away, but when it truly mattered, I couldn’t bring myself to flee.

Instead, I delayed every decision, merely paying lip service to the idea of being fired.

This was the end result.

Even from this distance, I could feel Gettya’s presence.

The battle was raging, but the outcome was already decided.

There was no way to triumph against something like that.

The academy would soon be reduced to ruins, and the empire would fall.

The progenitor dragon’s magic was depleted, and even its Words of Power had lost effect.

And yet, even if my feet were no longer compelled to move by force, I knew I still had to flee.

Every logical view dictated that running was the wisest choice.

‘What could I possibly achieve by staying?’

‘After all, I was no genius professor.’

‘That was nothing more than a myth built by coincidence.’

‘Therefore, I should abandon everyone and run.’

‘Seek asylum in another nation, get as far away as possible, and formulate some plan to at least save my own life.’

‘The conclusion was obvious.’

‘So I ran.’

I ran quickly, but… the direction was strange.

My body didn’t listen to me.

Before I could think, my legs were moving.

I was running toward the Imperial Academy.

Running straight into certain death.

I knew how foolish it was, yet I couldn’t stop.

And if I could, wouldn’t that be even stranger?

I knew them—my students, who sometimes overwhelmed me but always stood by me.

The professors who constantly took my side.

And Sion, who had chosen to sacrifice herself for my sake.

At some point, I had begun to think of my quarters as home.

At some point, this place had become where I belonged.

The conclusion had already been decided.

‘I am a professor of the Imperial Academy.’

So, even as my breath grew short, my legs didn’t stop.

Even if I wasn’t truly a genius professor, even if it was all just a misconception born of chance…


In this moment.

In this one moment, I had to be a genius professor.

So, no matter what…

It seemed I was destined to never quit being a professor.
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Her hands trembled uncontrollably.

Her chest ached from the strain of her heavy breathing.

The overwhelming pain made it hard to even look ahead.

She felt like she might collapse at any moment.

This was the first time she had ever been driven into such a corner. 

After all, there shouldn’t have been anyone capable of threatening an existence like an Ancestral Dragon. 

For the first time, she could sense her own death looming.

In stark contrast stood the opponent before Sion: the Demon King, Gettya, who bore no visible wounds.

Horns protruded from his head.

His eyes radiated arrogance.

His expression was so composed it bordered on indifference toward everything in the world.

However, such indifference couldn’t simply be dismissed as arrogance. 

It was backed by a strength that justified such confidence.

Even an Ancestral Dragon at its prime could barely seal him away. 

And that, too, was achieved not by her strength alone, but with the help of companions and heroes of that era—a makeshift solution born of desperation.

Now, with her body battered and broken, she was forced to face an opponent she couldn’t defeat even at her best.

The disparity was glaringly evident.

The Ancestral Dragon was utterly overwhelmed by pure power.

The fact she was still breathing was a miracle.

Though she had struggled and struggled to buy time, she had now reached her limit.

***

“Foolish. Had you discarded what you could afford to lose, you might have retained a sliver of hope for victory.”

She should not have stepped in to protect Riyan.

Had she prioritized preserving her strength while ignoring the deaths of other students, things might not have gone so awry.

Gettya looked down at Sion as he spoke.

Of course, she did not regret saving Riyan. 

Nor did she regret refusing to abandon the students.

However, she couldn’t deny the truth in his words.

If she had abandoned them, her chances of victory might have risen.

Perhaps she could have prevented the calamity that was to come.

But Sion hadn’t made that choice, and thus, her fate was now sealed.

She would die.

There was no way to resist that death.

The overwhelming difference in power was too great.

With just a flick of Gettya’s hand, her battered body would be erased without a trace.

It was an utterly despairing situation.

And yet…

The Ancestral Dragon did not give up.

Even though she had no choice but to surrender, she refused to do so.

Because she knew someone.

‘Did he feel the same as I do now?’

Everyone fears death. 

The Ancestral Dragon was no exception.

Her hands trembled, and her legs felt like they would give out beneath her.

But surely Riyan had felt the same way.

Her body had been utterly wrecked by side effects, leaving her in a ruined state.

There was no way to win. 

Her opponent was in an entirely different league.

