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  Chapter 1: Prologue






The world had changed.

A D-rank Gate opened in Seongnam Pangyo, and from 4 a.m. to 8 a.m., the entire area…

The Gate opened, and Monsters appeared.

Around Seol Jihoon, the third S-rank Hunter of the Republic of Korea, Guilds fiercely competed to scout him…

Awakened Hunters appeared as if it were natural, and Heroes emerged.


	Today, the Hunter-turned Pogeol’s release of Protect My Boyfriend topped the charts…



Hunters were idols to some.


	“Is this really okay?! The smiling Hero, Lucky Boy, with a blood alcohol level of 0.2%, crashed into a residential area mid-flight, causing a family tragedy…”



To others, they were objects of resentment.

Many hoped to become Hunters. It was the fastest way to wealth and fame.

Just like how being a Streamer was once the number one dream for elementary school students.

And I, too, hoped to become a Hunter.

“Mr. Kim Changyeol, you graduated from S University and completed your service in the 707 Special Mission Unit, right? Your grades were excellent. Wow, you even interned at the Noble Guild? I heard your scores were enough to become a full-time employee. Why didn’t you join?”

“I thought the Fighting God Guild suited my personality and future investments better than the Noble Guild.”

“Alright, understood. And Ms. Go Hasol here is fluent in five languages and has even won amateur competitions, correct?”

The interviewer seemed pleased.

Nodding with satisfaction, he flipped through the resumes, then his expression soured.

“Lee Hyunbin.”

He called my name. His grim expression unsettled me for some reason.

“Yes!”

The interviewer’s face said, Is there really someone with a resume like this? He called my name just to confirm.

There really was.

That look told me it was over.

“Your highest education is high school dropout?”

…

“You’re almost thirty years old, have never held a job, have no experience in Instance Dungeons, and haven’t undergone any Hunter training. You’re completely… clean?”

I could see the other applicants struggling to hold back laughter.

“Special note: a former Hero who returned to the modern world from another dimension?”

A sudden burst of suppressed laughter spread through the room.

My face burned red. I wanted to speak confidently, but stammered unconsciously.

“Yes, I fell into another world during high school and couldn’t graduate.”

“Your main weapon is the Holy Sword Laevateinn?”

The interviewer raised his voice deliberately. Probably because that was the truth. I had been quietly answering until now.

I trembled with shame, but the other applicants looked like they were suffering through hell. Shoulders shaking, heads bowed, they fought to suppress their laughter.

“Ah, yes…”

“Show it.”

“Excuse me?”

“That sword. The Holy Sword.”

The interviewer asked again as if looking at a lunatic.

“In modern times, Laevateinn experiences communication errors…”

I explained, breaking out in a cold sweat, and someone burst out laughing.

The interviewer shot a cold glare at the laughing applicant, who hastily covered their mouth and sobered up.

Looking at my flushed face, the interviewer flatly said the interview was over.

“I hope you find your Holy Sword quickly.”

“Hello. This is the recruitment officer of the Fighting God Guild. Thank you sincerely for applying to the new Hunter recruitment interview.

Despite your excellent abilities and potential, unfortunately, due to limited recruitment numbers, we cannot proceed with your application at this time…”

“Damn it.”

Less than an hour after the interview, I received this lightning-fast rejection message and cursed.

Talking about being a Hero and a Holy Sword was a mistake.

I had written that in despair after countless quick rejections in interviews.

The taste in my mouth was bitter.

“This rotten world. Why the hell do you need TOEIC scores to be a Hunter?”

The job requirements said passion was the only prerequisite, but in reality, they judged on academic background, grades, TOEIC, and certificates.

I couldn’t understand why any of that mattered for hunting.

At thirty.

Some might still call that young, but it was late to start as a rookie in society.

Having spent my entire childhood in another world made adapting to the modern world extremely difficult.

I had no friends, no peers. It was impossible to have any acquaintances.

I felt drained. I had even bought a tailored suit with the little money I had, only to be rejected at lightning speed.

“Sigh.”

I sighed deeply as I climbed the steep hill back to my monthly-rent one-room apartment.

Creak.

Someone inside dropped a cup of ramen as I entered.

“Uh, uh?”

A woman with long black hair blinked. She picked up the fallen ramen and gave an awkward smile.

“I only ate one cup of ramen each.”

I let out a heavy sigh.

Did she mistake my sigh for interrogation? I heard her excuses again.

“I really only ate one. Honestly.”

But the hidden ramen behind her suggested she’d eaten at least three.

She glanced nervously, then, seemingly resigned, confidently placed her hands on her hips and said,

“Hey, do you think I ate it just because I wanted to? I have to eat well for my Magic Power to recover. You know? Only then can I return to the original world. Then you’ll be at ease, too.”

“Yeah, yeah. Eat as much as you want.”

I was too tired to argue with a grown woman over a single cup of ramen. I roughly loosened my tie and leaned against the wall.

“Really? Don’t regret it.”

Excitedly, she peeled the ramen wrapper and started boiling the water.

Once a Noble with a Territory in another world, now floundering in instant food in this one.

Having tasted every delicacy imaginable in that world, she’d now surrendered to the taste of chemical seasoning.

The reason a resident from another dimension lived with me was simple.

Because of her, I was able to return to the world I lived in.

But problems arose.


	Research teams and exploration squads continue investigating the mysterious island, but the cause remains unknown.

	The government has requested support from Japan and China, and active international cooperation is underway…




Slurp.

She was already eating the cooked ramen while intently watching the news.

Crunch.

She didn’t forget the pickled radish, either.

“Sir. The news is boring. Switch to a comedy channel.”


“…”

“News is no fun.”

“No, it might be boring, but that’s about your Territory. You should pay attention!”

I sighed once again.
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  Chapter 2: Age of the Hunter (1)






The world was putting all its effort into uncovering the true nature of the suddenly appeared Floating Island.


	It’s been ten years since the Gate appeared. During that time, we’ve witnessed things beyond imagination.

	Citizens are uneasy about the Floating Island that appeared out of nowhere.



The news anchor was interviewing a passerby.


	It’s scary, you know. You never know when monsters might show up from there.



Though she said she was scared, the woman had just been taking selfies with the Floating Island as her backdrop moments ago.


	Researchers warn that the Floating Island might be a strategic weapon from another dimension and have requested the government to declare the surrounding area a Red Line.

	So, what exactly is the Floating Island, and what is its purpose?



Its identity? It’s a Territory from another world.

Its purpose? There isn’t one.

The great lord of the Floating Island, Katrinne, is probably holed up in her room by now, completely absorbed in an online game.

‘Can’t just get rid of it either.’

Come to think of it, Katrinne’s arrival in the modern world was because of me.

As a Hero who had fought in the other world, I defeated the Demon King and brought peace.

It sounds simple when said aloud, but few people could really endure that process.

No, I think I’m practically the only one.

Anyway, Katrinne was the only one capable of sending me through dimensional travel.

She opened the Gate to send me to the modern world.

As a result, me, Katrinne, and the Territory all shifted to the present day.

‘Wow, this is driving me crazy. I can’t just say that the floating thing drifting there is actually my fault.’

Because of the Floating Island, nearby buildings are probably considering lawsuits for blocked sunlight and air rights.

Muttering to myself like that, I walked my usual route to work.

The massive billboard attached to the building displayed an advertisement boasting the multi-billion won annual salary of a successful Hunter.

‘Jealous.’

That was the strongest feeling I had upon returning to the modern world.

When the Gate opened, monsters invaded the once peaceful world.

Since there were no Awakened Hunters early on, we were ruthlessly overwhelmed.

The military mobilized to save citizens in peril, but it wasn’t enough.

During that time, the first-generation Awakened Hunters became heroes.

‘I hear popular Awakened Hunters are like walking one-man corporations.’

Watching the ad video, I writhed in envy.

Some make hundreds of millions in salary, are extremely popular, and are even celebrated as heroes. Their recognition rivals that of celebrities.

But what did I, who saved the other world, get?

‘An utterly useless otherworldly lord.’

More of a downside than a merit, really.

Since I had no other skills, I wanted to become a Hunter.

I envied their fame.

It’s not that I was jealous because Hunters are popular. It’s not that I was bitter about one ad alone making more money than I ever earned working like an ant my whole life.

I’m just a show-off.

Not the kind that seeks attention obnoxiously, but the type who cares about how others see him.

I was a legendary Hero with wealth and fame in the other world, but now I live in a shabby rented room.

Naturally, I sometimes long for the glory days.

If I’d known it would be like this, I might have just stayed in the other world.

“Hello.”

“Coach Lee! Coach Lee! Just in time!”

The moment I arrived at work, a burly man in a pink tank top greeted me. ‘Coach Lee’ referred to me here.

The bald, pink-loving gentleman before me was my employer.

“Coach Lee, no assigned trainees today, right?”

I worked as a trainer at a gym—not an ordinary gym, though.

“We just recruited a rookie from the Hwarang Guild this time, so Coach Lee, help with the training.”

“But there are other coaches.”

“It’s a direct assignment from the Hwarang Guild to you, Coach Lee.”

A trainer, as the title suggests, is someone who coaches athletes.

Even if someone has Awakened strength, a complete rookie who’s never fought before will quickly end up as a corpse if they enter a Dungeon or Gate.

Therefore, new Hunters receive training and dungeon experience at gyms.

Top Hunters have no interest in babysitting juniors who don’t earn much.

They make hundreds of millions clearing Dungeons once, so there’s no way they care about a few coins from the Guild.

Hence, specialized gyms for training Hunters have flourished.

“But I’m free this week.”

“It’s a Hwarang Guild assignment. Cut some slack. I’ll throw in special incentives.”

I was a Hero who devoted myself to peace in the other world. I had no interest in greed.

“I have to train too. I lost muscle from all the rest.”

“Coach Lee, you like ramen, right? How about a box of supply ramen every day? Deal?”

Money and ramen.

Of course, I don’t like money. Nor am I particularly fond of ramen. But Katrinne loves ramen.

“What about pickled radish?”

The Director grinned at my question.

“I’ll give you some.”

I had no greed, but thinking about the person waiting for me, I couldn’t refuse.

I had to accept.

It wasn’t for the ramen. It was because I thought about the person who was waiting for me that I couldn’t say no.

“Go to room 3. Oh, and Team Leader Jeon said to push them a bit harder.”

“Team Leader Jeon always says to push harder.”

“No, this new guy has a strong spirit.”

“Is there any Hunter who doesn’t?”

The Director smiled and patted my shoulder.

I entered the training room I was in charge of.

“Hello, I’m Lee Hyunbin…”

Smack!

The moment I stepped in, a dull thud echoed, and a man lay rolling on the floor.

“What are you doing? Hey, didn’t you say you were going to teach me?”

“Ugh!”

A blond delinquent on the training floor smugly lifted his chin.

The man lying on the ground tried to get up but staggered as if his legs gave out.


‘Fighting on the first day…’

Among newly Awakened Hunters, some are so eager to wield their power that they can’t hold back.

I could tell at a glance what kind of person I was dealing with.

“Hello, I’m Lee Hyunbin, and I’ll be training with you from today.”

Because of the tense atmosphere, I greeted them again.

Only then did the blond rookie Hunter and the fallen man look in my direction.

As someone in the service industry, I smiled at the corner of my mouth.

First impressions are important.

“You punk, you think it’ll end like this?”

“If you don’t like it, see me outside later.”

The beaten man growled, clearly pride wounded, then stormed out.

Thankfully, he still had the strength to walk alone.

“Young Hunters full of blood often show off their strength. It’s not really unusual, but it’s better to forbid fighting during training hours.”

“You’re going to teach me?”

The blond sized me up from head to toe.

‘Old man,’ huh.

I’m thirty years old, sure.

But I can proudly say I look young.

People often think I’m in my early twenties. Really.

Katrinne acknowledged this, too.

She said we don’t seem to have much age difference.

Though I think she only says that when I buy her something.

“What are you going to teach?”

The blond grinned provocatively.

What should I teach? Etiquette?

“Lee Hyunbin? Never heard of you as a Hunter.”

“I’m not a Hunter, just a regular trainer.”

“Regular?”

His gaze turned openly hostile.

I get it. What could a trainer who’s neither a Hunter nor an athlete teach?

I understand that. But what I don’t get is why he’s acting that way toward me.

“Being good at fighting doesn’t automatically make you a Hunter. You need to understand monster patterns in Dungeons, tactical formations, and basic survival skills, especially because some Gates alter dimensions. Imagine entering a mountain but suddenly finding yourself underwater—it’s absurd.”

Raids are all the same, right? Just fight well and that’s it. Weaklings always come up with excuses anyway.

From what I gathered, the blond wasn’t willing to listen.

He thought there was no need to hear from someone inferior.

“Since it’s your first day, let’s start with basic fitness assessment.”

“Forget that, how about sparring? There are new Hunters and applicants here. That might be better training.”

“Of course sparring trains you, but it’s better to focus on survival training for new Hunters.”

The blond looked disappointed, desperate to use his strength.

He didn’t like that his trainer was just an ordinary person, not a Hunter.

‘That’s typical for someone his age.’

I understood, because I was broad-minded.

‘That’s why I’ll split you in half soon enough.’

Ah, only because I care about this guy.

With that personality, he’ll definitely fight other Hunters in the Dungeon.

Heated battles often lead to knife fights over arguments.

“You probably haven’t even been graded yet as a rookie, so for training purposes, we need to measure your Hunter rank. Are you scared you’ll be ranked lower than others at the center?”

“What?”

The blond immediately frowned. I smiled brightly and waved my hand.

Don’t worry. We never assign ranks unless the new Hunter wants one.

Huh. Ridiculous. The old man doesn’t know me. Hurry up and do the test. I’ll make sure you get the top rank here!

Seeing his cheap provocation work, I knew he was hopeless.

Now that he’s hooked, it’s game on.

“All right, let’s start with push-ups.”

“How many?”

“Let’s keep it light with 200 first.”

“…What?”

