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  Chapter 1

—

I lowered my hand and touched my thigh.

I felt a damp and sticky liquid.

I reached further down.

What should have been below my two thighs was gone.

Instead, warm red blood was draining the warmth from my body.

“Haa…”

What on earth had happened?

I couldn’t remember.

Who am I, and what has happened?

My vision started to blur.

Just then, familiar faces appeared.

I wanted to reach out and ask them for help.

But.

“Ah…”

The arm I struggled to extend didn’t have a hand.

Only a blunt, severed piece of flesh pointed toward them.

“What happened…”

I tried to speak but stopped.

With the vanishing pain, the memories I had forgotten came flooding back with the hand that swept down my chest.

A gaping hole in the middle of my chest.

“I’m sorry… I’m really sorry.”

The sword of the friend who promised we’d stick together pierced through my back and came out of my chest.

The hand continuing downward moved to the long slash on my side.

“No, it’s thanks to you.”

That guy next to me had swung a sword into my staggering side and completely brought me down.

“I won’t say I’m sorry. This was the only way… the only way for us to survive.”

They had cut off my legs after I had collapsed to the ground.

As everything came back to me, a bitter emotion swept over me.

Yeah, I had a feeling this would happen one day.

It made sense.

The ones we were up against were terrifying enough to make them act like this.

But at the same time, it didn’t make sense.

Given the bond we shared, couldn’t they have sent me off cleanly?

Why were they so ruthless?

“Thank you.”

The words of my closest friend, spoken as he severed one of my arms, were the hardest to understand.

Not “I’m sorry,” but “thank you”…

Though my body grew cold, my heart burned with rage toward the comrades I had thought of as family.

“Why… why go this far…”

I already knew why I was dying.

What I couldn’t comprehend was how they could inflict such terrible pain on me.

They all bit their lips and avoided my gaze.

They must have felt sorry.

“Park Chung-ho contacted us.”

Of course.

He was the one we were trying to take down.

They must have been afraid.

After all, we had inflicted irreparable damage on South Korea’s largest guild.

“We decided to join Chung-ho Guild.”

“What…?”

“As a condition for joining, Jang Han-bit asked us to kill you in the most brutal way possible.”

The one who had first stabbed me in the back gripped his bloodstained sword in a reverse grip.

With hands soaked in my blood, he approached me with the sword he had used to stab me.

“In return, he promised to forget everything and acknowledge us. I’m sorry, and thank you.”

The heavy sword placed right above my heart plunged deep into the ground.

So this is what the pain of death feels like.

It’s not as painful as I thought.

Compared to the pain I’d endured in life, it felt rather mundane.

Knowing the truth of everything and enduring the torment of being forgotten had been far worse.

It was almost refreshing.

“I won’t wish you farewell.”

But neither did I resent them.

Trusting Chung-ho Guild, huh.

They were likely staring at the end of their lives without even realizing it.

“Such an unlucky life.”

If the Grim Reaper asked if I had any last wishes, I’d want to face the days of regret once more.

If I could turn back those regrets, if I could go back and make different choices.

I would sell my soul, even to a devil, if it meant I could.

Thump.

“Please…”

As death approached, a torrent of anger, frustration, suffocation, and sadness welled up.

I screamed.

I cried out to anyone who might be listening.

If you’re there, please hear my story!

A foolish lamb is here before you!

A lamb filled with resentment, teetering on the edge of becoming a demon!

You, the one I never once believed in!

The one who never listened to my story!

Please, hear my plea and grant me one more chance!

I beg of you! Please!!!

Grant me a chance to turn back this life of regret!!

“God!!!!”

If you’ve been ignoring me until now…

I’ll consider it a mistake.

Just once… please, just once, turn your eyes back to me…

In the stillness where no one could hear, my cries vanished into the pitch-black darkness, reaching no one.

Perhaps someone might be listening to this story.
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“Uh, ugh!”

Thud!

I scrambled to get up but felt a sharp pain as I fell.

“Ow…”

I tried to touch my back, but I couldn’t reach it.

Rolling on the ground, I looked around the dark surroundings.

“Is this hell?”

A pitch-black space with not a single ray of light.

“Ugh.”

The overwhelming stench hinted that this place was filled with rotting corpses.

I held my nose and groped around with my remaining arm.

“Huh?”

I felt that both legs were intact, and my arms were perfectly fine.

The pain I had felt just before death was completely gone.

Apparently, in hell, even if your limbs had been severed, they’d attach them back for you.

“Huh?”

Then, my hand touched something.

The cold and hard texture reminded me of a wall.

I moved my hand slowly along whatever it was—whether it was a wall or furniture—to examine my surroundings.

Rustle.

Amid the hardness, I grabbed something soft and cloth-like.

I didn’t know what it was, but as I unfolded it to the side—

“Ugh.”

A blinding light flooded over me, stinging my eyes.

For a moment, I writhed in pain from the intense brightness, but as my vision gradually recovered, I realized where the light was coming from.

“A streetlight…? Does hell have streetlights too?”

The streetlight wasn’t particularly bright.

But for some reason, even its faint light felt overwhelmingly intense.

“Huh?”

I tilted my head slightly.

Looking out from this place, which seemed to be on the second floor, the surroundings, including the streetlight, felt very familiar.

The faint streetlight that flickered occasionally and the tall utility poles standing in a line.

Even the sight of the drunken man who appeared every evening without fail in the distance.

The more familiar everything became, the more dissonance arose with the thought that this place was hell.

‘It’s too identical.’

Like finding an old student ID in a dusty drawer and recalling forgotten memories.

The drawer of my memories began bringing forth recollections that matched the scenery before my eyes.

Before long, I realized.

This place was a scene I saw every day in the dark past I had tried to forget.

‘Then, where am I standing?’

I turned around to face the dark space I had thought was hell.

The perfect alignment of my memories with the view outside abruptly sent chills down my spine as I looked at the room.

Because this was my old room, where I had lived as a recluse who never stepped outside.

“This… what is…”

I had heard that extreme surprise could render you speechless, but experiencing it firsthand was a first for me.

Though the dark past wasn’t clear in my memory, I was certain.

This was the room I had lived in long ago.

I slowly walked, examining the room illuminated by the streetlight.

A pile of trash in one corner and food left so long it had grown moldy.

The unbelievable sight perfectly aligned with the vivid memories in my mind.

“I used to live in a place like this?”

I awkwardly found places to step and moved forward.

I picked up a photo frame from a dust-covered drawer.

[Our eldest son’s graduation day.]

Between smiling parents, stood my past self, not smiling.

Thud.

“Huh? What’s this?”

A small object fell from the frame, and I picked it up to examine it under the streetlight.

[Bang Hyukmin]

It was an old resident ID I had used as a child.

Tick. Tick.

The sound of a clock ticking in the quiet room drew my gaze.

11:12 PM.

An insignificant time in a corner of the darkness of a past I wanted to erase.

I couldn’t help but wonder what hell wanted to show me.

“Son?”

An unforgettable voice came from outside the door.

It was my mother’s voice.

“Would you mind cleaning your room a little if you’re okay with it?”

Hearing her careful voice, treating even a worthless son as precious, my eyes welled up without warning.

My chest ached suddenly, and her small voice made my heart tremble.

“Are you okay? Son? Can you say something?”

“Yes, I’m okay.”

I replied in a muffled voice.

Tears soaked my throat, making it quiver, and my chest as well.

“I’m opening the door now~”

The sweet voice of my kind mother.

The dark door slowly opened, and the silhouette of my mother against a light brighter than the streetlight shielded my eyes from the glare.

Thanks to her, I didn’t squint.

Instead, my nose stung, and tears streamed down.

If this was hell, so what? If it was heaven, so what?

It no longer mattered.

Though it was a dark past, it held the happiest memories of my life.

If I could live in this memory, then what would it matter where I was?

This time, I wanted to say the words I couldn’t say in the past.

“Mom, I’m hungry. Please make me a meal.”

I smiled brightly at my mother and wiped away a single tear rolling down my cheek.
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I devoured the food ravenously.

I didn’t understand why I had lived like that back then.

I just hated the world and wanted to be alone.

Later, I dismissed it as a common case of adolescent angst that spiraled into a mental illness and moved on.

But no matter how much I thought about it, I regretted those days, when I had called my family selfish to justify my actions.

“Eat slowly.”

Tears welled up in my mother’s eyes.

Whatever made her so happy, her flushed face and teary eyes held a bright smile.

Just stepping out of my room brought her so much joy.

Looking back, I regretted not realizing this sooner.

I stopped eating and just stared at her joyful face.

To think she was this happy.

What had locked my young heart in darkness, preventing me from giving her such a simple happiness?

Seeing her holding back her joy and watching me cautiously, as if afraid I’d retreat into my room again, made my chest ache.

I decided to overcome it.

“Can you give me some trash bags and a vacuum cleaner?”

“Huh? What did you say?”

“I’m going to clean my room.”

Unable to contain her joy, she covered her mouth with her hands to stifle her tears.