Despite knowing all this, Riyan always pushed forward.

Sometimes to save her students.

Sometimes to protect the oppressed.

Sometimes to rescue those suffering from war.

Surely, she must have been terrified and wanted to run away.

Yet in critical moments, she stood up for everyone, even when the danger she faced was far greater than this.

‘So how could Sion run now?’

She steadied her trembling legs.

Taking a deep breath, she locked eyes with Gettya.

“You’ve chosen to flail pitifully to the end. Well, it makes no difference.”

Even as she prepared for her final struggle, the Demon King remained utterly unfazed.

Hundreds of spears materialized behind Gettya.

With a single gesture, those spears would surely pierce through the Ancestral Dragon’s already broken body.

Her attacks would be neutralized by just one of his.

Sion would then collapse, bleeding on the ground, and meet her end.

It was an outcome as clear as day.

An outcome that seemed inevitable.

And yet, her body was not pierced by those spears.

For the first time, Gettya’s expression betrayed emotion.

The Demon King’s face twisted with displeasure.

The reason for this sudden turn of events was simple.

Someone had intervened in the battlefield between the Ancestral Dragon and the Demon King—a battlefield no one should have dared to approach.

It wasn’t the Mercenary King coming to lend aid.

It wasn’t Scott Fenrir, the Sword Saint among the professors.

Nor was it the genius magician Merlin arriving as backup.

From an objective perspective, the reinforcement was powerless.

Someone in no condition to fight, someone who needed protection.

Someone who should be shielded, not the other way around.

By all rational thought, Sion should have scolded them, demanding to know why they had come and ordering them to retreat.

But Sion couldn’t do that.

If anything, doing so would have been stranger.

“I’m sorry I’m late, Ancestral Dragon.”

Silver hair.

Golden eyes that met Sion’s gaze.

And a confident smile directed at her.

Reason yielded to emotion.

Though her mind understood there was no way to turn the tide, seeing Riyan filled her with unconditional certainty.

“Just like always. I’ll figure something out.”

There was no detailed logic or evidence to support the claim.

But none was needed.

Reasonable judgment and Riyan’s words left no doubt about what Sion should believe.

“Was it you? The one who drove my children to their deaths?”

A murderous intent filled the air.

Gettya glared down at me as he spoke.

Earlier, his face had been unnervingly expressionless, but the moment he laid eyes on me, he couldn’t hide his fury. 

His hostility toward me was painfully evident.

It was only natural, considering the demons I had slain.

“I won’t give you a chance to plead your case. You’ll pay for what you’ve done here and now—with your life.”

When his attack came, I wasn’t surprised.

I had known it was coming. 

All I needed to do was counter it with the measures I had prepared.

I used the magic extracted from a demon I had captured and detained earlier.

Using dark magic could easily get me killed, misunderstood as something monstrous.

Though I had never used it before, I built and activated a spell without hesitation.

Shadows formed a barrier around the Ancestral Dragon and me.

The spears hurtling toward me were swallowed by the shadows.

Of course, this was only a temporary fix.

The barrier wasn’t infinite, nor was the magic I extracted from the dying demon comparable in quantity to the magic Gettya wielded.

Gettya seemed to realize this, smirking at me.

“Your talent is certainly exceptional, but your body can’t keep up with it. What a tragic comedy.”

His tone was mocking, but I didn’t feel the need to argue.

He wasn’t wrong.

A flawed, incomplete talent.

Had I known nothing, at least I wouldn’t have felt so frustrated. 

But knowing everything, only for my body to fail me when it mattered, was infuriating—a cruel joke played by the world.

But that was the story of the past.

A life where no amount of effort yielded results.

Yet, I had vowed never to give up.

Whatever flaws I had, I would overcome them.

And the means to do so had been within my grasp all along.

I just hadn’t realized it.

I drew upon every ounce of remaining magic and prepared a spell.

Gettya, though mocking, remained cautious.

He assumed there was a reason I had defeated other demons and took up a defensive stance.

But he was entirely off the mark.

I wasn’t targeting him.

The target of my curse was none other than myself.

***

Among the most basic of dark spells: Aging.

I cast it upon myself.

Normally, it would have been meaningless.