“Oh, if it’s too hard…”

I made the most apologetic face I could, as if I were imposing on a weak person.

That blatant expression made the blond immediately stubborn.

He rolled up his sleeves and started push-ups.

“Huff, huff!”

Sweating profusely, the blond did push-ups.

Even if one is Awakened, their body doesn’t turn into steel.

Of course, some have special abilities, but most Hunters are just like ordinary people.

That’s why physical training is always necessary. Otherwise, they can’t fight monsters.

It’s said that most monsters from Gates are immune to firearms.

But that’s not entirely true.

Shooting a monster leaves it drenched in blood.

Monsters have Magic Essence Stones embedded in their bodies.

These stones have regenerative power and resistance to firearms, especially near Dungeon cores.

To suppress them effectively, bullets containing Magic Essence Stone shards are needed, naturally raising ammunition prices.

In online games, hunting also needs to be profitable.

If you hunt at a loss, not even covering potion costs, it’s a losing business.

No one is foolish enough to spend 200,000 won to earn 100,000 won.

‘His basic physical condition is pretty good.’

I finished the push-ups and looked at the panting blond.

He smirked at me as if to ask, ‘How was that?’

“Your arms are well trained.”

“Piece of cake. I used to work out before Awakening.”

“At least you won’t drop your weapon from weakness. Now, let’s move on to 200 sit-ups.”

“What?”

The blond blinked at my words.

I smiled and explained.

“If you suddenly get hit in the stomach by a monster and collapse, that would be bad. You need to train your abs.”

“That’s nonsense.”

“Do you want to be the teammate who runs to the bathroom complaining about stomach pain before an important Dungeon battle? Of course not. Survival training is important.”


“Where’s this survival? What’s with the ‘lowest rank’ written on the door?”

I put on the saddest face I could.

“Should I keep it a secret?”

“Fuck off!”




Warning:  Undefined variable $post in /home/u564560509/domains/karistudio.com/public_html/wp-content/themes/blogarise/inc/ansar/hooks/hook-index-main.php on line 110


 
  Chapter 3: Age of the Hunter (2)






Blondie settled herself on the sit-up machine again and began moving.

After about forty reps, it was clear her stomach was aching terribly as she kept twisting her body.

“You were doing push-ups earlier with that wave motion too. Forcing yourself through tests isn’t good. Even if you get ranked low, you can just keep it a secret, so don’t worry about it. Shouldn’t you just pick the difficulty that suits you? Right?”

“Ah, when I get tired, shut your mouth!”

I wasn’t exactly holding a grudge or thinking about revenge against Blondie. Really, I wasn’t.

When you first awaken your power, you tend to think you’re special. I thought so too when I first came to this world.

But such thinking is like a worm eating away at your life.

I only work hard for the sake of my clients’ safety, to help fulfill their dream of extending their lives.

The reason I became a trainer was simple.

Ordinary people can’t enter a Dungeon Gate. Entry is strictly controlled and regulated.

When you awaken, a Magic Essence Stone appears on the Hunter’s body, reacting to mana just like monsters.

In other words, once a core made of mana is formed, power awakens.

It’s an open secret that the more mana-rich a Gate is, the higher the chance for an ordinary person to awaken.

That’s because it stimulates them more easily.

If you’re lucky, you awaken and a core forms in your body; if unlucky, mutations occur.

Trainers sometimes enter dungeons with new Hunters.

Usually, we play the role of porters or sherpas—helping mine magic stones, preparing meals, or supporting so the Hunter can hunt comfortably.

Sometimes, Awakened Hunters with weak combat skills join as porters.

Of course, since they don’t fight directly, their pay is lower.

I go into the dungeon simply because I want to regain my power.

‘I’ve already challenged multiple times but haven’t awakened yet.’

Awakening sounds grand, but it means the senses that can link with the System.

After the Gate Incident, humanity learned about the System.

When you connect to the System, you generate stats and gain abilities.

‘I thought it would be easier since I’ve done it before.’

I was granted authority by the System in this other world and learned how to use my power.

So I was quietly hopeful, but no news at all.

Maybe if I joined a Guild and got support, something might be possible.

But at thirty years old with only a high school diploma, no one wants to hire me.

‘If I awaken, all those Guilds that rejected me will regret it.’

I recalled the people who mocked me until now.

Many scoffed, telling me to just summon a Holy Sword or called me delusional.

If I just awakened and formed a core in my body, I’m confident I could become the strongest immediately.

In the other world, I became a Hero and fought the Demon King’s Army within just a year.

Even the top-ranked Rankers here in Korea looked like mere greenhouse flowers to me.

‘The more chances I have, the better. The more exposure, the higher the affinity, and the higher the chance of core formation.’

“Phew, whew! Done!”

I was momentarily lost in thought when Blondie shouted, drenched in sweat.

Oh, how many did you do?

If I said to start over because I didn’t count, I felt like she might charge at me.

I decided to let it slide for now.

There are still many ways to push her.

“Good job. Wow, you really live up to being a promising Hunter of the Hwarang Guild, huh?”

Blondie didn’t seem offended by my praise; her lips twitched slightly. But the smile didn’t last long.

“Your body’s warmed up now, so we’ll move on to full-on strength training.”

“…What?”

“Now that you’ve rested, come over here. Ever tried bench presses?”

“Why build muscles? Didn’t you say this was survival training?”

I smiled like a salesman.

“What do you think is the most important thing in battle?”

“To be strong.”

“To be strong, you need—”

“You have to be born with talent like me, and back that talent with proper training, right?”

At Blondie’s words, I smiled brightly.

“No, no. The most important thing is muscle.”

“…?”

“To properly strike an enemy, elastic muscles are essential.”

“…Well…that’s true.”

“When really strong monsters appear, retreating is one way to survive. You don’t have to fight recklessly. For that, you need well-trained legs, right? Because you have to run a lot.”

“That’s…”

“Come on, get into position here! We’ll do three courses. Let’s start light.”

Hyunbin’s words caused Blondie’s pupils to flicker.

As expected, the training began, tearing at her muscles.

“One more time. Wow, nice! Good. Just one more! Hey, don’t lose strength. More, more, more!”

“Why is it always just one more!”

“Now, really, the last one.”

Being a trainer isn’t hard.

Even when I first became a Hero in the other world, I received all kinds of training.

Though hated by the trainee, this torment, no, training, increases survival chances later.

I know because I went through it.

Come to think of it, my relationship with the trainer who pushed me in that world was bad.

What does it matter? I’m trying to save people! If I’m hated a little but save a life, so be it!

With that sense of mission, I started pushing her.

Soon, Blondie finished the set course.

“Good job. You’ve worked hard!”

“pant pant!”

Blondie collapsed flat, gasping for breath.

Though full of complaints, she looked too exhausted to speak properly.

“Hunters put their lives on the line, don’t they? If your basic training is lacking, it shows in actual combat. New Hunters usually spend two weeks in the dungeon, four weeks if longer. So hang in there.”


“Fuck off… You can’t even become a Hunter yourself…”

Blondie spat angrily.

There are Hunters who haven’t awakened, of course.

But such Hunters are treated as mere accessories everywhere.

Talent means everything in this field. Not awakening means failure.

Being unawakened at thirty means impossibility.

“Truth is truth; can’t argue with that.”

“Do you get five thousand won an hour? New Hunters can easily make ten million won a month if they work hard.”

Blondie’s words weren’t empty boasting.

Making ten million won a month working a normal part-time or company job is almost impossible.

But Hunters are different.

Even selling low-grade Magic Essence Stones can fetch fifty to a hundred thousand won each.

That means killing just ten weak monsters nets about a million won daily.

They earn well and are popular.

Moreover, they’re seen as defenders of the nation’s interests.

Looking at elementary school kids’ dream jobs, Hunters have become the undisputed number one, surpassing streamers and celebrities.

“You won’t be kicking ten million or a hundred million a month if you die. First, train well and grow properly, right?”

At my words, Blondie scoffed.

“Well then, shall we move to the next course?”

“Fuck off.”

“Ah, Hunter, why do you keep telling me to ‘fuck off’?”

“Enough. Change my trainer.”

After pushing her a bit, she got really annoyed.

Our Blondie was asserting that she was the customer, the boss—though she wasn’t even the one paying.

“The head of the Hwarang Guild’s HR specifically appointed me. You can’t just change trainers as you please.”

Blondie frowned deeply.

She must know she’s not allowed to change me.

She’s just sulking because I’m pushing her around.

I sighed deeply and asked her.

“It’s only the first day. What kind of training do you want?”

“Combat.”

“Combat?”

“Skills that are actually useful.”

Blondie said arrogantly with a smirk.

“Oh, our Hunter wants that kind of thing from day one.”

I laughed with her.

“Then let’s start with light sparring. Oh, but not like before, meaning fighting seriously. Now that you’re a formal Hunter, you need to consider public perception.”

“Shut up. Who do I fight with?”

“With me, of course.”

“Hey, you’re the first one who’s said something I like.”

I watched Blondie smile pleasantly.

It’s strange. 

I’ve given my all in training, but all the trainees I’ve trained so far have always thought I was annoying.

It stings.

Since it stings, I’ll split it in half.

“Put on your headgear. Mouthpiece too. No injuries, right?”

“You’re the one who’s gonna get hurt.”

Once on the ring, Blondie looked fierce, loosening her arms and neck.

I smiled wryly watching her full of fighting spirit.

Maybe I’m better suited as a trainer than a Hunter.

There was a time when Katrinne’s Rania Territory prepared for war.

In war, many soldiers die.

So Katrinne asked the one called the strongest—to train her knights.

Knights are tactical weapons that can change the course of war.

For them, I helped train so many could survive as possible.

At first, knights considered it an honor to be trained by me, a Hero.

But at some point, they started avoiding me.

‘Oh right. The mock battles always made things worse.’

Thinking suddenly made me feel a little sad.

They’re people I can no longer meet, so it’s a shame.

I have no choice but to vent everything on Blondie before me.

“Well then, Hunter. Ready? I hope I’m not pushing you too hard on the first day.”

“But aren’t you wearing headgear?”

Blondie pointed out that I wasn’t wearing any.

“Oh, it’s fine. You’re not even going to hit me.”

I smiled innocently.

“Ha, this bastard.”

Blondie gritted her teeth, hurt pride burning in her eyes as she charged at me.

Her agility was incredible, unbelievable after such tough training.

‘Good punches.’

I lightly dodged Blondie’s fist.

She flinched when she saw her punch didn’t even graze me.

But she probably thought it was just a coincidence.

She threw a straight punch at my face again.

‘So honest. Who would get hit by that?’

I lightly twisted my jaw away.

Looking into Blondie’s eyes, she seemed a bit angry.

‘Doesn’t matter. She’s regeneration-type anyway.’

Blondie’s ability is Regeneration.

Whether stamina or wounds, she recovers rapidly.

What I’m about to do isn’t petty revenge. It’s training to survive in the dungeon.

Tough love. Yeah, that sounds good.

Whack!

A sound like air popping echoed.

Blondie didn’t even realize what just brushed past her nose. Her body froze instantly.

“You can’t just throw punches relying on brute strength. You need technique. When facing an opponent, feints are important. What you just saw was a jab, and now this.”

Smack!

“This is a hook. Now I’ll show you the straight punch you’ve been recklessly throwing… Oh, is that blood? Are you okay?”

Ah, I messed up.

“Hello, Hunter Kim Taeyang. Today’s training will be three sets with sparring.”

I smiled brightly as I greeted her.

It had already been a week since I started training Blondie.

Kim Taeyang is Blondie’s real name.

“Since you learned, shall we try kicks today? Oh, of course, the method is the same as now—hit, punch. It’s just faster to learn that way.”

I also learned this way during Hero lessons in the other world.

You get better by getting hit and hitting.

The body is honest.

My mentors in that world were passionate about education.

Training always left me half-dead.

Sometimes, I even suspected my trainers might be from the Demon King’s Army.

Once, while I was using the restroom, someone poured water on me. I asked if that wasn’t too much.

They said you have to avoid all irregular attacks.

Thanks to that, I carried an umbrella for a while.

Now that I think about it, maybe they just hated me.

“Normally, the jab is used for feints. High kicks are good, but they expose big openings. That’s risky. So let’s try low kicks.”


Smack!

“Ah, you think your leg’s broken?”

I laughed awkwardly at Blondie’s whining.

“Is a human leg a chopstick? I hit above the guard… Oh, wait. I’ll call a Healer right away. Don’t move. Don’t jump out the window! That’s the third floor!”
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  Chapter 4: Age of the Hunter (4)






Training inevitably comes with injuries.

When I learned swordsmanship in the other world, I suffered sword wounds, and when I learned joint locks, I even broke bones.

Blondie is a Regen-type Hunter. A slight crack in a bone like this heals in an instant.

“Theory class? Hunter Kim Taeyang, theory studies don’t really suit you. Ah, sorry. I’m not ignoring you. Oh, you said you like studying…?”

This guy suddenly acted a bit strange.

Blondie had been training with great enthusiasm these past few days. Especially during sparring, he bit his teeth and threw himself into it.

But today, he suddenly said he wanted to attend a theory class.

‘That’s odd. He’s not the type to like theory.’

Come to think of it, most Hunters recruited by guilds already have at least a bachelor’s or master’s degree.

‘He likes studying as well as physical work.’

Kids these days really are different.

I smiled while brushing my index finger under my nose. Even young guys have things to teach you.

“Then shall we do some audio-visual education today?”

For some reason, Blondie’s face lit up brightly. Just a moment ago, he had been trembling as if he were sick.

Two weeks had passed before I knew it.

“Thank you for your hard work, Hunter Kim Taeyang.”

“Yes, Coach…”

Blondie’s face was stiff.

The arrogant attitude he had at first was completely gone.

Other trainers at the center watched Blondie’s transformation and gave a bitter smile.

They said, “If you’re with me, even a raging wolf turns into a tame lamb.”

That’s not it. It’s just that my sincere training reached him.

“This means our short training together is over.”

“Short…? Yeah, it was short.”