Smiling brightly at her, I decided to fix the mistakes of the past, whether this was hell, heaven, or a fictional creation.

“I won’t lock myself in my room anymore. I’m going to clean everything.”

Her radiant smile, brighter than any light, even the glaring fluorescent bulbs, reached my eyes.

=  =  =

I stopped my mother, who offered to help, and insisted on cleaning the room by myself.

My body seemed to have reverted to how it was back then, as I struggled to even lift a single trash bag I had packed lightly.

I managed to clean everything, but the smell and other impurities had built up for so long that it would take more than this to get rid of them.

By the time I finished cleaning, it was already late into the night.

I lay down on a dust-covered blanket.

Outside, my parents’ joyful voices didn’t stop, as if they couldn’t contain their happiness, even waking my father from his sleep.

“Heh.”

A chuckle escaped me.

“Ugh.”

It was then.

A sudden headache swept over me, and dark memories from the past flickered through my mind.

“Ah… ah… your father… your father is gone…”

“Please… please save me… please save my mother….”

“Ah… ah… how could this… how could you do this?! Why… why even you, the last one remaining…”

“What? You’re saying… it wasn’t an accident?”

The horrific past that wiped the smile off my face in an instant.

The unforgettable disaster that forcibly ended the darkness I had lived in as a recluse, only to thrust me into an even greater darkness.

And then, a name came to mind—a name that had led me to my death.

Chung-ho Guild.

Guild Master Park Chung-ho.

Hanbit Capital.

CEO Jang Han-bit.

Grit.

The very mention of those names sent uncontrollable rage coursing through my body, to the point where I clenched my teeth.

Squeeze.

My bony hands, which had struggled to even hold a trash bag, formed a fist.

Then, with a sigh, I shook my head.

“If this is some kind of last supper before going to hell, just take me there already.”

I buried my face into the dusty pillow, along with my regrets and fury from before I died.

Hoping to let go of my regrets like a fleeting dream with just one sleep, I closed my eyes quietly, tucking away love, gratitude, and happiness deep within my heart.

But…

“What… is this?”

It seemed this wasn’t a dream.

7:12 AM.

A stuffy nose filled with dust and the sharp sting of morning sunlight on my squinting eyes.

Hyukmin’s expression, waking up to this perfect morning, shifted every moment, second by second.

He had slept and woke up feeling refreshed.

So why hadn’t he escaped this illusory situation yet?

At that moment, the best method to answer his curiosity came to mind, and he immediately acted on it.

“Status Window.”

Fwoosh.

As lights burst forth in the air and the truth appeared before him, the barriers of logic that had blocked his understanding began to dissolve one by one.

But he couldn’t suppress the scream that burst from his mouth as realization dawned on him.

“Th-this is impossible!!!!”
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Chapter 2

—

They said Earth wasn’t always like this.

Long before Hyukmin was even born.

According to what could only be learned from history books, one day, people living in the real world suddenly started seeing a window called the system—something we’re now so familiar with.

At the same time, beings not human but created by the system, called NPCs, appeared, along with dungeons caused by scientifically inexplicable phenomena and towers that soared into the sky as if to pierce it.

Since these events happened long before Hyukmin was born, they felt familiar to him, but back then, the world was in utter chaos.

People panicked as the world became like an RPG game, with NPCs, dungeons, towers, professions, and magic-like skills called abilities.

How many could have endured such a drastically altered reality?

This led to the emergence of many strange organizations.

Some seemed to take the RPG game-like transformation too seriously.

A group called “Marakia” claimed that this world was just an RPG game, and to escape it, one had to die. They went as far as committing murders to “release” people from the game.

Of course, the conclusion was clear: death here meant death in the real world.

Anyway!

The point was that these things didn’t exist in the past.

== Status Window ==

[Name]: Bang Hyukmin

[Level]: 4

[Profession]: None

[Stats]:

Strength – 3

Agility – 4

Intelligence – 5

Stamina – 3

Mana – 1

=======

A reality that had turned into a game world—something unimaginable now.

Even for someone like Hyukmin, who had lived his whole life in such a world, what he was experiencing now was even harder to believe.

Was this how people from the distant past would have felt if they were thrown into today’s world?

“Is this… really real?”

The system had existed for so long that Hyukmin had never seen a world without it.

In other words, he knew the system well.

“Is it really level 4?”

The system had never made an error.

It always displayed the absolute truth.

“So it’s not 132 but actually 4? Are you sure?”

If the system showed level 4, then that must mean Hyukmin’s current level was, without a doubt, 4.

“Ha, haha… hahahaha.”

Laughter escaped his lips.

It wasn’t because he had gone mad from losing his level and stats.

Rather, he was laughing out of joy.

“Hahahahaha! So, I’m really in the past!”

A dark chapter of his life he had tried to forget, a part of his past that he had worked so hard to erase from his memory.

Yes, Hyukmin now stood in that dark chapter of his life.

He opened the door and stepped outside.

8:30 AM.

His mother and father had already left for work, and it seemed his younger sister had gone to school. The living room was empty.

Striding forward, he checked the calendar in the living room.

May 2, 2034.

“The last time we hit Hanbit Capital was December 21, 2077….”

So now it was 43 years ago?

Could it really be… that he had gone back to the past?

“Ugh.”

A sudden headache made him clutch his head.

-Please, listen to me!!!

At that moment, he remembered crying out to God before his death.

He had never believed in God his whole life.

Life had been too hellish to believe in the doctrines people claimed were God’s teachings.

And yet, despite his lack of faith and outright disregard for God,

why had he thought to call out to God just before his death?

He didn’t know why, but even knowing he wouldn’t be heard, he had desperately screamed.

But…

It seemed his cries had been heard.

“Did He really listen?”

His hands trembled uncontrollably.

His gaze naturally shifted toward the ceiling.

Then he clenched his fist tightly.

Shaking his head vigorously, he muttered,

“No, no, let’s not jump to conclusions. Who knows? It might just be hell playing tricks on me.”

A reality so absurdly beyond logic didn’t feel real.

But soon, Hyukmin shook his head again, went to his sister’s room, and retrieved a notebook and pen.

He began writing down every memory that remained vivid in his mind while mumbling to himself.

“I can’t know anything for sure. Let’s just focus on now. Whether it’s reality or a trick, whether it’s cold rice or hot rice, I’m in no position to be picky. I’ll just…”

Squeeze.

“…do what I can right now.”

Three hours later, holding a notebook filled with everything about the future, he went back to his room.

“If this is hell’s trickery, I’ll just play along.”

As long as he could achieve perfect revenge.

= = =

Without washing up, he threw on some clothes and stepped out.

He looked closely at the notebook in his hands.

“If this really is the past, and I’m here…”

Inside the notebook were countless hidden pieces, incidents, and events.

Thud!

Hyukmin closed the notebook and placed it securely inside his coat.

As he adjusted his shoes, he spoke.

“I’ll take everything I can.”

He exhaled deeply.

The numerous tasks tangled in his mind slowly began to organize themselves.

Even the pounding of his heart gradually slowed and steadied.

With his calm heart and cold thoughts, his gaze moved to the calendar.

“June 5, 2034.”

Sometimes, having an exceptional memory isn’t always a blessing.

The memory of that day, impossible to forget, spurred Hyukmin further.

“The day my father first went missing. The day our family began to fall apart.”

It was a day when rain fell relentlessly.

He had heard that his father, who worked as a foreman at a construction site, had suddenly gone missing.

And then, breaking news came on TV.

-Fourteen workers at a department store construction site in Sindang disappeared simultaneously.

Many people searched, and the results only deepened the despair for their families.

-Authorities and the Guild Association reported that the workers were victims of a dungeon phenomenon that suddenly occurred.

They thought it was a natural disaster, something caused by Earth’s environment, with no one to blame.

The family consoled each other, trying to bury their sadness, believing their father had simply been unlucky.

But no one knew.

No one realized that this tragedy would be the spark to destroy their once-happy family.

-He has been declared deceased.

Three days were far too short a time to erase the overwhelming sorrow.

And then, Hyukmin’s mother passed away in a car accident.

Another wave of grief struck him.

It was the fault of a drunk driver on their way home from work.

The doctor’s solemn words stuck in his chest like a nail, refusing to be pulled out.

As if one nail wasn’t enough, another forced its way in through the gap.

When his father went missing, he thought, Could I ever feel a deeper sorrow than this?

But…

That was a mistake.

Sobs, hiccup, hiccup.

When his father disappeared, his younger sister had taken care of both their grieving mother and Hyukmin, who was holed up in his room.

But for the first time, he saw her silently sobbing at their mother’s funeral.

And not long after…

His younger sister also passed away.

From June 5, 2034, to June 12, 2034.

Exactly one week after his father’s disappearance, Hyukmin lost every member of his family.

Grit.

At the time, he had no idea.

That all of this was connected to those people.

“I’ll stop it, no matter what.”

Memories of everything he did after leaving the house flooded back.

He had begged. He had attempted theft to get food and been beaten for it.

He had even scavenged through garbage bins, competing with stray cats.

Swish.