A waste of precious lifespan, only to weaken and die in agony.

But for me, it was different.

“Thanks for the gift, but natural death isn’t the issue here. It’s the scripted fate of dying in the original storyline that’s the problem.”

The students from my swordsmanship class had misunderstood me as terminally ill.

Out of concern, they had searched far and wide to find and force me to take the Elixir of Immortality.

I don’t age.

So, even if I used the aging spell, I had no fear of death from it.

What’s the point of not dying from aging?

What meaning could there be in accelerating my body’s timeline?

If asked, I would have answered with certainty: there is meaning.

“A blessing that allows evolution into a Dragonborne? That’s great, sure, but if it takes over ten years to align the wavelengths, it’s far too late. What’s the point of it, then?”

The day I first used Meteor Shower.

The Ancestral Dragon had engraved a blessing into me as thanks.

That blessing was meant to facilitate a future evolution.

By manipulating time through aging, I could skip over the years required for that evolution.

‘…In the end, everything had meaning after all.’

Once, I thought it was all meaningless.

The gratitude-filled blessing from the Ancestral Dragon, who gave me a reason to live.

The treasure painstakingly gathered by my students, who wanted me to survive.

It was their hearts and efforts that allowed me to stand here today.

***

I could feel my body being reconstructed.

For the first time, I felt omnipotent.

Horns and wings sprouted, and an unfathomable surge of magic coursed through me.

I rose into the air and met the Demon King’s gaze head-on.


His killing intent radiated toward me.

But I felt no fear.

At this moment, what I had to do was crystal clear.

‘…No more running away. I will take matters into my own hands and secure a happy ending.’
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It had been a life filled only with failure.

A continuous streak of terrible misfortune. 

Abandoned by my parents, scorned for being an orphan, betrayed by those I dared to trust, and all my goals and dreams shattered.

No matter how much I tried, my efforts were never rewarded.

“You will never achieve anything.”

This cruel reality was repeatedly thrust before my eyes.

Despite being ridiculed and reprimanded by my boss, despite my parents—who had returned to me only when I was grown—stealing the little wealth I had, I kept picking myself up and tried to move forward.

But when the exam results I had prepared for, sacrificing even sleep, came with a letter diagnosing me with pancreatic cancer, I could not even muster despair. 

When I was told I had little time left to live, I accepted it stoically, likely because I had become far too accustomed to such cruel blows.

I began to understand why the previous version of myself chose to manipulate my memory and perception. 

Had they not, my personality would have been entirely warped the moment I became aware of my past life.

In the first cycle of memories that seeped into my mind, I would have undoubtedly become a hollow shell—someone perpetually lacking confidence and always convinced of their failure.

But now, the distortion of my perception was over.

Those fantastical tales of winning second place in the lottery with casual ease or my tyrannical bosses conveniently developing kidney stones—such nonsense no longer held any meaning.

I fully understood that I was an extraordinarily unlucky person. 

No matter how much I tried, I was never rewarded in the end.

[You are foolish. Resistance is meaningless. No amount of scheming will allow you to alter your predetermined fate.]

A disembodied voice.

Facing me, eye to eye at the same level rather than looking down, Gettya delivered those words to me.

Those words were something I knew better than anyone else.

No matter how desperately you struggle, some things simply cannot be changed. 

That sense of powerlessness—I had experienced it countless times in my past life and this one.

Thus, I thought the entity’s words must be true.

The dream was over, and I had awakened to reality. 

I could predict it as always—misfortune would repeat itself.

But.

“So what?”

That didn’t matter in the slightest.

‘No rewards for effort?’

‘Does that mean I should stop trying?’

I had never lived like that, not even once.

‘If the heavens have forsaken me, then I must persistently do good deeds and accumulate virtue until I shame the heavens themselves.’

I help those I can help.

I save those I can save.

No matter how hard things get or how dark my thoughts become, I have always tried to fulfill my duties as a human being.

I have stumbled, fallen, and lost my way countless times, but I have never stopped moving forward.

There were many moments when I wanted to run away from the pain, but in the end, I always chose to confront it.

Thus, what I had to do remained the same as always.

“No matter what you say, it doesn’t matter to me.”