The rookie felt like the main character of his life after Awakening and carried himself with a confident air.

But Blondie realized the harsh reality of society.

In that sense, I was nothing less than a life mentor to Blondie.

“Starting tomorrow, you’ll enter the Instance Dungeon, right?”

“Yes, I’ll do well following what I’ve learned.”

“Of course. I trust you’ll do well as a Hunter. The Instance Dungeon Assignment Place is near Annyang Amusement Park. You know the location, right? Come around 9 a.m.”

Blondie flinched when he heard that. Why?

“Um, Coach…”

“Yes?”

“This might be a really random question, but…”

“Yes?”

“What are you doing tomorrow…?”

I blinked at Blondie’s question.

Why ask that all of a sudden? It’s obvious.

The reason I train so passionately is twofold.

First, to enter the dungeon, you need training support. And second… money… no, I don’t feel greed.

I just want the people I teach to survive. Really. I wonder if Blondie knows what a good person I am.

“Tomorrow, Hunter Kim Taeyang goes as a Supporter.”

“…”

“I didn’t expect you’d be so happy you’d almost cry.”

My chest swelled with pride. Sincerity really does connect.

The day of challenge for Awakening—Blondie’s first training day—had dawned.

As I was about to leave for work, my roommate, the Isekai Noble Lord, spoke up.

“Hey, did you get your paycheck?”

“Huh?”

I had gotten paid, that’s true.

But how did he know? Could he be using one of the Eye of Truth’s abilities? No way.

Losing magic power while traveling dimensions wasn’t just me.

Unless you form a Contract with the System here, you can’t use magic.

That’s just the Law of this World.

“Don’t look down on me just because I’m from another world. When I was summoned, basic modern knowledge was input into me, you know? So I know everything and nothing.”

“Know everything? What do you know besides eating?”

He returned from the other world not long ago and naturally has no savings, so money is tight.

Complaining about eating is cheap, but he does eat way too much.

I mean, wouldn’t three packs of ramen a day be enough?

Oh, of course, he should open at least one pre-packaged rice bowl.

But he eats over ten ramens a day. Always mixed with rice.

And he’s eating more and more.

Like an alien race collecting star-marked balls, getting stronger by the minute.

“Unlock hidden folder. New research folder, crane folder inside, then quail and sparrow folders.”

“Huh?”

“Want me to say more? Ring Basement King, Shin-chan is dehydrating…”

“Shut up.”

I swear I didn’t download those kinds of videos willingly. I was just downloading some movies I hadn’t watched yet.

And by chance. Pure chance, they were inside a folder.

I have no greed, but a collector’s urge, so I ended up gathering them one by one. Really.

That’s all there is to it.

I quietly slipped the external hard drive that Katrinne doesn’t know about into a drawer.

Good thing she hasn’t seen it.

There’s nothing impressive on it—just animal documentaries. 

Really. 

No fur coats.

“They say if you get paid here, you buy thermal underwear and treat yourself to good food.”

“Better quiet down before I shoot your forehead with thermal underwear.”

I warned this shameless eater not to covet my wealth.


“Well, still, on days like this, you know you gotta shoot, right?”

“I’m getting ready for work.”

“Hey, think about it. When your house had no electricity, you came to my place to eat and sleep. Don’t you remember?”

Katrinne’s eyes grew serious.

Her half-modern knowledge made things very annoying.

“At least, you should buy some black bean sauce noodles, right? Hm?”

She held up one finger, then seemed to realize the number was too small and raised three fingers.

“…”

Katrinne hesitated and folded one finger back down.

“See? Isn’t that right?”

I sighed softly.

‘Cup ramen again.’

I quietly called a Chinese restaurant and ordered a large jjajangmyeon and a small sweet and sour pork.

Come to think of it, I had fed her mostly ramen all this time because of lack of money.

She deserved a day like this once in a while.

“You’re going to taste the heavenly flavor.”

Katrinne’s eyes sparkled nervously at my words.

I generously ordered jjajangmyeon for Katrinne and left.

Feeding high-class food like jjajangmyeon to someone as useless and gluttonous as her was basically gambling.

Still, I had a reason for splurging.

It had already been half a year since we returned from the other world.

I felt a bit guilty for not having given her a proper meal until now.

Come to think of it, thanks to Katrinne, I never had to worry about food in the other world.

‘This repays that debt.’

Of course, there won’t be a next time.

I almost couldn’t enter the dungeon.

Suddenly, Blondie got sick and collapsed.

Worried, I went to his house.

For me, it was the dungeon exploration I’d been waiting weeks for.

To awaken quickly, you have to contact the dungeon often.

The only way I, an ordinary trainer, can enter a dungeon is as a porter.

When I arrived, Blondie was groaning with a fever patch on his head.

“Are you feeling sick?”

“Yes, Coach, I’m sorry…”

“There’s nothing you can do. If you’re sick, you’re sick.”

I thought I saw the corner of Blondie’s mouth twitch faintly, but maybe I was mistaken.

“They say exercise makes the man.”

Click.

I locked the door.

“If you can’t go into the dungeon, then there’s nothing else to do. Maybe there’s no point in a Hunter weak enough to catch a cold. Let’s just train together for life. By the way, Hunter Kim Taeyang’s house is big and nice. Must be from a wealthy family? Blondie, being blondie, huh? Haha, why aren’t you laughing? I’m joking.”

Blondie is Regen-type. Even though he said he was sick, his cold vanished within minutes.

Regen-types are really something. Hopefully, it wasn’t a fake illness.

Annyang Amusement Park was crowded with people.

But a Gate had opened at the park’s entrance.

Because the Gate wasn’t closed initially, the area was invaded by energies from another world and transformed into a Dungeon.

Land flowing with magic became uninhabitable for people, and plants and animals no longer grew.

Only rare lifeforms unknown to modern humans remained.

The street food vendors who once lined the park’s entrance had disappeared.

Instead, there were weapon workshops, Magic Stone markets, and an economy built around Hunters.

“We buy scratched weapons and armor!”

“Today’s no ordinary day. To talk about our potions…”

The Boundary of Magic has merchants.

No one knows when monsters might appear outside the dungeon, or what effect the magic boundary will have on their bodies.

Still, many open shops to make a living.

“Hwarang Guild Instance Dungeon training—two confirmed. No senior Hunter accompanying?”

“If not, you can only go as far as Layer 1.”

The Guarder at the dungeon entrance checked Blondie’s Hunter license.

I also had an ID card issued by the gym.

Guarders are soldiers employed by the government.

They help rookie Hunters who request rescue or arrest Hunters committing crimes.

In other words, they’re armed police.

“Have a good hunt.”

With the Guarder’s greeting, we entered the dungeon.

“Coach, this feels kind of unsettling.”

Blondie muttered while looking at the blue veil hanging at the dungeon entrance.

The dungeon entrance is made of magic.

“Just think of it as entering water. Don’t worry, you can breathe inside. Though the oxygen concentration might be a bit different since magic is involved.”

I said that and stepped inside the dungeon entrance first.

As my body passed through the veil, ripples spread and shimmered.

Soon Blondie followed me.

With each breath, fresh air penetrated my lungs.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.

A sensation like the cells all over my body waking up spread through me.

“How is it, Hunter Kim Taeyang? Isn’t the air fresh?”

“Ah, yes… though it smells a bit fishy.”

Inside the dungeon, the air is purified quickly.

Still, the smell of blood means someone nearby has been butchering.

The source of the smell was not far.

Just then, someone was walking toward the entrance.

They looked like they had been showered in blood.

“Oh, Trainer Hyunbin, training too?”

“Hunter Kim Cheolsu, also practicing To broadly benefit the human world? How’s your income?”

“To broadly benefit the human world? Ah, hahaha. The sword’s still unfamiliar, so I keep splashing blood everywhere. I made a decent haul today, so I’m heading in. Trainer, want a drink later?”

“Not today. It’s the first day of training. Also, like I said before, Hunter Kim Cheolsu uses the sword well but his angles are off. That’s why blood splashes everywhere. It’s a lack of basic training. You need to cut in the same direction no matter when you swing. Come to the center. A little training will fix that fast.”

Hearing me smile, Kim Cheolsu’s pupils shook as if from an earthquake.

Blondie looked like he understood Kim Cheolsu’s feelings.

Why? What’s going on? Is there something I don’t know?

“No, you can’t just learn everything from one to ten. I’ll get skilled soon too. Ah, it’s already time! See you later! Oh, our vice guild master said to contact you with the business card I gave last time when you Awaken, okay? Yeah, then!”

Kim Cheolsu hurried off after that.

I felt a little disappointed and licked my lips.

When you take the training package, I get sales commission. It’s more profitable than just training.

Of course, I have no greed.

If I train someone, I can participate as a Supporter. That means more chances for Awakening.

If someone as strong as me from the other world Awakens, I’m not exaggerating when I say we can close nearly every dungeon.

That literally means peace for the people and safety for the country. 


I’m not Awakening for popularity, money, or women.

So let’s try Awakening just once. Today feels like a good day.

-System connected.

Huh?
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  Chapter 5: Awakening (1)






Suddenly, the surroundings darkened.

And from the sky, a spotlight shone down solely on me.

A pillar of light invisible to anyone else—only I could see it.

Just like that, all of a sudden?

-Program installation commencing.

It’s real. I really have awakened.

I could feel the warm light seeping into my body. To feel this sensation again…

It was as if vitality was flowing throughout my entire body.

As the light faded and my vision returned, the blond kid was staring blankly at me.

“Coach?”

“Yes.”

“Aren’t you leaving?”

“I have to. Yeah, I have to.”

A smile naturally spread across my lips as I spoke.

The blond tilted his head at my expression.

I didn’t care if he found it strange or not. Finally, I had awakened.

The status window indicating my connection to the System appeared before my eyes.

Watching the install bar gradually fill brought a wave of anticipation.

Once connected to the System, a person is granted the abilities that suit them best.

Like in those comics where the protagonist awakens the power to save someone in a critical moment.

But come to think of it, it felt a bit uneasy. There was no crisis or danger at all right now.

I had naturally awakened immediately upon entering the Dungeon.

I was curious what kind of power I would awaken, what abilities I would possess. Well, since it was an ability I would gain, it had to be something good.

Popularity would rise. Money would come in.

Scandals with beautiful celebrities, riding a luxury sports car, my face in the newspapers—I could picture it all.

Of course, I had no material greed, but if I lived too frugally, the economy wouldn’t circulate. If I earn a lot, I have to spend a lot. That’s just a fact.

“This coach—is he the one in charge of the new guy?”

“Hunter Kim Taeyang. He belongs to the Hwarang Guild.”

“Oh, he got into a good place, huh?”

The person greeting me now was a 42-year-old active Hunter.

Naturally, his athletic ability was inferior compared to the younger ones. But with his experience, he was a stable and reliable hunter.

“If he’s training this kid, then he must have potential, huh?”

“Oh no, he’s still a rookie. Look at his hair color—it’s exactly chick yellow.”

“Nowadays, young Hunters have all kinds of colors—red, green, and everything.”

After exchanging these trivial jokes, we parted ways.

Besides this 40-something Hunter, everyone else waiting in the room were familiar faces.

Hunters. People who move to hunt.

But the public often calls them miners.

Because they enter gloomy Dungeons daily, breathing the scent of blood, collecting stone fragments from monster bodies, they’re inevitably called miners.

Some even say they go there to mine.

Of course, Hunters hate being called miners.

“You seem to know a lot of people, Coach.”

“I’ve been coming in and out of here for about half a year now. Seeing them often makes them feel like coworkers, so it’s nice to greet them. But not all are pleasant.”

I said that as I spotted an annoying face from afar.

Hunters come and go every day. But as a Trainer, I’m not a Hunter, so I don’t have to show up daily.

Still, there’s this one guy I keep running into strangely often.

“Lee Hyunbin.”

A muscle-bound guy, with a body like a flipped cockroach, approached me.

“You here for training too?”

His name was Seonsu. Was he named so to become a strong athlete?

He looked like someone who’d do nothing but train except eat and sleep.

“Ah, this is the new guy at our center. He’s pretty good. Kim Inho, a promising talent from the Fighting God Guild.”

“Nice to meet you. I’m Kim Inho from the Fighting God Guild.”

Fighting God Guild.

The name made me uneasy. It was the place that once mocked me in the second interview, saying, “You’re a hero? Summon a sword then.”

“This is Hunter Kim Taeyang. A promising member of the Hwarang Guild.”

“Hello, today is my first training session.”

Muscle guy’s eyes twitched upon seeing the blond curly-haired Kim Taeyang.

I could guess what he was thinking. That thug-like kid gave off a rough vibe, so no wonder.

Thugs don’t even bother training.

At first, I worried the blond kid wouldn’t listen. But surprisingly, he trained very hard.

Maybe because he hated getting hit.

The rookie looked like the exact opposite of the blond. His persistence and effort were written all over his face.

“This is their first training session, both of them. You’ll see them often from now on. They’re practically comrades, so it’s good to get acquainted.”

“Yes, senior. Please take care of us.”

“Ah, yes.”

Kim Taeyang and Kim Inho shook hands.

They looked about the same age, and there was a hint of rivalry in the air. Like they were sizing each other up.

Now that I think about it, the blond kid even hit someone on his first day at the center. Hopefully, he’s not going to throw the first punch again?

“Still, since he’s a promising member of the Hwarang Guild, it’s probably better to train under a former Hunter.”

Ah, here we go again.

“No, it’s not like I’m looking down on him. Hyunbin’s good. But there are things only actual Hunters can understand.”

He glanced at me and smiled. At first glance, he seemed nice, but he was still sulking.

Muscle guy once asked me for a sparring match shortly after I became a Trainer.

He said it was a rite of passage for new Trainers.

We sparred, and I won decisively.

The next day, he said I caught him off guard and wanted a rematch—K.O. again.

I heard through the grapevine that the woman Hunter he was hitting on dumped him because of that.

“I told you I’m not sparring.”


“What? Why are you bringing up sparring now?”