Shaking his head, he forcefully swept away those dark memories he had pushed far away.

Now, another chance had come.

Before June 5, 2034, he planned to change everything.

In this world, to make such changes possible, one thing was most crucial: power.

“Huu.”

And as luck would have it, everything was written in his notebook.

“I’ll monopolize it all.”

This time, he wouldn’t repeat the regrets of the past.

Never again.

“Status Window.”

He checked the skills section, something he hadn’t looked at earlier.

“Probably nothing.”

There hadn’t been any before.

He was someone who had been called untalented, a body incapable of anything extraordinary, who had clawed his way up through sheer effort to find his abilities.

=============

[Skills]

(EX-rank) Regression Mode.

=============

“…?!!”

What? What is this?

His eyes nearly popped out of his head.

Something that shouldn’t have existed had appeared in the empty skills section.

EX…?

It was a type of rank he had never seen before.

He had neither seen nor heard of it.

And there was no chance of it being a system error.

As mentioned before, the system didn’t make errors.

“Then this really is an EX-rank skill…”

He grasped his trembling hands tightly.

Calming his pounding chest, he thought,

Does the rank even matter?

No matter how unprecedented a skill’s rank was, if its effects were lackluster, it would be useless.

Click.

With a shaking hand, he pressed on the “Regression Mode” skill to check its description.

(EX-rank) Regression Mode.


	Returns to a past state for 2 minutes.

	Cooldown: 120 minutes.



“What is this supposed to mean?”

Even after reading the description, he couldn’t comprehend it.

Return to a past state? For only 2 minutes?

It was a pitiful skill.

“If I return to the past, how far back does it mean?”

Would he return to before he became a recluse?

Or perhaps to an even younger age?

His brows furrowed on their own.

The thought occurred to him—was EX-rank actually the lowest rank? He felt even more disappointed.

But regardless, what did it matter?

He had thought there would be nothing there.

“Well, if I don’t need it, I won’t use it.”

He had hoped for something more.

Still, it didn’t make much of a difference. He hadn’t expected anything to begin with.

“Maybe I should just test it out once.”

For confirmation, he used the scant bit of mana from his stat “1” and called out.

“Regression Mode.”

No sound or visible change followed.

Only the system window gave an audible notification.

[EX-rank Skill. Regression Mode activated.]

It was quiet.

There was no flash of light or dramatic transformation.

No one would have noticed that anything had happened.

Only the timer in his vision, counting down, confirmed that the skill had been activated.

“Doesn’t seem like much.”

Just as he was about to turn around,

Hyukmin froze completely in place.

Then, the muscles on his face began to twitch, and he broke into the brightest smile he had ever worn.

“Th-this is insane!”

The reflection in the mirror showed none other than the form of himself before his death—when he had been known as the monstrous hunter at level 132.

A rugged beard, scars covering his body, and a physique far more solid than the one he had 43 years ago.

“Status Window!”

Unable to contain his excitement, he shouted at the system.

============

[Name]: Bang Hyukmin.

[Level]: 132.

[Profession]: Double Heavy Class.

[Stats]:

Strength: 232.

Agility: 314.

Intelligence: 188.

Stamina: 120.

Mana: 140.

===========

He was in the past, 43 years ago.

Looking at his stats, he realized something.

With this level of stats and skills, he’d be considered a monster even among today’s rankers.

“This is an absolutely insane skill…”

After 2 minutes passed, he returned to his original body.

The hardened muscles reverted to frail arms.

As the stats drained away, his weak body felt even heavier.

The black coat that had once covered his entire body, the massive sword marked with crimson lines,

the red and blue earrings, and the four rings he had painstakingly obtained over decades—all disappeared.

There was a pang of regret.

Regression Mode…

Even with the cooldown, it was better than nothing.

Now, one thing was certain.

EX-rank was the highest rank.

I’ll adjust my plan.

He reopened his notebook, flipping to the first page.

Things he had given up on due to his level 4 body now came back into focus.

A smile crept onto his face.

Thud!

He closed the notebook, and the smile vanished from his face.

“Two hours, huh.”

Smirk.

Instead of putting on his shoes to leave, he stepped back into his room and began gathering every bit of money he could.

 

—




 

Chapter 3

—

In front of the KT Telephone Office located in Wolgok-dong, there was a very famous sundaeguk restaurant.

It was so crowded that even as Hyukmin ate, there were over 10 people waiting outside the restaurant.

The food was good, but it had the same flavor as any ordinary sundaeguk.

The reason for the restaurant’s success lay elsewhere.

The KT Telephone Office in front of it was the Seongbuk-gu headquarters of the Ronin Guild.

Slurp.

Long ago, he had desperately wanted to eat this.

Back when he had lost his family and everything else, to the point of starving and eating garbage.

He had gone to the Ronin Guild in hopes of finding something to do, anything to survive.

But the world Hyukmin saw back then was far from kind.

It was cold, harsh even.

“Life was unbelievably tough. But thinking about it now, it’s understandable.”

Even though he was an adult over 20 years old, Hyukmin had been level 4 with no productive skills, and even within the Ronin Guild, he was treated like an outcast.

Still, whenever odd jobs came his way, he risked his life to complete them.

He worked hard, barked when ordered to bark, and groveled when told to grovel.

He was like a piece of candy that tasted sweet when rolled this way and that, with no bitterness at all.

For three years, he relentlessly pushed himself to raise his level and stats.

By the time his level and stats had somewhat stabilized, he finally began living the proper life of a Ronin.

What is a Ronin?

They are free individuals unattached to any particular group.

They meet the minimum qualifications to explore dungeons and towers and have the skills required to do so.

As Hyukmin ate his sundaeguk, he noticed that everyone around him was such a person.

“I heard Mr. Choi got seriously injured this time? C-rank dungeons really are tough.”

“I wonder when it’ll end. It’s been a month now. A whole month.”

“Are you heading to a C-rank dungeon? I heard you’re one person short. What do you think about me joining?”

“Is there anyone here who can handle a B-rank dungeon?”

“If it’s a B-rank dungeon, why are you looking here instead of at the Ronin Guild?”

“Because the guild doesn’t have anyone available, that’s why. You know this is the next place they come to.”

The place buzzed with stories of dungeons and towers.

The nostalgic atmosphere stirred the strong spirit hidden within Hyukmin’s frail body.

Back in the day, he had struggled to understand how this system worked.

Thinking about it now, a faint smile escaped his lips.

-The Haeundae Guild, ranked first in the Busan region, has achieved a great unification of Busan.

The news coming from the TV caught Hyukmin’s attention.

Haeundae Guild?

The familiar name made him focus on the broadcast.

-With the first-ranked guild of Busan, Chung-ho Guild, now under the Haeundae Guild’s umbrella, experts suggest that Busan can effectively be considered Haeundae Guild’s territory.

A frown formed on his forehead.

“So Chung-ho Guild joined Haeundae Guild, huh.”

He vaguely remembered such an event from his past.

It had been said that the Chung-ho Guild, unable to withstand the tyranny of the large Haeundae Guild, had joined them.

But that was just an excuse.

About a year later, Haeundae Guild changed its name to Chung-ho Guild, surprising many people.

“It was intentional.”

Back then, rumors about Chung-ho Guild were rampant.

Hyukmin, struggling to survive, hadn’t realized the connection between Chung-ho Guild and his family’s downfall, so he paid little attention to it.

Still, he vaguely recalled wondering how the small Chung-ho Guild had managed to swallow up Haeundae Guild.

It had indeed been a major topic of conversation in South Korea.

“But to think it was today…”

The spoon in his hand came to a halt.

A sudden thought crossed his mind.

“Wait a second. Did Chung-ho Guild orchestrate the takeover of Haeundae Guild while simultaneously causing the incident in Sindang?”

The wrinkles on his forehead deepened.

The growing complexity of his thoughts made him set down his spoon.

“Or did the events in Sindang somehow help them take over Haeundae Guild?”

A sense of unease settled in.

Something was definitely happening.

The fact that he couldn’t grasp the nature of the looming danger made it feel even more perilous.

“How much is it?”

“8,000 won.”

Handing over a crumpled bill, Hyukmin headed to the Ronin Guild.

= = =

Upon arriving at the Ronin Guild, he immediately proceeded with registration.

Although there was a test, it was almost meaningless.

At a national level, there had been much debate about the test’s difficulty due to the increasing number of unqualified deaths in dungeons and towers.

However, any changes to the system wouldn’t come for several years.

“Here you go.”

“Thank you.”

Despite being level 4 with stats barely reaching double digits, Hyukmin officially received his Ronin license.

As expected, the gazes from all directions were filled with disdain.

“Even that’s considered a Ronin? Sigh.”

“Leave him be. Maybe he joined because he wants to die.”

“Haven’t you seen the bars? There are plenty of people who register as Ronin but never set foot in a dungeon. They just want to show off to women.”

“Ha, women these days have higher standards. Every community is full of ways to verify people. No one gets fooled anymore. These guys act like every woman is theirs.”

“I hope he dies in a dungeon. Tsk tsk.”