The forbidden art of reversing heaven and earth? I couldn’t care less.

Such techniques were useless from the very beginning.

No matter how unfair the world is to me, I will never give up. 

I will fight until the end and claim victory.

Because this is my sanctuary.

A place where those I cherish and those who cherish me exist—a place I obtained for the first time across both of my lives.

“In the end, I will win.”

Therefore, I have no choice but to win.

Even if the predetermined outcome is only defeat, I will win.

I will make it so, no matter what.

Not with some reversal of heaven and earth, but with my own two hands. 

I will rewrite this so-called predetermined fate myself.

Having resolved this, there was no reason to hesitate any longer.

I drew forth the magic within me.

I spun it repeatedly, accelerating its momentum.

Something that my original body could never have imagined achieving.

“Feeling the immense power within me,” I murmured softly.

<Unique Spell No. 1: Meteor Shower.>

In an instant, a massive magic circle was etched into the air.

But this was different from the version I used before.

This was the original—a design from my reckless youth, when I didn’t care about feasibility or realism, when I refused to compromise.

It wasn’t about unleashing a barrage of meteors.

It was about commanding the actual stars in the sky to bow to my will and descend to the earth.

The lofty stars, meant only to be gazed upon from below. 

Countless asteroids now began their descent toward this place.

***

[…How troublesome.]

Gettya frowned as it looked at me.

A hand reaching toward the sky.

It was an attack of an incomprehensible scale, but the one I faced was equally incomprehensible.

The plan was simple.

The enemy intended to swallow everything through shadows. 

That was its strategy, but I had no intention of letting that happen.

I crafted a spell using runes.

The spell I prepared was called “Concept Erasure.”

Erasing concepts—an utterly unrealistic notion. 

Even with the increase in my magical energy, such a feat would ordinarily be impossible. 

‘But isn’t that what mages do?’ Deceiving the world is their craft.

I added restrictions.

The target of the concept erasure was not the enemy.

Instead, it was the spell I had just unleashed.

Erasing the concept of the painstakingly constructed offensive spell—a move so nonsensical it defied all logic.

Thus, the restriction was weighty enough to be valid.

Soon, the concept erasure was applied to the stars.

My attack faced complete erasure before it could even reach the enemy. 

But the spell failed.

To be precise, I intentionally caused it to fail midway.

The asteroids, which had their concepts partially erased, retained only the force of their impact.

An attack that does not exist cannot be blocked.

Thus, what struck the enemy was an unavoidable assault.

Even though the stars didn’t fall, the force of their descent—the very concept of their impact—remained, delivering its blow.

[Such crude tricks…]

Gettya’s visage twisted in pain.

However, there were no visible wounds on its body.

This monstrosity—an entity that even the progenitor dragon could only seal through cunning rather than confrontation—was indeed akin to a Deus Ex Machina.

But there was no time for hesitation.

I immediately raised my hand toward the sky once more.

A massive halo formed above me again.

The celestial being had reserved its strength for this very moment.

Through the newly connected pathway, all remaining divine energy from that being flowed into me.

On top of that, I mimicked the structure of the celestial being.

The method of drawing power from the faith of believers.

I applied that method to myself.

Beasts who revered me as a tribal god, along with other followers, directed their immense divine energy toward me.

Surrounded by this overwhelming power, I grabbed hold of lightning and roared loudly.

“Divine Punishment!”

Thunder struck down.

Heaven and earth trembled as a massive light descended.

This attack, composed solely of forces opposing demonic energy, was unleashed.

The groan that followed was louder than before.

Blood trickled from the demon’s mouth.

Its scorched, partially melted form revealed significant damage.

If I wanted to press the attack, now was the time.

Determined, I gathered my strength once more.

Pooling every ounce of power left in me, I constructed my final blow.

It was an attack modeled directly after what the progenitor dragon had once displayed.

Behind me, a colossal dragon’s figure emerged.

Its breath unleashed immense magical energy.

The resulting saturation of energy burst forth in brilliant flames, completely engulfing Gettya.

Soon, the smoke cleared, revealing the creature.

It stood on two legs.

Of course, it was far from unscathed.

Its body had melted even more severely than before.