At my words, the blond seemed to understand the meaning. He was the one who sparred with me most recently.

The blond gave muscle guy a look of camaraderie.

Muscle guy’s face reddened, as if recalling an unpleasant memory.

Only Kim Inho, the rookie Hunter, seemed clueless about what was being said.

“In our guild, Coach’s skills are well recognized. I think so too.”

Our blond kid deserved a break now. He’s come a long way. I saw it the moment I first met him. Yeah.

“A Trainer who hasn’t awakened is like driving a car without a license. They just don’t know better yet.”

“I awakened too.”

The install had just finished.

My status window was now fully visible and ready to activate anytime.


	Lee Hyunbin LV1

	Strength: 27

	Agility: 32

	Stamina: 27

	Mana: 03

	Luck: 27



These were my current stats.

Normally, a newly awakened Hunter’s initial stats hover around 10. Specialized stats for their job barely reach 20. At first glance, my stats were high.

But I was once called the strongest in another world.

Compared to that, these stats were somewhat disappointing, especially the low mana.

‘Since I’m officially connected to the System now, I can grow these stats as much as I want.’

There was just one thing bothering me.

The mosaic over my name.

Hero Lee Hyunbin? Warrior Lee Hyunbin? Knight Lee Hyunbin?

I couldn’t tell my class. Come to think of it, the abilities and skills that should be displayed at the bottom of the status window were all mosaicked out too.

I’d heard sometimes data with too wide a range comes out like this.

“Huh? Coach, you awakened? Really?”

“Yes. I did, right?”

“When? Oh, was it when you were standing there blankly drooling earlier?”

What? I was drooling? Spacing out? It was a bit embarrassing, but since I awakened, I’d forgive that.

At the news of my awakening, muscle guy’s face trembled.


	It looked pitifully fragile.



Like the rookie he brought around, muscle guy wore the expression of “So what if I awakened?” which was the usual reaction.

But I was different.

Though it’s only been half a year, many people pay attention to me.

Especially the former team leader of the Hwarang Guild.

This old man lost his hair but said he’d protect mine. He even gave me his business card telling me to contact him once I awakened.

“Is that so? Congratulations. So, what did you awaken?”

“Thanks. I’ll check it outside later.”

“Well then, you should go. Good luck.”

Muscle guy’s face soured visibly. The blond immediately brightened and asked,

“Coach, what kind of awakening is it?”

“I just said, I need to check.”

“Oh? Mine showed up right away.”

“Mine’s on a different level. It needs a lot more data.”

“Oh, I see.”

But this wasn’t nonsense.

Mass-produced class Hunters download their data quickly and can check immediately.

The fact that it can’t be checked means it’s rare news.

When I awakened as a hero in the other world, the program install took hours.

“Alright, let’s get going to the training. You know you need to collect Goblin Tokens to get your official Hunter license, right?”

“Coach, shouldn’t you register for training too? Then we can gather them together.”

Now that I thought about it, that made sense.

“Eh, but it’s your first training. I should watch over Hunter Kim Taeyang a bit.”

Though I said that, I was itching to analyze my new abilities. Still, as a Trainer, not yet a Hunter, I had to hold back.

I moved to the Goblin respawn area with the blond kid.

The Anyang Amusement Park Dungeon was composed of three layers.

The first layer summoned the weakest monsters, like Lesser Goblins.

The second layer also had goblin-level monsters, but they moved in parties. Occasionally, a stronger one would appear in the upper layer.

The third layer, the deepest part of the Dungeon, housed higher-tier monsters like Orcs.

Why were stronger monsters found deeper? Simple.

A Gate appears, and the Dungeon Core is planted here.

The area around this Dungeon Core becomes the Dungeon’s domain.

The place where the Gate was first formed is the deepest part. The last formed area is the first layer.

So the third layer isn’t necessarily underground. They’re not moles.

Monsters closest to the Dungeon Core receive abundant mana support, making them stronger.

The Hunter trainees gathered in the respawn zone. Some faces were new, others familiar—like the annoying muscle guy I had argued with earlier.

Muscle guy crossed his arms, watching to see how well the blond I trained would do.

Kim Inho, trained by muscle guy, was worthy of being called a promising talent.

He fought the goblins back and forth, subduing them without a single scratch.

He took about a minute to kill the goblins.

That was impressively fast for a rookie Hunter’s first real battle. Compared to other trainees in the novice hunting grounds, that is.

Some Hunters were struggling so much against goblins that their Trainers were nervous nearby.

Others were so scared they wouldn’t even approach the goblins. 

Some even cried, saying they couldn’t handle it.

Some have awakened as Hunters, but their personalities or aptitude weren’t suitable.

“Start, Hunter Kim Taeyang.”

“Yes, Coach.”

The blond strode toward the Lesser Goblin that had just respawned.

He stretched his hand into thin air. Slowly, his hand disappeared into the dark void.

It was the inventory function obtained upon connecting to the System as a Hunter.

Even without a bag, being able to pull out weapons from a personal storage only visible to oneself was convenient.

Typically, a combat Hunter’s inventory was just one slot, maybe five at most.

They could only carry a weapon or two at best.

The weapon I recommended to the blond was the Kukri.

This weapon specialized in slashing, a truly overpowered weapon.

The Lesser Goblin, seeing the blond approach, drew a worn dagger.

It was a monster’s instinct to prepare for battle even when summoned to an unfamiliar place.

Clack.

The blond took a running start and accelerated. 

The goblin swung its dagger threateningly at him.

Snap!

The goblin’s pupils widened in shock. Its head slipped from its neck’s severed surface, tumbling on the ground.

I already knew the blond had good physical abilities. He’d been training diligently.

Now, let’s see his potential as a Hunter.

“Wow, he slashed really well.”

The blond flicked the blood off the Kukri’s blade in midair.

Thanks to the System, his attacks received a damage boost.

But physiologically, some people just can’t fight. The blond had excellent Hunter aptitude.

I knew that from the moment he was beating people up.

“What? Did he just kill it in one hit?”

“Isn’t he a rookie?”

“Another one trained by Lee Hyunbin?”


I leisurely watched muscle guy while hearing the murmurs around me. I didn’t forget to smile.

-System reconnected.

-Inventory expanded to 50 slots.

The System sent a message after finishing the install.
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  Chapter 6: Awakening (2)






When we usually talk about dungeons, we think of dark, damp, old prisons.

But among these dungeons, there exists something called a Dimensional Dungeon.

What does that mean?

You enter what seems to be a cave, but after a few steps inside, you might suddenly find yourself in a jungle or on a deserted island.

In that case, you’ll immediately run into food shortages.

If you have basic survival knowledge, you might manage, but if not, you’ll die of starvation and thirst long before you can even defeat the dungeon boss.

In other words, the bigger your storage space, the better.

Normally, a Hunter’s system inventory has around five slots. They’re too busy just trying to carry their own weapons, let alone stocking up on food.

Supporters like pack carriers have inventories larger than the raid members’. Usually, they have between 10 and 20 slots.

Unawakened Supporters lug around backpacks stuffed to the brim, but skilled Supporters use their spacious inventories to pack items as tightly as possible.

The more stuff you can carry, the greater your advantage.

‘Inventory.’

Fifty hexa blocks spread wide before my eyes.

It’s truly magnificent.

Depending on the size and weight of the items I put in, sometimes it feels like a person could even fit inside.

-Inventory activated.

-You will be able to carry loads more skillfully.

-You can increase the freshness of specific hexablocks.

A strange message popped up. It definitely seemed like an additional explanation about my current ability, but it felt unsettling.

Now that the installation was almost complete, even the broken characters began to display properly one by one.

-Pack Carrier Lee Hyunbin LV1

Huh? Pack Carrier? Me?

Something’s definitely wrong. Why am I a pack carrier, of all people?

Once awakened, it can’t be changed. Unless I abandon this system and switch to another.

The initial joy of awakening suddenly turned cold.

What I wanted was to awaken as a Hunter with raid-oriented traits.

I’m screwed.

Completely screwed.

This isn’t good, not good at all.

“All right!”

Everyone else seems happy, but I’m the only one feeling bad.

I turned my irritated gaze away and saw our blond guy had just killed another goblin.

Looks like he’s already downed three goblins.

Muscle guy’s expression isn’t good. The rookie from Fighting God Guild, trained by him, also looks grim.

Before the blond started hunting, Kim Inho was the center of attention.

The balance of his attack and defense was excellent, making the fights very stable.

But the blond played around with the goblins.

He doesn’t have the obsession or reluctance about killing living things for the first time. In fact, he’s enjoying it.

No matter how much the system softens emotions, the sight of splattered blood can trigger trauma.

No, this isn’t the time for that. I’m totally screwed. This is a disaster.

Looking at my status window as a pack carrier with good stats, all I feel is despair.

-Not yet unlocked.

Then a strange message appeared. Not yet unlocked?

At the top of the status window, I saw another hidden tab.

I tried clicking it to see what it was, but it wouldn’t open.

-Not yet unlocked.

The same message repeated.

Did this menu exist before? I’d never heard of it.

“Coach! At this rate, can’t I be called a Goblin Slayer?”

The blond said proudly after killing one more.

“No, to be called that, you’d need to have memories of losing your family to goblins. Enough to dance with your blade whenever you hear goblin sounds while eating. Oh, and I think I told you the sword isn’t an axe, right? You don’t just smash down. You have to move like you’re cutting cleanly.”

“Yes, understood.”

Still, he understands quickly when I explain. We’ve repeated these simple but effective movements countless times.

He overpowers opponents without any fancy techniques, relying solely on basic sword strikes.

In truth, the blond’s a bit cocky, but his basic physicality is excellent, and his desire to get stronger is abundant.

He said he learned various martial arts even before becoming a Hunter. To me, it all seemed like childish play.

“You’ve met the quota? Congratulations.”

Before I knew it, the blond had succeeded in hunting five goblins.

An incredible achievement in less than an hour of entering the dungeon.

“Let’s call it a day and head out.”

“It’s not even been an hour yet.”

The blond sounded a little disappointed.

After warming up and receiving admiring looks from those around, he probably wanted to stay longer.

I can’t blame him.

Getting envious glances from others feels better than you think.

Like feeling alive. Like your efforts are being recognized by someone.

Anyway, the blond must be feeling that way now.

I probably would have watched him hunt a bit longer too.

But the status window visible in my sight kept irritating me.

-Pack Carrier Lee Hyunbin LV1

I didn’t want to accept it.

Me, a pack carrier? Really?

At least there was some relief in the fact that there was still an ability yet to be revealed.

To properly receive that emotion, I needed to visit the Dungeon Control Center briefly.

How could an awakening I obtained be wasted so emptily?

The reason I hadn’t given up hope was because of phenomena like Dual Awakening.

Recently, the S-rank Hunter Seol Jihoon’s awakening was as a Knight.

But by also awakening as a Healer, he achieved Korea’s first Dual Awakening.

Actually, it was widely believed that imbuing two magics into one core weakens the ability.


The dual awakened Hunters abroad never ranked above B-class.

But Seol Jihoon was different.

He quickly became ranked third in Korea and became the top tank.

I heard the world rankings would be released soon; he’s probably high up there.

I looked around. He should be nearby.

Ah, there he is.

There was one more trainer who came to our center today.

I briefly explained the situation to my colleague.

The blond was done testing, just needed to gain some hunting experience, and I also revealed I had awakened.

“It’s Kim Taeyang. You trained him, so what are you worried about? I saw earlier he was really good.”

“Basic skills.”

“You finally awakened too. Congratulations. Don’t you have to notify the center director? He’ll be happy.”

“It’s not fully confirmed yet. I want to check it properly.”

“Right. After awakening, you get itchy and restless wanting to check. I know that feeling well. Go quickly. I’ll keep an eye on Kim Taeyang.”

Kim Taeyang definitely wouldn’t struggle against Lesser Goblins. It wouldn’t take long.

“Taeyang Hunter, if you don’t know something, ask your senior. Don’t do anything weird.”

“Yes, Coach. I won’t do that anymore. If I did, you’d make me run laps. Haha.”

“If someone heard that, they’d think I’m a cruel trainer. Alright, I’ll be back in 30 minutes.”

“Okay, take your time. I’ll be taking it easy.”

Since I paid to get in here, might as well make the most of it.

Even though this is a beginner’s zone, Lesser Goblins still drop Magic Stones.

Of course, their price is only a fraction of the regular goblins’.

But Magic Stones are Magic Stones, and you can sell them for money. About 50,000 won each.

So our Kim Taeyang Hunter already earned about 250,000 won. Ten days of work and that’s 2.5 million won.

Not every hunt guarantees a Magic Stone. Some have it, some don’t.

Right.

I left the dungeon at a brisk pace and headed for the Control Center.

Then, an unfamiliar voice caught my attention.

“You’re really lucky.”

What’s that supposed to mean?

I quickened my pace when someone spoke to me.

Looking over, I saw a man with neatly pomaded hair, dressed in a tidy suit and tie.

He adjusted his horn-rimmed glasses and smiled calmly.

“Go buy a lottery ticket today. Ah, but maybe it’s meaningless since you’ve already used up your luck.”

His appearance and attire looked like a businessman, but why was he saying that?

Is he mentally unstable?

“Oh, I see.”

I just replied lightly and continued on my way.

Glancing back, I saw the man in the suit heading towards the dungeon entrance.

His outfit didn’t look like a hunter’s. Maybe a salesman?

Entering the Dungeon Control Center, I strode toward the receptionist.

“I’ve awakened.”

The staff looked surprised when I said I awakened so soon after entering the dungeon.

Not that seeing one or two awakenings was unusual.

Still, they reacted that way because it was me.

I had come to the dungeon for six months almost daily as a trainer, wanting to awaken.

“Congratulations. Supporter Awakening confirmed.”

“Oh, yes.”

I didn’t want to believe it, but it was true. A Supporter awakening. In other words, a pack carrier.

Those who carry the raid’s load.

Even though trainers help Hunters get stronger, I never wanted to awaken as one.