“How’s he going to die when he won’t even go near a dungeon? He’ll just rot away like the rest of them. Ha!”

Hyukmin felt an odd sense of nostalgia.

He hadn’t remembered it clearly, but now he vividly recalled the social perception of Ronin licenses during this era.

Even as he stepped outside, the scornful comments and stares followed him incessantly.

Fueled by the spirited encouragement of these hot-blooded critics, he hopped into a passing taxi.

“To Dongmyo Station, Exit 5.”

And so, he headed toward the highlight of the day.

=  =  =

About three years from now?

It was the time when Hyukmin was working to fully establish himself as a proper Ronin, listening to all sorts of stories at the sundaeguk restaurant he had just visited.

He remembered hearing such stories back then.

-You know that troublesome dungeon near Exit 5 of Dongmyo Station? They said that dungeon is actually a hidden treasure.

-Ah, that C-rank dungeon?

-Yeah, that dungeon. The one with the group of orcs, classified as a C-rank dungeon.

-There was so much controversy about that back then, right? People were furious, saying, “How can a dungeon with orcs be classified as C-rank? Are you trying to get people killed?”

Lost in these old thoughts, he soon arrived at his destination.

“Here we are.”

As he stepped out of the taxi, he handed all the money he had to the driver.

Walking into the alley near Exit 5 of Dongmyo Station, he found a tall wall that appeared to belong to a school at the end of the path.

That was his destination.

“This place has always been full of talk.”

Entering through the school’s main gate, he saw people walking around without a care in the world.

Amidst the carefree people, two old stone markers and an entrance leading underground caught his attention.

It was the controversial C-rank dungeon.

“It’s the same as it was back then.”

Despite the dangerous dungeon being within the school grounds, no measures were taken to deal with it, and people casually strolled around the area.

It was surprising, but this very situation was part of the reason why the C-rank dungeon had garnered so much attention.

It wasn’t dangerous.

Most dungeons with orcs were classified as B-rank, but this one was deemed C-rank for a reason.

This dungeon simply wasn’t threatening.

Normally, monsters would mercilessly attack anyone near or inside a dungeon, but strangely, this dungeon remained silent.

Even until the day it was cleared and vanished entirely.

Step. Step. Step.

Walking past the stone markers, Hyukmin stepped into the dungeon, drawing the attention of many.

“What? Is he really going in there?”

“He’ll probably check it out and come back.”

But no one paid much attention beyond that, which only underscored how long this dungeon had been here.

Descending the stairs leading underground, he continued down until he entered the dark dungeon, where no light from the entrance reached.

Suddenly, blue torches flared to life, greeting him.

“So this is what a hidden treasure looks like.”

The dungeon, shaped like a spacious cave, housed 30 orcs, all staring at Hyukmin simultaneously.

They simply stared, doing nothing else.

This was why, despite being a dungeon filled with orcs—known as apex predators among monsters—it had been classified as C-rank.

Grrr.

It was fascinating.

Orcs, which should have charged at him the moment they saw him, were merely standing still and watching.

Ignoring the orcs, Hyukmin looked around and nodded quietly.

“No wonder no one thought a dimensional bag could be here.”

The presence of the orcs was secondary.

The real reason most guilds and parties avoided clearing this dungeon became apparent.

Even in his previous life, Hyukmin had abandoned it due to its low magical energy.

-Didn’t they say the magical energy there was too weak to expect decent rewards? And it turned out to be a hidden treasure?

-Yeah, because of that, everyone avoided it. But then, some crazy guild decided to clear it as a test. And guess what they found?

Recalling thoughts about the rewards, a smirk crossed his lips.

“Let’s see.”

Who could have known?

That this troublesome dungeon with low rewards and high difficulty actually…

…contained one of the world’s rare dimensional bags.

“Oh, there it is.”

The orcs weren’t here to attack.

They were here to guard the old bag nestled discreetly among them, slowly devouring the dungeon’s magic.

Grrr…

“You noticed, huh?”

Perhaps he had stared at the dimensional bag for too long.

The once-docile orcs began shifting their stances.

One by one, they bared their teeth at Hyukmin, ready to attack.

Even in his current state as a level 4, their sheer bloodlust made his skin prickle.

“Don’t worry. This will be over quickly.”

Looking at the dimensional bag in the distance, Hyukmin muttered softly.

“Regression Mode.”
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Step. Step. Step.

In moments like this, disappearing quickly had its advantages.

Walking out of the dark dungeon, the effects of Regression Mode wore off, starting from where sunlight hit.

The short hair stained with blue blood grew long again.

The blue blood dripping from his beard disappeared as the beard itself vanished.

His burly arms and legs, along with the blood-soaked leather coat, reverted to their original states, free of any trace of blood.

“A good start.”

In Hyukmin’s hand was an old bag.

“Not bad.”

Leaving the scene cleanly, without a drop of blood on him, he quickly disappeared from the area.

Exactly ten minutes later, a massive earthquake shook the entire school.

Rumble.

“W-what? Are monsters coming out?”

“Kyaaa!”

Chaos erupted as the dungeon sealed itself.
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Leaving the school grounds, Hyukmin walked toward a secluded alley.

From the dimensional bag, he poured out the magical stones he had collected.

The warm, black gems, smeared with blue blood, were valuable items used as substitutes for monster hearts in dungeons and towers.

They were treasures that absolutely had to be taken.

“Huu, let’s get started.”

His nerves tingled with excitement.

Even in his past life, he had never possessed a dimensional bag.

It was an incredibly rare item, with only a handful existing worldwide.

People coveted it so much that its value was considered priceless.

And now, it was in his hands.

Holding the dimensional bag with trembling hands, he brought it close to the Status Window.

And then.

Ding!

[Would you like to activate the ‘Inventory’ system?]

[Yes / No]

The message he had been waiting for appeared.

-The dimensional bag allows you to store items regardless of their volume or mass, and you can take them out and use them anytime, anywhere. But what’s even more amazing is that it doesn’t just rely on the bag—it creates an entirely new system window to handle it.

“Yes.”

When he spoke aloud, the “Yes” button on the floating system window was pressed.

Shing!

With a flash of bright light, the dimensional bag was absorbed into the Status Window.

And then, a new window appeared.

[Inventory]

It was the moment the inventory system, which he had only heard about in rumors, opened before him.

But then.

Fwoosh!

Just as Hyukmin thought it was over, a brilliant light burst forth in front of him once more.

“This light…!?”

It was familiar, and he had anticipated it.

Though unexpected, who would refuse a sudden gift?

[You have obtained a Title.]

With a heart pounding like it was receiving a surprise birthday gift, he checked the newly acquired title.

[Pioneer]


	You are the first person in South Korea to activate the Inventory system.

	You are someone who has blazed a trail others could not.

	All Stats +10.



An unexpected title and a corresponding increase in stats befitting its difficulty.

And lastly, the word “first” written in the title.

“Ah…”

That’s when it hit him.

This was an era long before the Inventory system had become widely known.

“So I’m the only person in South Korea with the Inventory system right now…?”

The natural connection to being “the first” felt like a perfect gift for the first steps Hyukmin was about to take.

Squeeze.

Clenching his fists tightly, he could feel the strength of his newly enhanced stats.

Feeling it so clearly made him certain.

He now knew exactly where his path lay.

Monopoly.

“Let’s see, shall we?”

Chung-ho and Hanbit.

“I’ll take everything that belongs to you as well.”
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Chapter 4

—

Returning to the Ronin Guild in Wolgok-dong, the first thing Hyukmin did was sell the magical stones he had obtained from the orcs.

When he pulled one out of the Inventory to show the lobby staff, they immediately began the appraisal process.

“Where did you get this?”

“Why do you ask?”

The staff member couldn’t answer right away.

It was obvious what they were thinking as their eyes scanned him up and down.

“You don’t exactly look like someone who could take down an orc…”

“That’s not what I meant…”

“Do you need special qualifications to sell magical stones? As far as I know, there aren’t any regulations like that.”

When he brought up regulations, the staff member’s expression soured.

Waving their hands in apology, they repeatedly bowed their head and said,

“That’s not it. I was just curious. If I upset you, I’m sorry.”

“Thanks for the nostalgic experience.”

How long had it been since he last felt this way?

The Ronin Guild was a place where strength dictated everything, to the point where even staff members would look down on someone they perceived as weak.

Except for his childhood, it had been ages since Hyukmin had experienced this kind of disdain and dismissal from a staff member.

He muttered quietly, as if talking to himself.

“Are there still staff members who judge people by appearances? Should I make a scene?”

The staff member’s smug and confident expression quickly turned pale.

Of course, Hyukmin had spoken loudly enough to be heard.

Seeing the staff member’s expression change so drastically confirmed for him that he had indeed returned to the Ronin Guild.

“I-I’ll check it right away!”

The Ronin Guild was a savage world where anyone could enter but the weak were devoured.

That’s what it had always been.

“You think I came here to sell just one?”

“Excuse me…?”

“Hold out your hands.”

The staff member obediently extended their hands, their expression now submissive.

Hyukmin placed all the magical stones he had stored in the Inventory into their hands.