Its exposed heart—a vital weakness—was fully revealed. 

My all-out attack had certainly been effective.

[…What a disgraceful display.]

Though its face twisted with humiliation, there was no fear in its expression.

I had expended most of my cards with that attack.

Yet, I failed to completely destroy the creature.

*** 

Within five minutes, its body would return to its original state.

Even with its exposed heart, I no longer possessed the power to deal a decisive blow.

[To think I nearly lost to a mere insect. This humiliation will haunt me forever, but… in the end, only the result matters.]

Gettya gazed at me, its tone filled with contempt but also with certainty. 

Certainty of its victory.

[Your defeat is absolute, arrogant professor.]

With no hesitation, it made its declaration.

But even fools have their limits.

The creature failed to grasp the meaning of its own words.

I am a professor.

A professor at the Imperial Academy.

My role is not to solve everything alone.

To guide lost and wandering children.

To lead them onto the right path.

‘That is the duty of an educator, is it not?’


I didn’t turn to look behind me.

I didn’t need to. I knew they were there.

Thus, I left only a single statement.

“Go, my students. The path has been opened for you.”
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The students could only stare in awe, overwhelmed by the sight before them.

The frequent appearances and activities of demons had already taken a toll.

Some had known that something catastrophic was bound to happen eventually, and there were those who had resolved to fulfill their duty as students of the Imperial Academy.

But ideals and reality often differ.

Even if one had steeled their resolve in advance, maintaining composure in the face of such a threat was an entirely different matter.

The enemy was truly overwhelming. 

From a distance, its ominous aura alone made their limbs tremble uncontrollably.

Their only hope.

The final bastion they could rely on.

Professor Riyan, the one everyone believed in without a shadow of doubt, capable of resolving any disaster with ease.

Yet, relying on him was no longer an option.

The professor had overexerted himself time and time again to save his students. 

Even as his body deteriorated from the aftereffects, rendering each day a struggle, he always put everyone else before himself.

Eventually, the aftermath worsened, until he began coughing up blood. 

He was in no condition to fight—he had become someone they needed to protect.

Principal Sion gave her best effort, but it was futile.

If even a healthy Professor Riyan couldn’t confront such a being, it was natural that anyone else would fail.

They were utterly overpowered. 

The Empire was on the verge of collapse.

When everyone could no longer deny the truth of their impending doom, despite desperately wishing otherwise…

He walked forward.

***

Professor Riyan, already in a dire state, was bleeding through his once-white shirt, now stained crimson.

It was clear to anyone that he was unfit for battle.

In contrast, their enemy was a monstrous, godlike existence straight out of myth—an overwhelming force. 

Even if they killed it once, it seemed it would rise again, possessing an uncountable number of lives.

The outcome was painfully obvious to anyone watching.

And yet, Professor Riyan blocked the monster’s attack.

Gettya, who looked down upon all creation as if everything was beneath him, locked eyes with Riyan on equal footing.

Not only that, but the professor even managed to wound the beast.

The students who specialized in magic, renowned prodigies in their hometowns, stared intently but couldn’t decipher even a single word of the professor’s spell.

Professor Riyan pulled stars from the sky.

He split the world with thunder.

He purified the demon with radiant light.

Buying time, let alone escaping the creature, had seemed impossible. 

Yet Professor Riyan succeeded in exposing its weak point.

But one crucial step remained.

Though he had cornered the enemy perfectly, he lacked the strength to finish it.

Professor Riyan, having expended nearly all his energy, could no longer hide his exhaustion.

By all logic, despair should have set in. 

It was natural to lose hope and give up in such a moment.

Their only hope had failed to turn the tide of the battle.

Yet strangely, there was no despair on the faces of the students.

They were all focused on one thing—the professor’s back.

There was no logical reason, no basis, yet all of them thought the same.

That crimson back seemed to say:

“Can you follow me?”

“You must. As my students, you’re capable of at least that much.”

“Go, my students. I’ve opened the path.”

As if to confirm their speculation, the man, without turning back, uttered those words with no hesitation.

The blood-soaked crimson back.

It was waiting for the students to reach it.

***

‘Can we follow? What a joke,’ they thought.

No matter how great their professor was, they couldn’t let that remark slide.