“When you awaken, your body usually strengthens, like in a game character. But since you’re a trainer, your physical balance is ideal.”

I think I saw a notification about being able to carry loads more skillfully. That doesn’t mean my body was enhanced to carry more weight, right?

No, I never neglected physical training even after returning to the modern era.

Just awakening doesn’t make your body stronger automatically.

You have to constantly train to improve your skill.

“You said you’re a trainer? You just awakened today?”

“Yes, more or less.”

“Which guild do you plan to join?”

“Guild?”

Whether pack carrier or not, awakening meets the minimum requirement to join a guild.

Some get in by interviews, others get scouted right after awakening.

But pack carriers don’t get scouted. They’re easy to find anywhere.

“Since you’re a Supporter, the more income the main raid has, the higher your earnings will be. If you haven’t thought about a guild yet, how about our Fighting God Guild?”

Suddenly, the Control Center staff asked subtly. He looked experienced.

Fighting God Guild. The place that kicked me out during an interview, giving me a humiliating dismissal. Yet I keep hearing about them.

No way I’m joining Fighting God Guild. That interview left me traumatized.

“You know Seol Jihoon, right? The one who recently got S-rank status for the third time?”

The Knight with the nickname ‘Holy Knight’ who also awakened as a Healer.

I came to the Control Center partly because of him.

“He liked Fighting God Guild’s care and future-oriented projects. He signed a contract just yesterday.”

I didn’t know, but the Control Center staff apparently also doubles as a recruiter.

Doing checks while simultaneously doing sales—wouldn’t that be illegal?

More than that, why would they try to recruit a simple pack carrier like me?

I’m not fond of Fighting God Guild, but they are the second-ranked guild in Korea.

I heard they’re aggressively marketing to shake off the perennial runner-up tag.

They’re even joking that their global sprawling management is all-in on the Hunter business.

“Did you notice anything unusual during the check?”

“Unusual?”

Right now, I see two types of status windows. One green, showing the info I know.

The other blue, showing unreadable data.

When I click it, it just says it’s not unlocked yet.

So, I might have hope for Dual Awakening. 

No, it’s definitely Dual Awakening.

There’s no way I’d be stuck as a lousy pack carrier.

“Doing awakening tests and recruiting at the same time, I think Lee Hyunbin is exactly the talent our guild needs.”

If Fighting God Guild keeps trying to recruit me, something’s suspicious. Is there something in that unreadable status window?

Fighting God Guild isn’t sloppy.

They never take losses. If they want me, there must be a reason.

Right.

“You’re the only Supporter with over 50 inventory slots upon initial awakening.”

“No way?”

“Korea’s top Supporter, Sungoo Lee of the Myth Guild, has 45 inventory slots.”

Honestly, I don’t know much about Supporters.


It’s only been six months since my return. I can’t know everything.

But I know Myth Guild.

The undisputed number one guild in Korea. And the Noble Guild and Fighting God Guild are fighting to catch up.

“I’ll give you a 2.5 billion won signing bonus. How about it?”
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“An upfront payment of 2.5 billion won?”

“Yes. It’s highly unusual for a support team, not even a raid team, to be offered such a large contract.”

No matter how little interest I had in support roles, I knew the ballpark figure for contracts.

Among supporters, it’s rare for anyone to receive a contract exceeding 100 million won.

But 2.5 billion?

That’s lottery-winning money. Let me think about my current assets.

Basic monthly salary for a center trainer: 2.5 million won.

There might be special risk allowances during training, but compared to Hunters, it’s pitifully low.

“The reason we’re offering such a large amount upfront is that we absolutely don’t want to miss out on you. You know how hard the Fighting God Guild is struggling to break out of perpetual second place, right?”

I know all too well. They’ve been pouring money into it so much that I honestly don’t know where it’s coming from.

Thanks to that, the gap with the Doryul Family Guild is widening.

Here’s the problem.

What’s the benefit of having high-ranking Hunters?

Naturally, Hunters explore Dungeons and split the profits they earn.

Guilds auction off the profits Hunters create, then distribute the remaining revenue as per contracts.

Then why not just go solo?

There are Dungeon Mining Rights.

The immediate danger and unpredictability come from the Gates.

Once a Dungeon Core is implanted in a Gate, the Dungeon tries to expand its territory.

But once it’s blocked, it won’t attempt further growth.

It focuses solely on developing within the area it has already consumed.

Once stabilized, each Guild attempts mining operations.

The government allows free hunting in Dungeons for a fee.

But hunting efficiency is generally low.

That’s because regular Monsters rarely drop Magic Stones.

At least Rare-grade Monsters are needed; they harbor magical energy and sometimes possess special items.

If you’re really lucky, you can even get CDs or USBs containing skills. Those sell for exorbitant prices.

So, which Guild gets the mining rights?

Obviously, for national interest and tax collection, the Guild that bids the most is favored, but to prevent excessive competition, a cap is set.

Instead, the Guild chosen must be capable of safely closing the Dungeon.

Thus, the more A-rank or higher Hunters a Guild possesses, the better its chances at bidding.

Because of this distorted structure, weaker Guilds usually subcontract to major Guilds unless they stumble upon unlisted Dungeons by chance.

Enough unnecessary explanation.

In other words, my existence is essential to elevating the Guild’s prestige.

But 2.5 billion won upfront? Is that because I’m a supporter?

No, even I said it myself: Korea’s top supporter has only a 45-slot inventory.

There’s an inventory system even in another world. So I roughly understand how it works.

Back when I was a hero, I probably had only 10 slots.

A difference of five slots is significant.

Small weapons take up one slot. Large weapons consume two or three.

Just six two-liter bottles of water already fill one slot.

Sometimes in the Dungeon, you have no food or water and have to fight monsters while starving.

Unlike in games, you can’t just use a teleport scroll to return.

Without that, when water runs out, you have to resort to squeezing moss or drinking urine—disgusting but true.

“By the way, do you know how my stats came out?”

At my words, the Fighting God Guild representative smiled faintly.

“Your stats are high.”

I thought only noble classes like healers received contracts over 2.5 billion at the intermediate level.

“Hunters or Awakened Hunters who have stat evaluations over 100 right from the start are rare.”

The reason they offered that money is because you’re the best Porter in Korea with an unparalleled inventory, and your basic abilities are outstanding.

‘I thought it was because my hidden Status Window wasn’t visible.’

Judging by their reaction, my concealed Status Window is still not detected.

No way to confirm it here, no matter how curious I am.

“So, what do you say?”

“Is 2.5 billion your minimum offer?”

Most people would jump at 2.5 billion won and sign immediately.

2.5 billion. It’s a huge amount. Especially for someone like me living in a rented room.

“This is the maximum amount I can decide on for now.”

“Then it’s better to expand the scale.”

I said that as I stood up.

For a moment, the Fighting God Guild representative’s face froze in embarrassment but quickly recovered.

“Expand the scale?”

“I think my value is even higher than that.”

I said and left the room.

It’s not that I dislike the Fighting God Guild and am rejecting them outright.

If conditions were the same, I’d probably join another Guild instead of Fighting God.

It’s definitely not because I’m timid.

Maybe it’s because the person in charge lacked basic courtesy in the interview.

For a candidate, the first impression of a company is the interviewer, after all.

And that was exactly the feeling I got.

First, there’s Dual Awakening.

Right now, I’m almost certain it will happen.

Then I need to know under what conditions it will be unlocked, but there’s not a single hint.

“The condition for Awakening is when you crave what you need, and the System responds.”

Or it grants you the abilities you currently require.

In other words, as you keep exploring Dungeons, another chance at Awakening will come.

“The blond guy still hasn’t come back. Should I go back in?”

He surely didn’t cause trouble, right?

Our blond guy has changed. He wouldn’t do that.


I gave him so much love and attention for that.

At that moment, I heard the center staff’s panicked shouts.

Something was clearly happening, and it was hectic.

“Somebody’s dead! There’s been a murder!”

“Dead? Who?”

Dead? Murder?

No way. Our blond guy has changed.

I’d already filled my quota.

Kim Taeyang was resting for a moment.

Looking around the respawn points, he saw people struggling to hunt.

But Taeyang hadn’t even broken a sweat while killing Lesser Goblins.

Pathetic.

‘I think I can try fighting stronger monsters.’

The Anyang Amusement Park Dungeon has three floors.

The first floor is famous for being full of weak monsters, used mainly for training rookie Hunters.

According to stories from Guild seniors, someone at my level could probably solo up to the second floor.

My trainer, Lee Hyunbin, had told me I was a promising prospect for the Hwarang Guild.

‘Coach’s not here anyway. Maybe I’ll go down a floor.’

The thought crossed Taeyang’s mind but was quickly discarded.

If I got caught, I know exactly what he’d say.

-Ah, our Hunter is bored? That’s because your body’s lazy. Time for training.

-What are you looking at, Hunter Kim Taeyang? That’s just my afterimage.

-Too slow, Hunter Kim Taeyang. You’re slow even at falling down.

Recalling past training made Taeyang shudder and shake his head.

At first, I laughed it off.

Normally, trainers are former Hunters.

Think about it: what could someone who’s never driven teach you about driving?

Or someone who hasn’t been to the military teaching about special forces? They’d be dismissed.

But Lee Hyunbin was different.

Though he hadn’t awakened as a Hunter, he knew a lot about Hunter abilities.

Status Windows, how to use and apply them — it was like he had extensive experience with the System’s UI.

No matter how much manual you read, it’s hard to picture it so clearly in your head.

Not only that, he was sharp about fighting Monsters.

He knew each Monster’s traits and attack patterns, combat styles, and survival skills needed urgently inside Dungeons.

Most importantly, his PvP skills were impressive.

When Awakened, all abilities improve compared to before Awakening.

It’s like your body is enhanced.

But Lee Hyunbin, who hasn’t Awakened, was insanely strong.

No attack went through without retaliation.

After two weeks of special training under Lee Hyunbin, Kim Taeyang acknowledged their relationship.

He wasn’t someone he could challenge.

Acknowledging that brought peace to his mind.

‘Maybe I’ll try a little more.’

Taeyang went back to the respawn point he had left earlier.

But someone else had already claimed it.

“I-I can do this!”

“Do it with guts! Huh?”

A skinny boy was trembling as he faced a Lesser Goblin.

Seeing that, Taeyang didn’t look back and searched for another path.

He found an empty spot, but unfortunately, a Fighting God Guild member was there.

Kang Seonsu and Kim Inho glanced sideways at him.

Taeyang lightly nodded in return and entered the hunting ground.

Only one Monster ever spawns per respawn point, limited to the first floor.

The Lesser Goblin that had already spawned eyed Taeyang warily and raised its crude weapon.

Seeing those shabby weapons didn’t make Taeyang nervous at all.

He walked lightly toward the Goblin, his weapons still in the inventory.

“Kyaek!”

Did the Lesser Goblin think I was mocking it because I didn’t draw my weapon?

It screeched and charged.

The little guy might have been really brave.

Taeyang lightly stepped aside, dodging the attack by a hair.

He evaded the attack with minimal movement, then subdued the opponent with the least effort.

He delivered a low kick to the Lesser Goblin.

Since the Goblin was so short, it felt more like a middle kick, and Taeyang felt a bit sorry.

The kicked Goblin dropped its weapon and flailed on the ground pathetically.

Taeyang didn’t finish it off but waited for the Goblin to get up.

His mind ran through simulations.

The combat style he mimicked was Lee Hyunbin’s fighting method.

To Taeyang, Lee Hyunbin was the perfect textbook.

The Goblin crouched pitifully, almost begging for mercy.

Its grotesque face and wheezing annoyed Taeyang.

But he waited.

As Lee Hyunbin taught him, Goblins are the epitome of treachery.

To defeat larger foes with their small bodies, they’d do anything—even like the rock they were secretly holding.

Suddenly.

“Kihhek!”

Swish!

A rock flew straight for Taeyang’s head.

He easily dodged.

The Goblin snatched up the dropped sword and charged as if the rock was not a deliberate attack.

Taeyang read the Goblin’s movements perfectly.

Anyone would see he wasn’t a first-time Dungeon entrant.

His mental state was steady as if he were inside a game.

Taeyang struck the Goblin’s wrist with the palm.

It let out a short scream.

As he prepared a straight punch, a cracking sound came suddenly.

Taeyang quickly moved backward to dodge.

Splash!

The Goblin’s crushed brain matter splattered toward Taeyang’s face.

Blood dripped from his chin.

Seeing that, Taeyang frowned deeply.

“Ah, sorry. I was trying to help.”

Kim Inho of the Fighting God Guild, a rookie Hunter, raised his hand apologetically.

The hand axe he had thrown shattered the Goblin’s head precisely.

Stealing someone else’s kill was one thing, but throwing weapons dangerously near people was reckless.

“Why are you laughing?”

Taeyang’s anger surged seeing Kim Inho laugh.

The Fighting God Guild trainer guarding Kim Inho had quietly slipped away.

“Ah, I naturally have a smiling face. Sorry.”

“A smiling face?”

He kept laughing.

Taeyang cracked his neck and approached Kim Inho.

If he had dodged a moment later, he’d have been hit by the axe.

When someone threatens your life, you don’t hold back—it’s foolish.

Even the coach would probably tell you to beat someone like that half to death.

“What’s this?”

“A fight?”

As the two rookie Hunters seemed on the verge of conflict, eyes gathered around.

Meanwhile, Kang Seonsu, who had slyly slipped away, smirked.

Kim Inho’s flashy first day lost the spotlight to the one trained by Lee Hyunbin.

Taeyang’s offensive power was definitely better.

But Kim Inho’s balance between offense and defense was overwhelming.

Besides, Kim Inho had plenty of useful skills.

Rookie Hunters often collapse from a single skill they haven’t figured out.

‘Since they’re同期 (same cohort), maybe it’s better to catch each other early than stick together.’

Kang Seonsu chuckled.

Fights might break out in the Dungeon, and serious injuries could occur.

If someone died, it would be a big problem.