The staff member’s expression went blank.

Their gaze, lost in the empty air, made it clear what they were thinking.

“Don’t worry about it.”

Since he hadn’t allowed them to access his Status Window, the staff must have thought he had pulled the stones out of thin air.

Given that no one in this era understood the concept of an Inventory, it wasn’t surprising for them to react like this.

To them, it must have looked like he had used some high-level skill.

Maybe that was why.

“It’ll take… no, just five minutes! Please wait a moment!”

The staff member’s attitude had done a complete 180 from their earlier arrogance.

To them, Hyukmin was no longer some pale, scrawny shut-in who didn’t understand the world.

Now, he was a Ronin with an extraordinary skill they had never seen before.

“As they say, harsh words in, harsh words out. That aside, I wonder how much I’ll get.”

He chuckled softly.

“This might be for the best. I wasn’t sure about the current market rates, but now they can’t cheat me.”

As expected.

Perhaps to make up for their earlier behaviour, the staff member hurried back, presenting a detailed breakdown of the prices, down to the last won, and explained the total amount for the magical stones he had brought.

“Here you go!”

“Good work.”

There was no haggling.

They bought the stones at the exact price listed in the calculations, allowing Hyukmin to sell them at a high price.

= = =

As soon as he stepped out of the Ronin Guild, he checked his Status Window.

== Status Window ==

[Name]: Bang Hyukmin.

[Level]: 11

[Profession]: None.

[Stats]:

Strength – 24

Agility – 30

Intelligence – 16

Stamina – 16

Mana – 12

=======

Those orcs must have been relatively high-level monsters.

He had only killed about 30 of them, yet he had leveled up seven times.

On top of that, the “Pioneer” title, which added +10 to all stats, had played a significant role.

“Stats like this at level 11.”

Normally, he wouldn’t have these stats until he was well past level 20.

A laugh escaped his lips.

And then, a sudden wave of realization hit him.

“This is absurd.”

In his previous life, it had taken him three years to achieve these levels and stats.

Yet now, he had accomplished it in just a single day.

Though it was undoubtedly a good thing, a sense of emptiness crept over him, leaving him at a loss for words.

“Still, I didn’t slack off back then. The method was just wrong.”

Most importantly, he had been too young.

He couldn’t see the forest for the trees, focusing only on what was right in front of him.

He had been hungry and in need of a safe place to sleep.

That was all he had cared about.

“Anyway, it’s all for the better.”

There was no time to dwell on pleasant thoughts.

Even at this moment, Chung-ho and Hanbit could be up to something despicable.

He needed to act to prepare for his next move.

‘Unlike before, now I have to look at the forest, not just the trees.’

He checked the cooldown timer for Regression Mode floating in the air.

[1 hour 32 minutes]

“One hour should be enough.”

Following the plan he had laid out before leaving home,

he hopped into a taxi with his newly stuffed wallet.
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The giant tower in Jamsil, said to have inspired the design of Dotta Tower by a famous conglomerate, pierced the clouds so high that its peak was invisible.

“It’s the same as in the future.”

Even after traveling this road for over 40 years, the streets, bustling with countless people, still made him shake his head.

He arrived at the tower’s entrance.

Even though this area was restricted to those entering the tower, a significant number of people stood gathered on either side.

“Here! Clearing from the 50th floor! Anyone available, come join us!”

“Level grinding on the 40th floor! Only those willing to stay up all night, join us!”

“Looking for help on the 45th floor for 400! Price negotiable!”

In the distance, someone raising their hand could be seen recruiting party members to clear the tower.

If someone was recruiting a party, they were most likely a Ronin without a guild.

No, most of the people standing here were likely Ronin.

Guild employees didn’t need to form parties in this way because their teams were already made up of guild members.

“Excuse me! Which floor are you heading to?”

Thinking they might be calling out to him, Hyukmin glanced to his side.

But the Ronin who had called out was speaking to someone walking just past Hyukmin.

As he walked a little further, more people near him were approached, like fish caught on a hook, disappearing with those who had recruited them.

Most of the people here were quickly contacted and taken away to join parties—except for Hyukmin.

‘If I were them, I wouldn’t party with someone like me either.’

Just look at him.

Though his stats had increased, giving him more muscle and making him appear somewhat human, he still looked far too scrawny and young to be considered a proper Ronin.

No one aiming to clear the tower would take on someone who looked like they needed help themselves.

Even Hyukmin in his previous life would have avoided someone like this at all costs.

“Honestly, it’s better this way.”

Looking like this worked to his advantage.

The tower was about to become the highlight of his day, as significant as the dimensional bag he had already obtained.

And the place he was headed was somewhere that could only be entered alone.

“Not far now.”

With that, he arrived at the dark entrance of the tower.

Ignoring the snickering sounds coming from behind, he stretched lightly before stepping into the dungeon.
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[You have entered the tower.]

[The only accessible floor is ‘Floor 1.’]

Whoosh.

Dozens of torches flared to life, illuminating the once-dark interior.

“So, only one floor is available to me right now.”

Normally, upon passing the tower’s entrance, one would see a system message prompting them to choose a floor using their Status Window.

Then, they would select a floor from 1 up to the highest level they had previously reached.

But for Hyukmin, who had never climbed the tower before, there were no available floors.

This meant he had to start directly from the first floor without any choice.

“Alright, let’s get started.”

The first five floors were practically tutorials.

No monsters appeared, and the floors could only be cleared by solving simple puzzles.

As long as one didn’t trigger traps, there was no danger in these floors.

However, Hyukmin cleared the first floor in less than five minutes, thanks to his exceptional memory.

Ding.

[You have cleared Floor 1.]

[Would you like to challenge Floor 2?]

[Yes / No]

“Yes.”

The floor beneath him gave way, plunging him into a dark, murky void.

As torches lit up again, the scenery changed to a cave-like environment, different from the first floor.

“System, proceed to the next floors without asking until Floor 6.”

[1 hour 2 minutes remaining.]

“I want to reach it within 1 hour and 2 minutes.”

The time he had mentioned earlier referred to how long it would take to reach Floor 6.

Specifically, it was the time needed to obtain something as important as the dimensional bag—possibly even more important—a hidden piece.

Thud! Thud! Thud!

Using his improved stats and sharp mind, Hyukmin flawlessly solved the tower’s puzzles and continued his ascent.

= = =

[You have cleared Floor 5.]

[Proceeding to Floor 6.]

“Hoo…”

The sixth transition began.

Hyukmin had cleared all the floors from 1 to 5 solo without taking a single break.

He had completed the tutorial in under an hour.

Had it not been for his past life’s memories and his exceptional recall, this would have been impossible.

Though satisfied with the result, his smile quickly faded.

Whoosh.

The torches lit up.

“This is definitely different.”

From the start, an entirely different atmosphere brushed coldly against his skin—something he hadn’t felt during the tutorial.

The sharp smell of sweat and the metallic tang of blood pricked at his nose.

“Goblins, wasn’t it?”

Hyukmin let out a soft chuckle at the familiar scent of the tower.

That’s right. A proper tower should smell like this.

Unlike the tutorial, from Floor 6 onward, monsters spawned automatically.

Ting! Ting-ting!

“Already starting, huh?”

The sounds of battle echoed through the cave walls, coming from somewhere nearby.

“Not bad.”

In fact, hearing these sounds first was normal when entering the tower.

But having cleared the quiet tutorial floors, the noise felt oddly comforting.

Using the sounds as his companion, Hyukmin walked leisurely down the paths where others were already rushing ahead.

Meanwhile, he recalled the details of an interview with the original owner of the hidden piece.

-I found the hidden room on Floor 6, which everyone else just passed by. I was lucky. My inquisitive nature led me to touch every wall, and that’s how I discovered it.

Running his hand along the wall, he continued forward.

-It’s already over, so I’ll ask: where exactly was the hidden room?

-It’s simple. As anyone who has attempted Floor 6 knows, there are three branching paths. I always chose the left path.

Reaching the first fork in the path, he saw the monsters that earlier Ronin had killed respawning in a bright light.

Hyukmin never expected to rely on the efforts of those ahead of him anyway.

Picking up a small rock from the ground, he stared at the fully respawned monster.

‘A goblin.’

A green-skinned, bipedal monster.

Though their intelligence was extremely low, they were still capable of using tools.

The fortunate part was that they weren’t large or strong monsters like orcs or ogres.

Shwip!

Hyukmin locked eyes with three goblins that had just respawned.

They looked ready to pounce at any moment, preparing themselves for an attack. Hyukmin, too, began preparing himself.

Despite his increased stats, he judged that facing three goblins without a weapon was too risky.

“Let’s do this the safe way.”

Scanning his surroundings, he picked up a rock about the size of both his hands clasped together.

He struck the rock against a rounded boulder, splitting it in half with a loud crack.

Crack!

The impact cleaved the rock in two, revealing a surface as shiny and sharp as a black gemstone.

As expected, it was obsidian.

Unlike the obsidian found outside, the obsidian inside dungeons was significantly harder.