They were Professor Riyan’s students.

They had learned under his guidance.

Merely following wasn’t enough to honor their teacher.

Even if it was arrogant.

Even if it was disrespectful.

They had to stand before him.

Not just follow but make him follow them. 

Anything less would be unacceptable.

With their eyes burning with determination, they poured every ounce of strength into their bodies. 

Their hands and feet moved like they were cutting through the air with great swords.

The students, with all their might, charged past the crimson back.

The enemy remained as formidable as ever.

Though battered and broken by the professor’s attacks, it was still far beyond their level.

The Demon King frowned as he looked at them.

What he felt was not fear but irritation.

Not Riyan but ordinary students—mere insects daring to challenge him.

As they rushed toward him, the Demon King moved his hand.

Normally, that single gesture would have been enough to completely obliterate their bodies.

But not this time.

“I am that professor’s senior.”

A voice rang out.

An old man with white hair gripped a sword, his eyes gleaming.

“I may be a disgraceful senior who only learns and never contributes. But even so, I am Riyan’s senior!”

So, I cannot fall here.

With those words, Scott clashed blades with the enemy.

Gods and humans clashing in a battle of power—though the outcome was clear, even as his sword shattered, Scott’s determination never faltered.

The gap created by Scott’s efforts.

The students seized the opportunity and charged forward.

Of course, Gettya wasn’t going to sit back and watch.

A spell was forming. 

No incantations, no constructed formulas—yet magic manifested effortlessly.

But instead of panicking, the students boldly opened their mouths and shouted:

“We could never forget what Professor Riyan taught us!”

Reversing a spell’s structure was a dreamlike feat. 

Destroying its foundation before it could even manifest required Professor Riyan’s exceptional talent.

However, these were his students.

Not one, but many.

When dozens combined their strength, even if they couldn’t erase the spell entirely like him, they could disrupt it.

The students who had tirelessly trained at the Grand Leyline and the elite A-Class students, armed with specialized knowledge, worked together to counter the spell. 

The black sphere dissolved before it could strike.

Gettya’s face twisted once again.

This time, it wasn’t mere irritation but outright displeasure—displeasure at the situation refusing to proceed as he had predicted.

Gettya escalated his methods, unleashing a torture curse.

A beam of light aimed at the students sought to paralyze their minds with pain and erase their very personas.

Yet the students laughed.

They laughed as if truly joyful.

“This just brings us closer to Professor Riyan.”

The swordsmanship students who stepped forward to endure the curse.

Even through the nerve-searing agony coursing through their bodies, they smiled, recalling how the professor had once endured such pain to shield his students from harm.

Sharing in his suffering felt like an honor to them.

The swordsmanship students truly believed that.

While they managed to withstand it, they were still trapped.

Some halted to dismantle the curse’s formula, while others sacrificed themselves to take the brunt of it.

Now, only one remained capable of advancing.

But that one was not alone.

Ciel stood there because everyone had supported her.

The saint poured all her divine power into blessing and protecting her.

Reinforcements from the Imperial Family fought valiantly. 

Even inexperienced beastkin militia and imperial conscripts battled Gettya’s familiars.

All of them were people indebted to Professor Riyan.

They risked their lives to repay that debt.

Ciel carried the weight of those hearts.

There was no room for hesitation.

She pushed off the ground and leaped into the air.

Drawing all the magic within her body, she circulated it to its limit.

She poured every ounce of her strength into a single strike.

Her target was clear:

The path Professor Riyan had opened for them.

The fully exposed heart of Gettya.

Gettya sensed the impending danger.

He wouldn’t allow such an attack to land.

Taking advantage of her momentary preparation, he launched a counterattack.

Strike before being struck.

Kill before being killed.

A shadow, born of that instinct, lashed out toward Ciel, aiming for her life.

A perilous situation.

Yet Ciel did not waver.

Not because she had resolved herself to die long ago but for a far more fundamental, absolute reason.

She was Professor Riyan’s student.

Behind her stood Professor Riyan.

“This is still so unpolished. I can’t relax yet. It seems I’ll need to teach you all a bit more.”

A voice echoed.

A radiant light enveloped her, consuming the shadow.