Kang Seonsu deliberately avoided the scene, curious to see Lee Hyunbin’s expression if his protégé got wrecked.

About a minute after he slipped away,

a piercing scream echoed from the entrance.

It wasn’t Kim Taeyang’s scream.

‘What’s going on?’

Something was coming.

Kang Seonsu activated his inventory system and drew his weapon.

Goosebumps spread across his body.

Something unbelievable was unfolding.

Suddenly,


the screams stopped.

Footsteps approached down the alley.

“Hello.”

A well-groomed man in a pomaded hairstyle and a suit, carrying a bloodied briefcase, walked forward with a smile.




Warning:  Undefined variable $post in /home/u564560509/domains/karistudio.com/public_html/wp-content/themes/blogarise/inc/ansar/hooks/hook-index-main.php on line 110


 
  Chapter 8: The Strongest Porter (1)






The man adjusting his black horn-rimmed glasses had an incredibly gentle appearance.

Drip. Drip.

But the blood dripping from his briefcase gave off a completely different impression.

“What’s going on, sir?”

Kang Seonsu spoke up.

He was a strange guy. Didn’t look like a Hunter at all. Who comes into a dungeon wearing a suit?

Even if he was a sales representative for some Guild, he’d at least be wearing a protective vest on the outside. That was the minimum safety rule for dungeons.

‘No way.’

Kang Seonsu recalled the recent notice that had gone out to all the Guilds.

Some people working as Hunters undergo Awakening after entering a dungeon, and some awaken due to the influence of the Gate itself.

When people first awaken, many panic, unsure of what to do.

Most of them register as Awakened. Their previous qualifications are replaced by a new evaluation of their awakened abilities.

But among them, there are unregistered Awakened.

The reason was simple.

When registering as an Awakened, they conduct an identity check. If the person is a criminal, no matter how powerful they are, they are subject to the law’s judgment.

They know very well what disaster could occur if a lawless person wields power stronger than a firearm.

Naturally, criminals do not register with the Gate Management Bureau.

Unregistered Awakened thus become criminals, and the government holds a Special Awakener Reporting Period.

During this period, those who committed crimes are given leniency or pardons, then recruited as state assets.

Of course, there was opposition, but not all criminals registered as Awakened.

Recently, a notorious unregistered Awakened had begun to surface.

A criminal with a neat suit and an intellectual air — a villain known simply as the Office Worker.

“You’ve noticed, haven’t you?”

The man smiled gently, stretching his lips into a calm grin.

“From now on, I will kill you.”

Kang Seonsu pulled out his baton from his inventory — an electric baton charged with magic to deliver a stunning shock.

As a Melee Hunter, Kang Seonsu gripped his weapon, ready for the man walking towards him.

But suddenly, his hands would not move.

‘What the—’

He tried to move his body again, but failed. His entire body was now bound by something black.

“Huh? Ugh! Ughhhh!”

Kang Seonsu screamed, struggling against the bindings. Shadow Vines had crawled up from the shadows beneath his feet, twisting around him like chains.

The Office Worker had strolled over leisurely, while Kang Seonsu instinctively trembled, like a fly caught in a spider’s web.

“All Hunters are evil.”

The Office Worker said that as he passed by Kang Seonsu, as if there was no need to lift a finger.

Soon, dreadful screams followed.

The screams were so loud that even Hunters who were hunting or resting nearby noticed the disturbance.

“What was that scream just now?”

“Wha-? Huuh! Th-there’s a p-person!”

Just moments ago, the man was mercilessly slaughtering goblins that resembled dwarves, yet the death of a fellow human caused such an uproar.

Even though dozens, no—hundreds of lives were mercilessly trampled.

The Office Worker smiled faintly. No one here could threaten him.

No matter how many, there was no fear. Just like before, and just like it would be in the future.

“Hunters, let me show you how your prey feels.”

Indeed.

“Healer, healer, where are you?”

“Call the authorities now! Senior Healer, no, first, call an ambulance!”

The dungeon entrance had become a complete battlefield.

Earlier, it was a place I passed through without incident, but now I saw the Guarders protecting the entrance.

They used to tease me about when I would awaken, but when I finally did, they celebrated with me.

I had been coming and going here for half a year, training for Awakening. Naturally, I’d grown close to these people.

It would be a lie if my heart wasn’t affected seeing people crying as their limbs were hacked off like toy building blocks.

“Everyone’s dead… just me left…! Ugh, gag!”

“Don’t say that! Stop the bleeding quickly!”

“It’s already too late…”

The Guarders manning the checkpoint had been wiped out. Just now, a person barely clinging to life succumbed.

“We have confirmation that an S-rank Hunter from the agency will arrive within 30 minutes!”

“Damn it! Flying through the sky takes that long? There’s a murderer rampaging inside right now!”

The villain currently in the dungeon was the Office Worker.

An Awakened who never registered, committing crimes at will.

His ability was shadow manipulation. The darkest, most efficient power in a place like a dungeon.

A Hunter who hates Hunters and hunts them down.

I don’t even know what happened to Kim Taeyang’s life.

Though short, I had grown attached to him.

The reason I pushed him so hard was to prevent him from dying meaninglessly in the dungeon.

Because the dungeon was a place where overconfidence in weak power could cost you your life in an instant.

“We can’t just sit here until the top Hunter arrives! Call for backup immediately!”

The Fighting God Guild representative, who had tried to recruit me earlier, was on the phone nonstop somewhere.

As if reporting. He glanced at me once or twice, surely not just my imagination.

I stood at a crossroads.

The murderer was inside, fully skilled with his powers.

I had awakened too, but only just, and couldn’t fully utilize my abilities. In other words, I had no idea if I could win against him.

The blonde-haired one I’d only known for two weeks. The people I’d never properly greeted but knew by face — superiors at our training center.

“The Anyang Amusement Park Dungeon will be sealed off soon.”

What?

A strange message popped up. The dungeon would be sealed?

It appeared in my System window.

The people around me were ordinary civilians and probably couldn’t see the System message.

I stared at the dungeon entrance. Now connected to the System, I had a small amount of magic power.


Meaning I could see the magic energy.

Something ominous was stirring at the entrance.

-Then, Master?

One day, the blonde had suddenly said that to me.

I kindly asked what nonsense he was talking about, but he laughed and said it felt like a master-disciple relationship straight out of a martial arts movie.

So I fired back, asking if I really looked that old.

Why did that memory suddenly come to mind?

“Hey! What are you doing?”

“You can’t go in there! Stop him!”

Before I knew it, I had entered the dungeon.

And within three seconds of entering — I swear on my life, just three seconds — I heard something collapse.

Kwahhh! Thud-thud!

The dungeon entrance exploded and was sealed off with a black curtain. My escape route was blocked.

“He’s a rookie Hunter under my care. If I get separated and something happens, it’ll be a headache.”

I muttered to myself, scratching the back of my head.

-Condition Unlocked.

-Synchronization Rate 1%.

What now?

Suddenly, a blue Status Window glowed on my right. Inside, it was filled with badly corrupted text, distorted and unreadable.

What the hell was the condition?

At least I knew that another Status Window had activated.

And presumably, when the synchronization rate hits 100%, I would gain something.

Even a three-year-old would get that. The problem was what the condition was.

Entering the dungeon? Or going into a dangerous place?

‘Screw it, I’ll just beat the hell out of the murderer first.’

I muttered as I stepped further inside.

Blood was splattered everywhere. What I saw could easily be censored for being too graphic.

A madman. Completely insane.

This was the Republic of Korea, not some fantasy world.

No matter the Hunters’ world, committing such inhuman crimes was beyond belief.

I recalled the suited man I met earlier. No wonder he felt ominous. His outfit didn’t belong in the dungeon at all.

-You’re really lucky. You should buy a lotto ticket today.

I hadn’t understood that phrase at the time, but now I did.

If I hadn’t left the dungeon, I’d be dead by his hands. I was lucky to have escaped.

Hah.

What if I had met that guy in the other world?

Honestly, I wouldn’t have even been able to look him in the eye.

That kind of person told me as if doing me a favor, that since he was in a good mood, he’d spare me.

That really pissed me off.

This wasn’t the Awakening I wanted, but at least I had some power and magic.

Even if I was level one, I wasn’t about to lose to some deranged murderer.

The deeper I went inside, the more victims I saw. The only consolation was…

“Ugh, please… save me…”

“My kids… now that I’ve awakened as a Hunter… I’ll make them happy…”

There were two Hunters and a Trainer. One seemed dead from excessive bleeding, but the other three were alive.

Trash. Like a child bored of Lego, tearing people’s limbs apart. Just looking at it made my teeth grit.

“I’m sorry.”

The survivors gasped for breath, their eyes full of despair.

They were struggling to stay conscious, but it must have been devastating to realize the person who came wasn’t able to heal them.

Unfortunately, I didn’t have any Recovery Potions. Those were too expensive.

Recovery Potions contained Magic Essence Stones — extremely pure ones.

How expensive? One hundred million won.

Not a joke. One hundred million won.

A potion capable of saving someone on the brink of death, yet priced that high. Did you think it would be cheap?

I examined the wounds of the critically injured, letting out a low groan and muttering a quick apology.

Cut clean.

The amputations were so clean it felt like they could be glued back together.

-Store in Inventory?

-Yes / No

What?

I withdrew my hand from the injured. The message disappeared. When I touched again, the prompt reappeared, asking if I wanted to store the person in my inventory.

Did it mean the clothes they were wearing? To be safe, I touched bare skin instead of over their clothing.

The message kept appearing.

“Store.”

I muttered the command.

The System converted my voice into text and generated the necessary pattern algorithm.

Ah, so this meant using a skill.

The person I was touching vanished, entering my inventory.

This was possible?

I’d done all sorts of things with Systems in other worlds, but never seen a person stored in the inventory before.


	Tank Lee Chang-uk LV3

	Strength: 09

	Agility: 06

	Stamina: 13

	Magic Power: 05

	Luck: 05

	HP: 0/25

	MP: 1/1

	Current Status: Bleeding



The stats of the person in my inventory appeared.

I tested it on others as well. Whether or not the person I touched disappeared, the others couldn’t see it.

They were dying anyway.

I stored the three people in my inventory and kept watch.


	HP: 0/25



They had lost a lot of blood.

Their HP was at zero.

Three minutes passed. Just in case, I opened my inventory and spoke to them. Of course, they didn’t respond.

If they could hear me, I wanted them to know I wasn’t kidnapping but saving them. No funny business later.


	Temporary Skill Slot Created.

	Tank Lee Chang-uk’s ‘Provocation LV2’

	Melee Kim Ji-hoon’s ‘Dash LV1’

	Melee Shin Woo-jun’s ‘Double Slash LV3’



The three names matched those inside my inventory.

Apparently, synchronization with those stored allowed me to use their abilities.

That was better than having no skills at all.

I was nearing the Respawn Point when suddenly the dungeon began to shake.

I crouched and leaned against the wall.


An earthquake? No, it felt artificial.

It shook for about 30 seconds before stopping.

Then the dungeon’s atmosphere changed.

It turned thick, sticky, and unpleasant.
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  Chapter 9: The Strongest Porter (2)






The new Hunter of the Fighting God Guild, Kim Inho, shuddered as he saw Kang Seonsu collapsed, drenched in blood.

The man in the suit standing calmly gave a sly smile.

“Don’t worry. You’ll be joining him soon enough.”

The provocative words from the office worker changed the looks in the other Hunters’ eyes.

“That bastard is a wanted criminal villain!”

“Insane. There are dozens of Hunters here, and he’s blatantly committing murder!”

A dozen or so Hunters drew their weapons. Among them, a Trainer who had once almost reached mid-rank sneered and took the lead.

“We’ll stop him because he deserves it.”

The office worker smirked at the large man standing at the front. The man swung his massive greatsword in a wide arc.

Whoosh!

A sharp tearing sound rang out as the greatsword flew straight toward the office worker’s neck, as if to cleave it in two.

Thud!

But with a dull sound, the greatsword stopped moving.

“What, what the—!”

“What do you mean, what.”

The office worker lightly brushed his hands. Shadow Thorns sprouted from the man’s shoes, pinning them to the floor.

The office worker swung his briefcase at the man’s face.

Crack!

With a gruesome sound of shattered vertebrae, the man’s head rolled on the floor like a bowling ball.

Seeing this, a timid Hunter screamed and recoiled in horror.

“You’re done for.”

The office worker raised both hands into the air. At the same moment, thorns burst out from the shadows surrounding the Hunters.

In an instant, the thorns shot out, binding their legs.

“Well then.”

The office worker began spinning the briefcase as he walked to sever the immobilized Hunters’ necks.

The first target trembled and shook his head, signaling for the man to stay back.

Ssssh!

A sudden ripping sound made the office worker step back reflexively. A kukri sliced the air where he had been standing just seconds ago.

A blond man had quietly approached, frowning as if disappointed at the wasted effort.

The office worker glanced at the man’s feet.

Barefoot. Seeing this, the office worker wiped his neck with the back of his hand.

The familiar sting of an old wound. Sticky moisture clinging to his skin.

“There’s nothing more satisfying than crushing a promising sapling before it grows.”

“No.”

But the blond Hunter wasn’t alone.

“It’s you who’s about to be crushed, trash.”

All the Hunters nearby swarmed in. Among them were even some high-rank Hunters.

“Just to ask, are you really thinking you can handle all of us at once?”

The office worker’s eyes curved into a crescent smile.

The arrogant words made the high-rank Hunter sneer.

“Consider yourself unlucky today.”

With a roar of rage, the Hunters charged all at once.

The overall atmosphere of the Dungeon was a deep gray.

Dungeons are created by Dungeon Cores, which emit highly concentrated magical energy.

Magic, in turn, carries color. A faint yellow aura now stretched across the gray expanse.

When a Dungeon fails to expand once, it locks in the area it had expanded and begins to develop.

Development, however, means little more than producing more monsters.

The fact that the Dungeon had shifted from gray back to yellow meant that the Dungeon Core had reactivated.

And the Dungeon Core moving meant the Dungeon would begin to expand again.