Properly shaped, its sharpness was enough to cut through flesh without being noticed.

Crack!

Hyukmin struck the obsidian against the boulder again.

Carefully chipping and breaking it further, he sharpened the obsidian into a blade.

“Not bad.”

Though he wanted to refine it further, he had no time.

The three goblins, growing impatient, started charging toward him.

[5 minutes]

The timer for Regression Mode showed that it was almost ready to use again.

Hyukmin adjusted his grip on the obsidian blade.

“I didn’t sync the cooldown timer just to deal with you lot.”

Unfortunately for the goblins, this wasn’t the place where he intended to use Regression Mode.

Shwip!

Watching the goblins rush toward him, Hyukmin muttered,

“Five minutes is enough. Wait for me, hidden piece.”

He sprinted toward the goblins.

The difference in stats was clear.

With three goblins present, they had the upper hand in numbers.

Yet, the confidence in Hyukmin’s stride, the way he launched off the ground, showed that he had no intention of losing.

Leaping high into the air, Hyukmin’s right foot came crashing down on the head of the leading goblin.

Thud!

The goblin let out a strangled cry as it slid back, writhing in pain.

Not stopping there, Hyukmin kicked off the ground again.

Before the remaining goblins could swing their wooden clubs, he had already launched himself toward the goblin writhing on the ground.

Though this body was far weaker than what he had in his previous life, he had already adapted to it.

The result was a seamless chain of kicks and pursuits.

Shwip!

The panicked goblins tried to change direction to follow him, but they were already too late.

Thwack!

Hyukmin’s obsidian blade sank into the neck of the fallen goblin.

Slice!

With a forceful push, the blade cut through more than half of the goblin’s neck.

Gurgle.

The goblin clutching its face gurgled blue blood as it let out its last breath.

Shhk.

Hyukmin rose slowly, blue blood dripping from the obsidian blade in his hand.

The remaining goblins froze mid-charge, stopping in their tracks as they faced the overwhelming presence of Hyukmin.

“You should be grateful. This isn’t the place where I plan to grind for experience.”

Wiping the blue blood from his body, Hyukmin hurled the obsidian blade at one of the remaining goblins.

Whish! Thud!

The blade pierced the goblin’s forehead, and it collapsed backward like a rotten tree.

The situation was over.

[1 minute]

Leaving one goblin alive, Hyukmin dashed toward the second fork in the path, where the hidden room was supposed to be.

[30 seconds]
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Chapter 5

—

The tower truly has no mercy.

For newbies who had just completed the tutorial, their first monsters were goblins.

In societal terms, goblins weren’t particularly strong monsters.

If anything, they were just a bit stronger than other low-tier monsters.

The problem, however, was that the monster presented to newcomers of the tower wasn’t the weakest monster but goblins—monsters capable of using tools.

Clang! Clang clang!

“Help! Help me!”

Surrounded by three goblins, a man holding a shield shouted at his party members.

As expected of a newbie with low strength and stamina stats, the shield trembled violently every time it was struck by the goblins’ wooden clubs.

And there were three clubs battering it. For a newbie, this was clearly overwhelming.

“Help me, please!”

When no response came, the man turned to look at his party members.

It was then he realized that he was, ironically, the most competent among them.

“Ugh, ughhh!”

One party member, with his eyes shut tight, swung his sword wildly.

Another was screaming as she ran, chased by goblins.

The last one, meanwhile, quietly hid and nervously swallowed dry gulps.

It was a complete disaster.

“Damn it!”

No one in the party was capable of helping the man with the shield.

He had no choice but to deal with the situation on his own.

Desperate to act before his stamina was drained completely, he tried to think of a solution.

Though he hesitated behind his shield, flinching whenever he saw an opening, fear ultimately prevented him from making any move. He bit his lip in frustration.

‘Now what are you going to do?’

Clang! Clang clang!

Suddenly, the noise stopped.

His lips began to tremble, and the corners of his mouth drooped lower and lower.

‘Surely, a grown man isn’t going to cry.’

As if on cue, his lips quivered further, and he finally began to sniffle.

“Let’s run! Retreat! Retreat now!”

Apparently, the man with the shield was the party leader.

As soon as he loudly gave the order to retreat, the first to move was the man who had been hiding, waiting for the perfect moment.

“He says to retreat! Let’s get out of here!”

The hidden man yelled at the others as he dashed out, shouting for them to help him.

The man sprinted toward the entrance without hesitation.

He had chosen survival over teamwork.

Surely, his party members must have heard him yelling as he ran. But the man didn’t stop, vanishing into the distance.

“What a disaster.”

Though the party was composed of newbies, this group was beyond hopeless.

It was so bad that Hyukmin began to question whether it was even worth waiting for Regression Mode’s cooldown to finish.

Why had he timed it so precisely?

Because he didn’t trust human greed.

‘This reminds me of that time.’

In his past life, he had once witnessed a hidden room open before his eyes.

It had been a moment more thrilling than winning the lottery, but the problem was that dozens of people were present when it happened.

Human greed knew no bounds.

The moment the hidden room appeared, dozens of people surged forward.

Even after Hyukmin had entered the hidden room, it didn’t matter to them.

Fists flew, swords slashed, and skills were unleashed. A bloody melee broke out, staining the area with carnage.

Even now, recalling that moment was horrifying.

‘Would these people be any different?’

Ding!

[Regression Mode is now ready for use.]

With the cooldown complete, there was no reason to delay any further.

Standing in the center of the forked path, Hyukmin raised his voice.

“Everyone! Get out!”

His shout was so loud that everyone fighting, including the goblins, turned to look at him.

Hyukmin shouted even louder.

“Get out! Can’t you see I’m drawing their aggro?”

Shwip!

The goblins chasing the women turned and ran toward Hyukmin.

Now free of their pursuers, one of the women hesitated, turning to look back at him.

Hyukmin gestured with his chin for her to leave, bending down to pick up a rock from the ground.

And then—

Whish! Crack!

The rock struck one of the goblins still hammering on the shield, hitting it squarely on the head.

Thunk! Shwip!

The goblin reeled from the impact, clutching its forehead as it snarled in fury.

Shwip!

The rock had served its purpose, drawing the goblins’ full attention.

Even the goblins attacking the man swinging his sword turned toward Hyukmin.

Now every goblin at the fork in the path was charging at him.

Turning to the man with the shield, Hyukmin said,

“Leave now. You won’t get another chance.”

And then, channeling the 12 mana he had gained, he muttered softly,

“Regression Mode.”

The cooldown began to tick once more.

As the duration timer appeared, Hyukmin spun on his heel in a perfect circle.

With the roar of a rising storm, the status window shifted.

From within the swirling dust emerged the monstrous form of Hyukmin from his past life.

= = =

A hand burst out from the swirling dust, grabbing hold of a goblin’s head that had hesitated in the wind.

Pop!

With just the strength of his grip, the goblin’s head exploded before it could even let out a scream.

Whoosh.

A gust of wind blew past.

Hyukmin from his previous life emerged from the dust, the force of the gale created by the swing of his leg.

Thunk!

With one kick, a goblin turned into blue chunks of flesh, scattering everywhere.

That marked the beginning. Hyukmin’s body moved at an incredible speed, extinguishing the lives of the goblins with just a flick of his hand or a single kick.

In the blink of an eye—barely enough time to blink three times—the goblins were gone.

Drip, drip.

The remains of the goblins were no longer identifiable as bodies but had turned into indistinct blue lumps of flesh.

“So, there’s still over two minutes left. Is it proportional to mana?”

Only about two seconds seemed to have passed, yet the remaining time showed 2 minutes and 10 seconds.

This led to the reasonable assumption that for every 1 point of mana, the duration of Regression Mode extended by 1 second.

In this situation, where every second counted, Hyukmin continued walking toward the location of the hidden room, checking both the status window and the skill duration.

Click.

Pressing a small button hidden between the rocks revealed the hidden room’s entrance.

“It really exists.”

Whoosh!

A brilliant light illuminated the narrow space between the rocks, revealing a vast white chamber.

He didn’t enter immediately but turned around to look behind him.

The shield-wielding man and his party were still standing where they had been.

Hyukmin locked eyes with the shield bearer.

‘Unbelievable.’

This was proof that human greed truly knew no bounds.

Gulp.

The man must have seen Hyukmin tear apart and crush the goblins moments ago.

He should have clearly understood the overwhelming power difference, realizing how hopelessly outclassed he was.

Yet, the man’s eyes were fixed on the glowing hidden room, filled with greed.

His trembling hands and restless, darting eyes betrayed the battle between reason, urging him to charge forward, and instinct, warning him that doing so would mean death.

Even with a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity before him, those eyes reflected the madness of greed in this situation.

A thought crossed Hyukmin’s mind.

What if he hadn’t used Regression Mode to open the hidden room?

‘Would those people have just stood there watching?’

Hyukmin shook his head.

‘No chance.’

For beasts like them, he needed to make things perfectly clear.

He picked up a rock from the ground.

Then, with all his strength, he hurled it toward the shield bearer.

Crash!