Using the last remnants of his strength, the professor smiled.

Though he didn’t turn around, Ciel knew, and she smiled brighter than anyone in the world.

There was still so much to learn.

So much she wanted to say and do.

And she believed she could accomplish anything.

Because he was Professor Riyan.

Their brilliant and revered genius professor.


Her heart swelled with hope for the future.

There was no room for fear.

Ciel poured everything into her strike, swinging her sword with all her might.

And then, a radiant light engulfed the world.



 
  
    Chapter 95: I decided to be mistaken for a genius professor


The crimson-stained sky gradually regained its original color.

The bright sunlight poured down, and the blue expanse of the heavens unfolded.

My gaze locked with Gettya’s eyes.

The outcome of this battle had already been clear from the beginning.

The students had performed their roles admirably, delivering a decisive blow to Gettya’s vital spot. 

The fact that Gettya hadn’t yet completely perished was nothing short of a miracle.

As evidence, its body began to crumble. 

A demon with its heart pierced would soon turn to ash. 

That was an undeniable reality.

Yet, Gettya did not flail in resistance or hurl curses in its final moments. 

Instead, it silently looked at me.

So, I met its gaze in return.

Its lower body had already vanished, and despite its massive size, the perspective made it appear as if I was towering over Gettya.

The silence was broken first by Gettya.

“I do not understand,” it said, its voice carrying pure bewilderment.

It seemed genuinely unable to comprehend how things had come to this.

“The difference in power was obvious. You were neither mentioned in any prophecy nor possessed a physique worthy of note, one that might even be deemed cursed. And yet…”

Gettya’s words contained no lies.

Even as a reincarnator, I lacked the original knowledge of this world. 

I was born with pitifully little magical power and a frail body that looked like it would collapse with a mere push.

“It can’t simply be dismissed as luck. To have been destined for failure in everything—your misfortune is so severe that it would be hard to find a handful of people as cursed as you in the entire world.”

The collaboration in the first cycle allowed me to erase that fate.

Now, I am free to live truly liberated from destiny, but what it said was not wrong.

My misfortune, both in my previous and current life, was catastrophic.

Though I managed to resolve it somehow, the thought of how much it had twisted my life left me feeling bitter.

To have carried such penalties, fought an enemy I shouldn’t have been able to defeat, and ended up with a decisive victory—no wonder it couldn’t understand.

Its confusion was more natural than anger.

“I… why did I lose to you?”

Its gaze begged for an answer.

The sight of Gettya asking this prompted me to pause and think.

What came to mind were fragments of various events.

Memories transmitted from the first cycle, the plans I began devising after watching the world end while living as a problem-solver in the slums instead of joining the academy.

The altered future, where I entered the academy and experienced numerous events as a professor, forming relationships with others, and somehow even defeating demons.

It had been a tumultuous journey.

Sharing all of that with Gettya would only lead to its demise before I could finish, but there was no need for such detail.

I could summarize everything in one simple way.

“It’s love.”

Gettya frowned at my response, as if convinced I was mocking it.

It seemed to think I was pulling a terrible joke.

But the basics should never be underestimated.

‘Isn’t it a fundamental cliché in academy stories?’

The final boss, unreasonably obsessed with the school, being defeated by the power of love—it’s an ancient tradition dating back to Voldemort.

What happened here was no different.

At first, they were just characters in a world of ink and paper, people unrelated to me.

But over time, those individuals became intertwined with me and formed bonds.

At the very last moment, the point where bad endings and happy endings diverged, I was able to charge forward despite thinking I couldn’t win.

That was because, absurdly enough, I had come to care for them as much as they cared for me.

Some were overly devoted, to the point of being burdensome.

A few were outright unhinged.

Treating me like a ruler of the north or something similar would’ve been less extreme than their behavior.

To claim I never considered rejecting them would be a lie. 

But in the end, I, too, had grown attached.

Even after hearing my explanation, Gettya still seemed unable to accept it.

But there was no more time left.

I pulled out the dagger given to me by the royal family.

The very sword I held during the entrance exam.

I unsheathed it from my side and cleanly severed Gettya’s neck.

Only then did it feel like everything had truly ended.

Together, we defeated the final boss.