A once-dead Dungeon was stirring anew.

I arrived at the Respawn Point. On the way, I saw people turned into chunks of meat. They had been mercilessly sliced.

From that, I confirmed one thing.

‘They weren’t killed intentionally.’

The murderer had not killed anyone deliberately. Most of the unfortunate dead had died from excessive bleeding.

Those still clinging to life bit their teeth, clutching at severed hands and feet.

As I walked, I caught the pitiful expressions of those looking at me—faces waiting for salvation.

Unfortunately, I’m neither a Healer nor a wealthy Potion Seller. I couldn’t save the dying, but I could at least rescue them.

“I heard if you pick up someone’s wallet, 5% of the money inside is yours. You can’t just walk away after saving everyone, can you?”

“Ugh.”

I took that as agreement and stored everyone I could into my Inventory.

Even I found it amazing—over a dozen people vanished in an instant, as if evaporated.

Their names appeared in my Inventory like a list.

Just in case, I picked up a severed arm and stored it as well. Whoever it belonged to would surely recognize it.


	Palm of Kwon Juho.



Good grief.

Seeing a name appear in my Inventory was convenient but also incredibly creepy.

My 50-slot Inventory suddenly had only 20 slots left. Ten people were inside.

I didn’t know what kind of reward I’d get for saving them.

But they were Hunters who earned well. Surely, they wouldn’t let me walk away empty-handed. They wouldn’t repay kindness with enmity.

The real question was—why hadn’t our murderer killed them outright, even when he knew they wouldn’t die?

Sharks are lured by fish blood deliberately spilled to attract them. They can smell prey from afar.

Most Hunters in the Anyang Amusement Park Dungeon were low-rank or beginners. Only a few mid-rank Hunters hunted in the third layer.

So the murderer was scattering copious amounts of blood in a place where the prey was easy to hunt, drawing something out.

And whatever had been lured had turned the Dungeon’s color from gray to sticky yellow.

In this world, that’s called a ‘Sacrifice.’

I didn’t know what kind of guy the murderer was. Honestly, I didn’t want to know.

I hated Hunters. I didn’t want to understand the mindset of some black-hearted kid thinking, “I’ll wipe out every Hunter in this world.”

Since he was a villain criminal, there was probably a bounty on his head.

Catching him would mean a hefty reward. At least hundreds of millions.

And capturing a notorious villain would increase my notoriety.


Popularity—yes, that was the goal.

Popularity raises your value, leading to commercials, marrying a beautiful actress, building a picturesque house, and living well.

But before all that.

“Hello.”

“Coach…!”

A dark veil choked the blond’s neck. Around him lay people, all severely injured and collapsed.

The office worker, who was strangling the blond, blinked in surprise.

“Others just sliced and finished quickly, but why are you strangling that one?”

“He resisted so much on his own that I got annoyed without realizing it.”

That was our blond. To have lasted against the murderer since the day he first entered the Dungeon.

His face was flushed, as if he was about to cry.

The timing was perfect—or rather, the timing was mine.

I had just rescued those people.

From the office worker’s perspective, his carefully prepared Sacrifices had suddenly disappeared. He must have known I was coming.

“Let’s put down the person and talk. At this rate, our Hunter will die.”

“Didn’t I say you were lucky earlier?”

The office worker smiled softly. If it weren’t for the current situation, he really would look friendly.

“I take that back.”

“Coach…!”

The blond glared at me with fiery eyes.

A black shadow suddenly flew toward me.

High-rank Hunter Lee Junsu couldn’t understand what was happening.

Even if newcomers were involved, ten people attacked at once.

But the result was disastrous.

They couldn’t land a single scratch on the office worker.

Sharp Shadow Thorns erupted from his shadow, piercing everything around.

Lee Junsu was a B+ rank Ranker.

Even an A-rank Hunter couldn’t be toyed with like this.

‘He must be above A-rank.’

An A-rank or higher murderer.

It was nothing short of a disaster.

Most of the comrades around groaned in pain, badly injured.

The high-rank Hunter gritted his teeth. Though he could have killed, he hadn’t.

The office worker was now strangling the neck of the blond new Hunter.

‘Damn it.’

The juniors, just starting out, risking their lives, were about to be slaughtered.

A nightmare came to mind.

The awakening of criminals.

A murderer gaining immense power, triggering horrific events.

Gates appeared, and villains emerged, causing multiple brutal murders. One of these incidents caused high-rank Hunters to lose many comrades since their training days.

‘If they’re going to die anyway.’

He couldn’t stand to watch young guys die like this, unlike the old Hunters who’d been through everything.

The high-rank Hunter forced himself to stand. Exhaling roughly, he spat out blood. He grabbed his weapon again.

Then someone appeared.

‘Is this backup?’

A flicker of hope. But the hope soon turned to despair.

It was a Trainer who hadn’t even awakened.

‘Lee Hyunbin.’

A well-known figure in the Anyang Amusement Park Dungeon.

At thirty years old, still striving for Awakening without giving up.

“Run…”

The high-rank Hunter shouted urgently. Hoping to reduce casualties, but couldn’t finish the words due to the bleeding.

The man looked toward Lee Junsu and raised his hand, as if to reassure him.

Junsu couldn’t understand the man’s calmness.

Was it because he wasn’t a Hunter that he couldn’t sense the opponent’s immense power?

Junsu signaled to the other Hunters who were still able to move.

Just as they gritted their teeth and stood up with weapons in hand—

“Ugh!”

Shadow tendrils the office worker had scattered constricted the bodies of Junsu and the other Hunters.

So strong, yet so vigilant—it was maddening from the Hunters’ perspective.

“I take that back.”

With a sneer, the office worker began showering the man with Shadow Thorns.

The attacks came so fast that the man stood dazed, unable to dodge.

Ssssh.

The sharp tearing sound. The Shadow Thorns failed to pierce the target.

Junsu rubbed his eyes in disbelief.

The office worker tilted his head.

He had clearly hit him, but it didn’t register.

The office worker smirked and fired Shadow Thorns again.

The piercing sound echoed through the cavern’s shadows.

But suddenly, the shadows evaporated.

Thud!

The man smashed a lantern inside the Dungeon.

Thud!

He walked straight toward the office worker, smashing the lanterns one by one.

The office worker frowned slightly.

With the lights gone, the shadows were swallowed by darkness.

The office worker released Kim Taeyang. Grasping his neck, Kim gasped for air.

“No light means no shadows. It’s a simple weakness that no one seemed to notice.”

“That’s something you learn in elementary school. The more educated you are, the faster you forget what you learned as a kid. That’s how you become an adult.”

“The problem is, I knew that little trick too.”

The office worker said, reaching into the void. From the black Inventory space, he pulled something out.

A glowing light source. He scattered it all around.

“I mentioned the shadow principle earlier, right?”

The office worker sneered.

The shadows clinging to his feet spread out like a net toward the man.

“D- Danger…!”

Everyone collapsed here knew how dangerous this technique was.

Shadow Thorns without even a tearing sound.

But the man had already vanished.

The office worker flinched.

Snap!

Suddenly, the man was right in front of the office worker. He delivered a body blow.

‘What?’

The high-rank Hunter saw the office worker stagger.

“Ugh!”

The office worker groaned and took a step back. The man struck another body blow.

The office worker’s body crumpled badly.

The villain, who hadn’t even flinched when a dozen Hunters attacked him all at once, an S-rank-level monster, was now being battered by a single person.

The office worker hastily traced a pattern in the air. In an instant, he disappeared.

“Behind, behind!”

The vanished spot was right behind the coach. Kim Taeyang shouted frantically, but the office worker’s Shadow Blades poured out from all directions like a dense barrage.

It looked like a bullet hell game, with projectiles covering the entire screen.

Kim Taeyang watched helplessly as Coach Lee Hyunbin was slaughtered.

The black thorns mercilessly swallowed Lee Hyunbin whole.

Someone he had unknowingly come to trust over the past two weeks was killed while trying to help—and there was nothing he could do.

“Pfft.”

The office worker laughed without realizing it.

With that man’s death, all hope vanished. Seeing the despair of the Hunters was simply delightful to him.

Honestly, I was a bit stunned.

He was an opponent skilled at exploiting the weaknesses of shadows and proficient in one-on-one combat.

If the opponent had been armed, I might have been the one defeated.

“Now then.”

The office worker prepared to finish off the gathered Hunters.

At that moment, a chilling sensation crept over from behind.

“Why are you laughing? If something good happens, laugh with me.”

…!”

The office worker turned around and extended his arm to create distance.

Following his will, shadows shot toward his opponent. But the opponent dodged them easily.

‘How?’

Contrary to the office worker’s shock, the man grabbed his wrist and pulled him forward.

An absurdly strong grip.

The man—no, Hyunbin—punched the office worker in the jaw.

A blow that seemed to snap his consciousness. The office worker counterattacked but hit only empty air.

“That was just an afterimage.”

Another punch landed on his side, like a hammer strike.

“I didn’t know what you’d like, so I put everything in. Tell me what you like best.”

Thud!

Hyunbin’s straight punch struck the office worker’s face.

This attack was different from before. He borrowed the skill of someone stored in his Inventory.

Strike.

A skill that literally doubles striking power.

Boom!

The office worker collapsed to the ground, gasping for breath. Everyone witnessed it.

It was unbelievable.


High-rank Hunter Lee Junsu recalled something someone had said before.


	That guy once caught a monster barehanded because a rookie he was in charge of lost it.

	A normal person without Awakening or any gear skillfully subduing a monster was rare.

	If that guy awakened, he’d be a real monster. Hey, could he be the first S-rank from Anyang Amusement Park?



Junsu had scoffed at the comment back then.

“You’re really lucky today. Go buy a lotto ticket.”

Having ended the situation, he grabbed the collar of the fallen office worker and muttered something unintelligible.
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  Chapter 10: The Strongest Porter (3)






The office worker gasped for breath and asked.

Since he’d been beaten all over his body, he wouldn’t be able to move properly for a while. Unless he was a Regen-type.

“You’re about to collect your bounty, right? How much are you worth?”

My casual answer made the office worker’s face twitch slightly. He probably thought he was some big-shot killer, but getting beaten to a pulp like this must have thrown him off.

“I haven’t been counted for anything over 300 million.”

Nice. That meant at least 300 million.

“I never said I’d let you be caught.”

The office worker raised his hand with a smirk.

Of course, I expected he’d try something. There was no way someone committing murders in a crowded place would move without at least one escape device.

Snap!

“Ugh!”

The stone I threw hit the office worker’s right hand dead on.

Turns out my aim is better than I thought. Maybe I should be a baseball player instead of a Hunter?

If you hit a human body, that counts as a strike, right?

“Sun Hunter. Are you still alive?”

“I’m okay, but the others…”

Blondie is a Regen-type, so minor wounds heal quickly. As long as they aren’t fatal. But the others aren’t so lucky.

Looking around, I saw wounds all over the place.

Those who were bleeding badly were all pale, biting their lips hard.

They looked pained but also relieved, seeing the killer subdued, thinking it was finally over.

Once we got out of the Dungeon, they’d receive proper treatment and survive.

But this couldn’t be the end.

I approached the office worker.

Exhausted, he couldn’t run away and just stared at me.

Crazy people are something else.

Normal folks get scared when beaten, but this guy stared right into my eyes.

Like he was silently promising revenge.

Hah, unbelievable.

There are always these kinds of people—those who project themselves as some kind of dark hero.

Lost in their own twisted sense of justice, sacrificing innocent people. And acting like it’s for some great cause.

His eyes were like he was watching an immature fool ruin his noble plan.

If this were another world, I’d want to teach him that torture shapes people.

“But I’m curious.”

There was something I really wanted to know.

“Do you get your bounty if you’re alive, or does your corpse count too?”

I smiled while locking eyes with him. His expression twisted oddly.

Was my question that unexpected?

Since our friend who tried to run earlier still had energy to spare, it seemed I needed to take some of that away.

Bam!

I sent a straight punch to the bridge of his nose. The office worker collapsed with a crisp impact.

Snap!

I stepped on his neck. It sounded like something broke, but he didn’t die instantly, did he?

I felt a bit of emotion without realizing it.

I didn’t like it.

People who act like predators just because they have a little more strength than others.

“Ugh, heh!”

Looks like he’s not dead yet.

He convulsed in pain, so I kicked him in the abdomen like I was telling him to shut up.

After getting hit again, he curled up like a shrimp and started coughing up blood.

The people you butchered probably felt worse. You’re not going to break down from this, right?

“Hah… hah… you’ve… killed a lot too, huh?”

The office worker asked with tears in his eyes. Maybe he instinctively realized my punches were meant to kill.

I didn’t care whether a guy like him lived or died. Actually, dying might even be better.

“What were you trying to do with the sacrifices?”

“How do you know about that…?”

The office worker looked puzzled at my words for a moment.

He was trying to use the energy of people inside the Dungeon as a medium for something.

The first thing that came to mind was stimulating the Dungeon Core.

Linking with the dormant Dungeon Core in some way, injecting life energy.

I’d seen similar acts of summoning bosses to awaken the Dungeon’s master, even in another world.

But it’s weird.

What would a simple murderer gain from awakening a Dungeon boss?

Usually, a Dungeon with many casualties wakes up the boss.

Then a raid party is formed to hunt the boss down.

But the villain I heard about—the office worker—hated Hunters.

If he was moving to kill Hunters, why bother waking a boss?

It’s not like he’s desperate to join a raid party for loot.

“Sun Hunter, and everyone who can move, prepare to leave here.”

The sickly yellow light grew stronger and more ominous.

It smelled rotten enough to make you gag.

The color was about to shift, signaling the phase change.

“It’s already begun.”

The tremors started faintly but quickly shook the Dungeon.

Walls cracked, and a sticky liquid gushed out from the fissures.

“The sacrifice can be even myself.”

Shadows stretched long from his fingernails. The guy tore into his own chest.

A deep furrow appeared, and soon a gush of blood filled the space.