The force of the throw created a loud explosion as the rock barely missed the shield bearer’s head and slammed into the wall.

Dust and debris fell as the violent impact left everyone frozen in fear.

Satisfied with the terrified expression of the shield bearer, Hyukmin’s cold, threatening words pierced the air.

“Aren’t you leaving?”

= = =

If a first-place lottery ticket were lying on the ground and over ten people knew it was a winner, would everyone just leave it alone?

Of course, some might.

But one thing was certain:

Eight or nine out of ten would rush to grab it.

“They only listen when they’re threatened.”

They’d forgotten the fact that Hyukmin had helped them moments ago, consumed instead by their greed.

While clearing dungeons and towers, Hyukmin had lost count of the times he’d realized how inherently evil people could be.

This was why he insisted on entering the hidden room alone and waited for Regression Mode’s cooldown.

Leaving the fleeing newbies behind, Hyukmin stepped into the hidden room.

“Now I can relax.”

After all, who knows?

“What if Regression Mode deactivates when I step outside the hidden room?”

Even if they were just newbies, Hyukmin couldn’t leave any uncertainty, which justified his forceful attitude.

Anyway!

Finally able to relax, Hyukmin approached the chest placed in the center of the hidden room.

“At last, I’ve found it: the Immortal Warrior of the All-Master.”

In his previous life, there had been a man named Nicholas, an American ranked second in the world.

Known as the All-Master, Nicholas had roamed the globe, collecting hidden pieces and titles to master everything.

Though a monster among monsters, ranking among the world’s elite, he was also a maniac, obsessed with strength and willing to do anything for it.

No one knew how far Nicholas had climbed the tower, but the fact that he found a hidden piece on the 6th floor, despite being the second-ranked player globally, was proof of his abnormality.

“Even with this hidden class, he couldn’t surpass the first-ranked player, though.”

Hyukmin now stood before the hidden piece that had been the cornerstone of Nicholas’s power.

Crack!

Hyukmin crushed the lock with his bare hands.

Opening the chest, he found a small cutter knife and an old book inside.

[Immortal Demon Technique]

[Immortal Demon Blade]

This was the moment when Hyukmin claimed the hidden class that had propelled the All-Master Nicholas to second place in the world rankings.

= = =

As soon as Hyukmin stepped out of the hidden room, he left the 6th floor behind and walked straight out of the tower.

The moment he saw the bright outside world, he immediately turned around and re-entered the dark entrance of the tower.

[You have entered the tower.]

[The highest floor reached is ‘6th floor.’ Which floor would you like to proceed to?]

The outside world was a jungle filled with countless dangers.

Unfortunately, with Regression Mode deactivated, Hyukmin lacked the power to protect these items in that jungle.

This place, where he could be alone, was the only safe space to safeguard the items in his hands.

“Now, let’s calmly inspect them.”

A worn book and a small cutter knife.

Hyukmin examined the descriptions of the two items he had brought from the hidden room.

= = = = = = = = =

[SSS-Rank] Immortal Demon Technique.


	To die is to live, and to live is to die.

	Upon successfully registering the class, all damage absorption through life-steal increases by 30%.

	When using the skill, life-steal increases up to 50%, at the cost of blood being consumed every second.



[E-Rank] Immortal Demon Blade.


	Could you even kill anyone with this? A worthless cutter knife with meaningless effects.

	Cutting power: 3.

	All damage life-steal: 10%.

	Experience: 0 / 100.



= = = = = = = = =

Hyukmin couldn’t help but laugh.

Without hesitation, he placed the worn book into the status window.

[Would you like to learn ‘Immortal Demon Technique’?]

[Upon learning ‘Immortal Demon Technique,’ your class will change to ‘Immortal Warrior.’]

[Yes / No]

When Hyukmin pressed the ‘Yes’ button, the Immortal Demon Technique disappeared, and his status window updated.

The previously empty job section now proudly displayed the title ‘Immortal Warrior.’

In addition, the skill section, which had only contained Regression Mode, now included the SSS-Rank skill Immortal Demon Technique.

However, the real treasure wasn’t the class or the skill.

“The most important thing is this.”

Hyukmin smiled in satisfaction, looking at the small cutter knife in his hand.

To the untrained eye, it was merely an E-Rank weapon.

While its effects were decent for its rank, that was all there was to it.

With a cutting power of just 3, it was nothing more than trash among trash.

If others saw it, they would undoubtedly question why he was so pleased.

“That’s something only people ignorant about this weapon would say.”

In truth, this weapon had a unique quality.

At the very bottom of its description, there was an ‘Experience’ section—a feature that weapons shouldn’t possess.

This was the reason Hyukmin had been so determined to enter the hidden room.

“Who would believe it?”

That this tiny cutter knife was one of only ten such weapons in the entire world.

When Hyukmin tapped the ‘Experience’ section in the description, additional details appeared.

[Growth-Type Weapon]


	Upon filling the experience gauge, the weapon will evolve into the next stage.



This was the very reason Hyukmin had gone to such lengths to enter the hidden room.

What had the weapon carried by the All-Master been like in the past?

The Immortal Demon Blade that Nicholas had wielded wasn’t some tiny cutter knife like this.

It had been an enormous weapon, as massive as Nicholas’s own hulking frame, with a blood-red hue that radiated an intimidating aura, overwhelming all who saw it.

A weapon so legendary it deserved to be called an artifact of myth.

And now, that weapon was in Hyukmin’s hands.

“Perfect.”

How could he not be thrilled?

Click.

He pushed the cutter knife’s mechanism upward, extending the blade.

The flimsy edge of the blade protruded awkwardly, its inadequacy plain to see.

Even so, Hyukmin confidently faced the prompt displayed by the system while holding the Immortal Demon Blade.

[Which floor would you like to proceed to?]

“Alright, let’s wrap up the day.”

Hyukmin’s plan wasn’t over yet.

“6th floor.”

[You have selected the 6th floor.]

[Teleporting now.]

As the surrounding scenery changed, illuminated by the bright flames of the torches, Hyukmin’s smile deepened.

“Let’s use Regression Mode three times and see how far we can go~.”

 

—




Chapter 6

—

He used Regression Mode for 2 minutes to break through the floors and spent the remaining 2-hour cooldown hunting goblins on the 6th floor and kobolds on the 7th floor.

In total, it was 6 and a half hours of hunting and leveling up with 3 uses of Regression Mode.

As a result, he was able to clear the 10th floor late in the evening.

“Status Window.”

== Status Window ==

[Name]: Bang Hyukmin

[Level]: 24

[Job]: None

[Stats]:

Strength – 50

Agility – 61

Intelligence – 33

Stamina – 34

Mana – 21

=======

When he started in the morning, his level was only 4, but in just one day, he raised it by an astonishing 20 levels to reach 24.

He couldn’t help but feel satisfied with the result.

“Hunting really is the best way to level up.”

Honestly, without Regression Mode, such rapid growth would have been impossible.

While his memories from his past life were helpful, Regression Mode was crucial, and what contributed significantly to his swift leveling up were the Immortal Demon Technique and the Immortal Demon Blade.

“Yeah, without the hidden features, this kind of hunting wouldn’t even be possible.”

The passive effect of the hidden Immortal Warrior—life-steal on all damage—could be considered the MVP of the day.

No matter how hard he fought, he didn’t tire, and even when he took damage, the life-steal effect allowed him to recover by inflicting significant damage.

This effect enabled Hyukmin, who was only level 11 at the time, to fight recklessly against hordes of goblins and kobolds without worrying about his health.

Opening his inventory, he checked the growth of today’s MVP.

[D-Rank] Immortal Demon Blade


	A blunt, old dagger that cannot be sharpened due to its hardness. Its durability, which prevents it from breaking, also detracts from its sharpness.

	Life-steal on all damage: 15%

	Experience: 138 / 200



Along with leveling up, there was another satisfying growth.

The experience gained from hunting had transformed the Immortal Demon Blade from E-Rank to D-Rank.

“This is decent progress. Ugh.”

Although old, rusty, and blunt, making it unsuitable for cutting or stabbing, it was still 100 times better than a box cutter.

When he had to hunt with a box cutter, it was so frustrating that it drove him crazy.

The blade was thin, it bent easily, and it couldn’t withstand even a little force. It was the worst weapon imaginable.

Compared to that, the Immortal Demon Blade, even in its deteriorated state, was a far better option, resembling a weapon in form if nothing else.

He couldn’t help but feel pleased.

“Satisfied.”

How could one be full after just one meal?

The mere fact that he had obtained a hidden item and witnessed the potential of a growth-type weapon was enough to leave him highly satisfied.

He placed the Immortal Demon Blade back into his inventory.

As he opened the inventory again, the sight of the cluttered space full of magical stones became an eyesore.

The inventory was packed tightly with magical stones, making his head spin.

“So messy. I need a bag. I wonder how many magical stones I couldn’t carry because of this.”

Compared to when he had no inventory, this was already an unbelievable improvement, but he couldn’t help but feel regretful about the magical stones he had to leave behind.