A common happy ending.

An ordinary conclusion you’d find anywhere.

And yet, a smile formed on my lips.

Stories that end in bad endings are mere kindling for a fire.

A tale where effort is rewarded, and everyone gets their share of happiness—what more could one wish for?

***

‘Now, there’s no more reason to worry.’

There was no need to fear being swept into the original storyline.

No more plotting to get fired, only to miss the chance to actually leave.

No more deliberately ignoring surefire solutions to victory and suffering because of it.

***

“This is the end for W.W.E.”

‘If I had begged for mercy and explained my situation, they would have surely let me go. But ignoring that option and stubbornly causing chaos—it was all over now.’

All that remained was to enjoy life at a leisurely pace.

‘Maybe I should take a vacation to relieve all the accumulated fatigue.’

A break of two or three years seemed like a good idea.

After enjoying some downtime, I could recharge my body and mind, find something I wanted to do, or even embark on a journey of self-discovery.

I smiled as I started planning my vacation…

And then, our eyes met.

No, “our eyes met” wasn’t the right expression.

I looked at Sion, but Sion couldn’t properly look back at me.

My mind started racing.

The words about killing Gettya with love.

My current state, having evolved into something akin to a draconian being.

It took less than three seconds to reach a conclusion.

What flashed through my mind was a horrifying image of myself as a breeding machine.

I had barely escaped the clichés of academy stories, and now I was facing the prospect of surviving an adult comic trope.

I began to retreat cautiously.

The blush on my face was evidence of my flustered state.

I wasn’t ready for this, and I thought it would be better to take things slow.

But I was already completely surrounded.

Behind me, I bumped into Professor Scott.

The old man gripped my hand firmly, almost uncomfortably so.

“It’s truly a blessing from the gods to have a talent like you as my successor at the Royal Academy!”

I glanced to the right in an attempt to escape, but it was no better.

Christianna stood there, tears streaming down her face.

She clasped her hands together, silently offering some sort of reverent prayer.

When I tried to step away, her eyes snapped open, and she spoke in an oddly solemn tone.

“I just heard a strange voice. It said the professor has no connection to the gods. It pleaded for you to get some sleep, saying it hasn’t been able to deliver any revelations for ten years because you haven’t rested.”

Christianna’s face hardened with determination as she declared sharply, “To interfere with my unwavering diligence to serve the gods 24/7—this must be the deceitful whisper of some demon!”

That’s not a demon—it sounds more like the god you’re serving.

Before I could voice that thought, she disappeared, seemingly off to eliminate the remaining demons.

I thought I heard a frustrated sigh from the heavens, but I had no time to dwell on it.

The students began approaching me.

Among them was Karin, the academy’s director, looking flustered and still in her pajamas. 

She seemed baffled about why the academy building had collapsed again.

But other than her, the students all wore the same expressions—faces filled with awe, reverence, and misplaced admiration.

They began weaving wild stories as if on cue.

“The professor overexerted himself to protect us and now has a terminal condition. Even in his final moments, he put us first.”

Before I knew it, I had somehow become terminally ill.

“I thought rebirth and transformation were only found in novels. To think he transcended even his own species—I realize how inadequate I am. I need to train harder.”

Now I was a lunatic genius martial artist who had undergone a miraculous transformation on the brink of death.

“Of course! Professor, you predicted this outcome from the start, didn’t you?”

Suddenly, I was a brilliant strategist and prophet who had orchestrated this very ending.

“We’ll count on you forever, Professor!”

And just like that, I had become a lifetime professor.

The students gathered around, smiling brightly.

I didn’t even know where to begin correcting them. 

From start to finish, every single thing they said was utterly nonsensical.

I held my aching forehead, lamenting how my plans for a peaceful vacation had devolved into this mess.

Normally, I would’ve been frustrated and exhausted by the situation.

But for some reason, a smile crept onto my lips.


‘No, that’s ridiculous. There has to be a limit to overestimating someone.’

Instead of addressing their absurd misunderstandings, I said with a sigh, “Alright then, I’ll count on you all from now on, too.”

Perhaps being mistaken for a genius professor wasn’t so bad after all.

I thought that to myself with a hint of resignation.
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