The number of discarded magical stones alone amounted to about one-third of the inventory.

“I need to empty and organize this quickly. It’s too chaotic.”

After a moment of regret, Hyukmin decisively turned his back on the tower and headed to the Ronin Guild.

= = =

“Woah… wow…”

Perhaps it was because of how clearly he had established authority during their first meeting.

The Ronin Guild staff member, who was looking at the pile of magical stones, stared at Hyukmin with a surprised expression.

But the gaze was slightly off.

“I told you not to mind it.”

In a guild like Ronin, where even small quirks could lead to rumors, being cautious never hurt.

When he warned the staff member, who was staring closely at where his inventory was located, she quickly lowered her head.

“I’m sorry.”

“How much is it, in total?”

“Please wait a moment.”

Since he had already experienced being shortchanged before, he thought they wouldn’t dare to try it again so soon.

And his expectation was spot on.

The staff member, determined to provide a thorough and transparent calculation, brought out an electronic calculator and a current market price list, meticulously calculating everything one by one.

The result of six hours of hunting was impressive.

The sheer quantity of magical stones was overwhelming, and it took the staff member 30 minutes just to calculate their value.

Not long after, the staff member returned from the guild’s interior carrying what was clearly a money-filled bag and placed it on the table.

“The number of magical stones is substantial, but unfortunately, their grade is low, so this is the assessed price. Here you go.”

With a click, the bag opened, revealing a substantial amount of cash inside.

Hyukmin took out two 50,000-won bills emitting a golden glow and handed them to the staff member.

“Thank you for your effort.”

“Ah! Thank you!”

The staff member repeatedly bowed her head in gratitude.

However, Hyukmin’s hand continued to move, pulling out exactly half of the 10,000-won and 50,000-won bills from the bag and placing them on the table.

The staff member looked puzzled.

“What is this for…”

“I’m buying some information.”

“Our Ronin Guild sells information on tower strategies, dungeon locations, and the like. What kind of information are you looking for?”

Closing the bag with a click, Hyukmin spoke softly so no one else could hear.

“Find me a B-rank dungeon near Goseong, Gangwon-do, preferably one where an NPC sells something right at the entrance.”

“Ah, if that’s what you’re looking for, we can find it. There aren’t many dungeons with NPCs, so you’ll likely get an answer in a day or two. But more importantly…”

The staff member, who had been accepting the request, glanced awkwardly at the money on the table.

“This amount is too much for dungeon information…”

“One more thing.”

The next request seemed to be of a different nature.

With a sly and meaningful smile, Hyukmin made his next demand.

“Recently, a company called Jisoo Construction has been building a building in Sindang. Find out who the client is.”

“Um… we don’t handle that kind of information. If you want that, you should contact an information guild…”

“I know. I know it very well. Just ask your superiors. When they compare the amount with the value of the information, they’ll probably thank you for accepting it. It’s not even a particularly difficult request; the Ronin Guild’s internal information network alone should suffice.”

“Is that so? Understood. I’ll inquire about it.”

Hyukmin took out a piece of paper and pen, scribbled down his phone number, and handed it to the staff member.

“Take care.”

As he left the Ronin Guild, Hyukmin noticed the staff member making a phone call and let out a quiet snort.

“Kid, I know the Ronin Guild far better than you ever could. Tsk tsk.”

Clicking his tongue, he hailed a taxi and headed home.

Watching the scenery pass quickly outside the window, Hyukmin spoke to himself quietly.

“What did you do to my family in this era, Park Chung-ho?”

= = =

After leveling up and stopping by the Ronin Guild, it was late evening by the time Hyukmin finally sat down to have dinner.

His mother, thrilled that Hyukmin had gone outside to do something, hummed happily the entire time she prepared dinner.

She didn’t stop there; she sat across from Hyukmin while he ate dinner, asking him what he had done today, showering him with her full attention and joy.

It was overwhelming to the point where he barely knew how to eat his meal, but even this situation brought a sense of happiness to Hyukmin.

As they were talking and he was keeping her company, his mother suddenly grabbed his arm and tilted her head in curiosity.

“But, were your arms always this thick?”

“…?!”

For a moment, he was so startled that he almost dropped his spoon.

‘Ah!’

He had forgotten something obvious.

When stats increase, the body naturally transforms to sustain that strength.

That’s why, from his mother’s perspective, the Hyukmin who was Level 4 in the morning and the Hyukmin who was now Level 24 must have seemed completely different.

With over ten times the difference in stats, it would be stranger if there were no noticeable changes.

But it wasn’t just his arms or body frame that had changed.

“Not just your arms—was your jawline always this sharp?”

“Uh, uh, no way. Isn’t it just because I’ve been stuck in my room for so long?”

“It’s strange, though.”

The instincts of parents are truly terrifying.

Her suspicious gaze shifted to another unexpected area.

“You never used honorifics before. Why are you suddenly using them now?”

“Th-that’s… Ah! I decided to become a new person now that I’ve left my room. That’s why. And about my body, you didn’t notice because I’ve been in my room all the time. You wouldn’t believe how much I worked out before coming out.”

Was it because his intelligence had increased?

In that moment, memories of his life as a shut-in flashed through his mind, and he decided to tie everything back to that.

And the explanation worked perfectly.

“Really? Oh, my poor son, you must’ve worked so hard.”

His mother believed him entirely, as if she had no doubts.

Then, perhaps influenced by the emotions of the night, her cheerful expression gradually gave way to tears in her eyes.

“My son going outside, being active, and even eating dinner in the living room… I feel like I could die happy now. Is it okay for me to feel this happy?”

“Mom…”

“It’s true. I’m so happy.”

His heart ached once again.

He was simply living like a normal person.

She only thought he was living an ordinary life like his peers.

And just from that, she felt this immense happiness.

In that moment, Hyukmin began to resent the past version of himself, who had lived as a shut-in, severing himself from the world.

“Don’t worry. I’ll never go back to being like that. From now on, I’ll come out every day and eat dinner with you. Don’t be too happy just yet. Over time, you’ll be even happier.”

He deliberately spoke more brightly and cheerfully.

‘I’m so relieved. Truly relieved.’

The resentment he had toward his past self in his previous life was only momentary.

Now, it was different.

He had been given a new opportunity to correct his wrong choices.

Instead of resenting the past, it was time to move forward and make choices without regret.

In his previous life, he had left his family neglected and abandoned.

But now, he wouldn’t do that anymore.

Wrong choices, lost time, and the newly given opportunity.

From now on, he would make only the right choices.

“Were you always this young, Mom?”

As he wiped away his mother’s flowing tears with his own hands, he smiled brightly, happier than anyone else in the world.

He then tried to change the gloomy subject of the conversation.

Stuffing a big spoonful of food into his mouth, he grinned broadly on purpose.

“This is so delicious. Mom, you’ll cook for me forever, right?”

“Of course~ Naturally. I hope this isn’t a dream.”

“Oh, come on, of course it’s not a dream. I hope this isn’t a dream either.”

Although he had tried to change the topic, the conversation returned to a sorrowful tone.

To hide the emotion welling up in his voice, he took another big spoonful of food and shoved it into his mouth.

“Ha, haha. It’s choking me.”

Awkwardly, he smiled at his mother.

“It looks delicious.”

Taking a spoonful of the kimchi stew his mother had made, he smiled again for no particular reason.

Feeling like he might actually cry if this continued, he looked around.

Then he glanced toward his father, who was clearly absent, as if to distract himself.

“Mom, isn’t Dad home yet?”

“Your dad will be back soon…”

Ding-dong.

When his father’s face appeared on the intercom, his mother quickly wiped her tears and lightly tapped Hyukmin on the back.

“He’s so hopeless.”

“Hahahaha.”

When his mother opened the door, his father came in, smiling brightly.

Spreading his arms wide, he looked at Hyukmin sitting in the living room eating dinner and shouted.

“My son! You’re eating here!? Oh, how wonderful.”

Hyukmin looked at his father with a bright smile as well.

“Welcome home.”

But then, seeing the uniform his father was wearing, his expression slowly stiffened.

[Jisoo Construction]

It was the name of the construction company he had requested information about from the Ronin Guild.

The very reason he wanted to purchase that information.

“Ugh! Go wash up quickly. Who are you trying to hug with that dirty body?”

“Got it, haha. I’ll wash up quickly. Wait for me, son~”

“Yes, I’ll wait.”

He quickly fixed his expression, smiling brightly at his father.

“Geez, you only notice your son. You don’t even see me?”

“Of course not~ My dear, how have you been?”

“Oh, stop it~ Go wash up. I made kimchi stew.”

They were a harmonious family.

Just looking at them brought a smile to his face, yet a sense of purpose made his gaze shift elsewhere.

From his father’s shoulders, to his mother’s hand, and finally to the uniform hanging on the coat rack in the living room.

The harmonious image of his family he had longed for and the words “Jisoo Construction” written on the uniform.

These two elements clashed in Hyukmin’s mind, forming a single resolution.

‘Just wait. I’ll destroy you so you can’t mess with my family again.’

Clench.

‘Just like back then.’
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