“I’m sure you understand.”

His eyes glinted with madness.


Not only others’ lives but even his own was worthless to him.

His filthy gaze landed on my face.

“You’re the Hero, aren’t you?”

“What?”

The office worker uttered an unexpected name.

When I went for interviews, even calling myself a Hero earned only mockery, but now this lunatic I’ve never met calls me that.

He spat blood.

Rumble.

The guy laughed as if even pain was pleasure, like his goal had been achieved.

“That’s your delusion.”

I charged at him.

Even dying, he swung his briefcase at me as if resisting.

The briefcase’s bottom revealed sharp blades, aiming to scratch my face.

I swatted it away lightly and grabbed his neck.

“Store.”

“…?”

He looked confused by what I was doing.

The barely-living body was forcibly dragged into my inventory.

Wow, so this is what Jiwoo felt like—hunting monsters and carrying them around. Oh? Even making them fight.

“He’s… gone?”

“That’s not the point right now. Let’s get out of here.”

No time to explain in detail.

Because the sacrifices already absorbed, the Dungeon started mutating.

Sounds of respawning echoed everywhere.

The office worker tried to offer his life as the final sacrifice.

The more mana an entity holds, the higher its value as a sacrifice.

Under normal conditions, it might have failed, but a dying body couldn’t refuse being trapped in an inventory, so I gave it a try—and it worked.

“Oh, orcs!”

Why do my bad instincts never fail?

These monsters weren’t comparable to Lesser Goblins.

What was respawning now were orcs.

Creatures roughly human-sized, their bodies honed by constant fighting.

One orc could kill a dozen ordinary people with ease.

Of course, it depends on the Hunter’s skill, but for the rookie Hunters on Layer 1 here, even one-on-one was impossible.

And there were many of them.

“Grrr!”

An orc roared to assert its presence.

The one who roared was slightly bigger than the others—a captain-level orc.

Orc Champion. Something like that.

The orc champion looked our way and pointed a finger.

If only it had just been summoned, it should be confused, but I wished we had more time to think.

“Hah, huh. Orc…”

“N-no way. This is Layer 1!”

Those wanting to deny reality raised complaints about the surreal situation rather than running.

But there was no chance the orcs would apologize and turn back.

At best, these were just a prelude for something bigger to come.

I just stopped the office worker’s life from being sacrificed, but what if the people here die?

There would be more sacrifices.

And some boss-class monster that requires sacrifices would be summoned.

No matter how strong I am, I’m still a Level 1 Hunter. Ah, Level 2 now—I leveled up without noticing.

Anyway, if people die here, the boss-class summon we barely prevented will start again.

The orcs charged toward us.

“If you don’t want to die, run now!”

My shout seemed to snap some sense into the panicked Hunters, who started running.

I put all the immobilized seriously wounded Hunters into my inventory.

Of course, without asking.

The orcs were still some distance away. We had to get as far from them as possible.

“Coach, there are orcs ahead too!”

Hearing Blondie shout that, I frowned.

The only one still sharp was Blondie.

The rest were five wounded Hunters.

“Blondie, cover the rear!”

“Huh?”

Oops, I accidentally called her by what I was thinking.

“Hunter, keep the orcs chasing from behind at bay. Those of you feeling okay, you two there—the guy named Kim Taeyang and the bearded one—are you both alright?”

They looked ready to fight.

If they were going to sit around whining just because the office worker cut them here and there, they should quit being Hunters.

These people didn’t know what I was about to do. No, their minds were on the verge of breaking just thinking about orcs attacking from front and back.

“I’ll go to the front. The two I just called will assist in combat. The other three keep watch on the sides. Move out!”

I wasn’t sure how much we could accomplish as this makeshift team.

Blondie was trained by me, and I thought she was decent—at least for a rookie.

I was probably the only one who could fight properly here.

I dashed forward.

The orcs blocking the way were startled to see me charging them.

Actions speak louder than words. Show them first, earn their trust.

Whomp!

An orc at the front swung a massive broad axe.

Swinging with gusto was great, but you have to aim to hit, not just show off your strength.

Maybe it’s an occupational hazard.

When I see things like this, I can’t help but analyze and teach.

But I wonder if they understand me?

“Ugh!”

I dodged easily and hit his shin with a low kick.

He was well-built, so it didn’t break in one hit.

No, judging by the way he staggered, maybe it did. His gait became awkward.

Lee Changwook, let me borrow your skill for a sec. Are you listening?

I activated Changwook’s skill, Provocation, stored in my inventory.

The three orcs charged me, oblivious to their surroundings as if they’d fallen head over heels at first sight.

Is this what it feels like when a popular girl gets hit on?

Maybe it’s nice if the handsome and pretty do it, but a bunch of ugly guys swarming isn’t so pleasant.

Whoosh!

I dodged an axe swing and gently shoved the orc.

He accidentally tore his comrade’s shoulder.

Hey now. Friends shouldn’t fight like that.

I grabbed the orc’s wrist and disarmed the axe.

He looked more surprised than when he slashed his friend.

I delivered an elbow blow to his face.

I could already picture him falling down.

Without checking, I threw the axe at another orc.

Crack!

Maybe I was a lumberjack in a past life. That split nicely.

I kicked the orc’s belly, then prepared to lecture the orc upset about being attacked by a friend.

The charging orc roared and stabbed with a spear.

If you get hit, pay it back.

I accepted the orc’s savage logic and stepped lightly aside.

I saw the spear pierce the chest of his friend who had hit him with an axe earlier.

Wow, seriously.

Don’t make friends fight each other. Don’t do that.

Sliding smoothly, I drew a dagger from my side and plunged it into the orc’s ribs.

Then I grabbed his head from behind and slit his throat.

The three orcs fell side by side.

No time to mourn.

A level-up message popped in my field of vision, but I had no time to check.

Orcs were still chasing from behind.

“Let’s go.”

I led the way, holding the orc’s spear.

The two melee fighters I was trying to help looked wide-eyed.

“Are you… really a trainer?”

“Of course.”

They didn’t know I had awakened yet.

If I told them my awakening class was Porter, they’d never believe it.

Experience fighting to the death in another world doesn’t go to waste.

Melee Combat LV MAX


I could finally read one skill name on the Blue Status Window.

Just as expected.

The skills and achievements in the Blue Status Window seemed to be from before.

Melee Combat was the skill I maxed out when I was a Hero.
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  Chapter 11: How to Hunt Orcs






Footsteps.

The bearded man, Go Ju-yong, stood dumbfounded as he looked at the man in front of the survivors.

Three orcs.

True warriors, on a completely different level than mere goblins.

Unlike modern people, whose lack of exercise leads to nothing but a protruding belly thanks to the conveniences of civilization, these were battle-hardened fighters.

Yet this man single-handedly stepped up and quickly subdued them.

Lee Hyunbin, the trainer from Star Center, was somewhat of a local legend in the Anyang Amusement Park Dungeon.

A trainer who hadn’t even awakened yet.

At thirty years old, he was seen as talentless, someone who only dreamed of Awakening.

But what he was showing now was worthy of being called an intermediate, no, even an advanced Hunter.

His restrained movements. The calculated offense and defense honed through relentless training was textbook perfection.

“Wow…”

Among the five survivors, the only female Hunter couldn’t help but exclaim. It was as if the terror they’d been trembling in just moments ago had suddenly vanished.

A person who leads others with outstanding strength.

When there’s someone like that, a group can form an unbreakable bond.

“They’re coming. Let’s move quickly.”

Only a few hours ago, this man was just an ordinary civilian, yet now he was urging experienced Hunters forward.

“Yes, Coach.”

Kim Taeyang, a newcomer Hunter with blonde hair that made him stand out, smiled slightly as he followed Hyunbin.

The Hunters followed swiftly behind Hyunbin, heading toward the dungeon entrance.

“That guy—didn’t he awaken today?”

Suddenly, someone spoke, and Kim Taeyang turned his head.

It was Kim Inho of the Fighting God Guild, who was the same generation as him.

“Why the casual tone?”

“You do it too.”

“Watch your mouth.”

“We’re the same age.”

At Kim Inho’s words, Kim Taeyang twitched his nose.

“Are you sure he really awakened today?”

“Pretty sure.”

Kim Inho looked skeptical. If he really did awaken today, it meant that as a Hunter, Inho was technically the senior.

Even if he was a trainer, lacking combat experience meant being treated like a rookie.

But none of the Hunters here disputed Hyunbin.

Everyone instinctively knew without words that to survive, they had to follow this man.

“This looks like a good spot.”

Hyunbin, at the very front, stopped. No one knew what he was thinking.

“We’ll fight the enemy here.”

When he said he’d fight, everyone’s eyes widened. Surprised? They all knew well enough there was no running away.

“Do you see those orcs chasing us behind?”

Not at all.

No matter what hopes the others clung to, I knew better.

They were driving us into a trap.

As proof, the orcs roared from time to time. It seemed like mere intimidation, but in truth, they were sending signals to their comrades nearby.

The place I chose was one where the enemy couldn’t hide.

In other words, no surprise attacks.

We had to pick them off one by one before they gathered.

“Do you see the big one among those orcs behind us?”

A monster you want to shake off but just won’t budge.

Orcs were already big, but one in particular stood over two meters tall.

“Probably the Orc Champion.”

The Hunters’ faces paled at the mention of the Orc Champion.

“That can’t be! This is the 1st floor!”

“Since it’s the 1st floor, maybe we should politely ask them to turn back? Somehow, I don’t think they’ll listen.”

Like the bearded Hunter said, it was the 1st floor. A hunting ground where low-level monsters raise low-level Hunters.

But our villain changed that concept. By offering plenty of sacrifices.

Was the Orc Champion the one he summoned with those sacrifices?

No. He wanted something bigger. That huge orc was just a bodyguard.

“Mages, use Mez without hesitation.”

“Sleep is possible…”

“You with the injured arm, protect the mage.”

“Yes.”

“Hunter Kim Taeyang. And Hunter Kim Inho.”

“Yes, Coach.”

“Yes, senior.”

If anything, I’m the junior here.

But there’s no time for such details.

“You two will act as tanks.”

“Me?”

“Me?”

Both looked a bit flustered.

Not goblins, orcs. And neither are tank experts. But there’s no time to argue.

“Just hold your ground as best you can.”

“I’m confident. I’m an all-rounder class.”

“All-rounder?”

An all-rounder is someone who can fill any role decently, whether tank, dealer, support mage, support healer, or ranged DPS.

All-rounders are rare. This is good, especially in a situation like this.

“Beard guy and the old man, you two assist in combat.”

“But the beard’s name is Go Ju-yong…”

“They’re coming now.”


Thanks to my trainer work, I can roughly tell at a glance who has how much experience.

The person with the injured arm is the strongest after me.

But the injury was severe enough to put him in the rear.

I told them to protect the mage, but it looks like the injured can still provide backup if they can.

“Think we can pull this off?”

The old man asked nervously.

Relying on someone who awakened today? Not really the time, old man.

“Of course. It’s possible.”

Failure isn’t in my dictionary.

If it exists, I’ll tear that part out and destroy it.



“Grrrk.”

The orc pack with green skin stared at us. About a dozen in number.

We were six, including me.

Twice the numbers, but still manageable. At first glance, there were dozens.

Since we kept running, they split into three groups to encircle us.

A favorite orc tactic—corner the prey with no escape, forcing them into desperation.

And to uphold the warrior’s pride, they prefer a one-on-one fight. It’s their nature.

“Kur, kurrk!”

As expected, one orc wielding an axe confidently stepped forward. Like a gang leader puffing up his chest.

He thrust his axe forward.

As if daring anyone brave enough to step up.

Body language speaks everywhere, even if words don’t.

“I, really…”

The bearded man muttered. The others’ reactions were similar. I raised a corner of my mouth and said,

“Remember, fight in pairs, but avoid one-on-one.”

They nodded in understanding. Although no one here looked like they’d plead for a fight anyway.

Now, while these guys are indulging in their warrior playtime, that’s our chance.

“Krrrr!”

Was the orc upset I came barehanded? The one in front looked angry.

I grabbed a small rock from the ground and waved it in front of the orc. Ah, now he was really mad.

He gripped his axe tight and charged.

His mental simulation probably went like this:

“Slash me down in one blow, then next, and the next,” proudly showing off his strength.

I threw the rock at the charging orc’s face. He struck the rock with his axe.

He hit it so hard the rock shattered into dust that flew everywhere.

Ah, my weapon’s gone.

The orc reached me in a single step.

I dodged and delivered a low kick.

Crack!

But he scoffed, as if I’d been bitten by a mosquito.

Smack!

He struck my abdomen, throwing me off balance and onto the ground.

The survivor Hunters muttered low groans seeing me fall.

The orcs chuckled, as if enjoying the show.

I kicked his abdomen again, but he seemed unfazed and rammed his head into me.

Ouch.

Squinting one eye against the sharp pain, I stepped back.

The orc swung his axe lazily.

“Kurrr! Khah!”

The Orc Champion seemed bored with the fight. Or perhaps he saw this battle as already decided.

At his command, the waiting orcs started running to hunt down the Hunters behind me.

“They’re coming!”

I heard the old man and the bearded Hunter shout from behind.

The orcs waiting had all moved to chase the Hunters at my back.

The blonde and the rookie were standing at the front as tanks, just like I told them. No retreat, commendable.

Now then.

The orc in front of me. If I defeat this one, the Orc Champion stands right behind.

My comrades were holding on stubbornly as I ordered.

The Orc Champion crossed his arms, watching the hunting scene.

He must have felt no need to step in himself.

—Close Combat LV Max activated.

When the Close Combat skill activates, melee combat ability increases dramatically.

The plan is going smoothly, so now let’s hunt with ease.

“Krr!”

The orc warrior before me looked tired of this, his face saying, “Stop resisting and just die.”

Feigning weakness, he grew arrogant.

Smack!

I reshaped the bridge of the orc’s pig-like nose.

Half-measures cause more problems. If you’re going to alter it, go all the way up or all the way down—have some conviction.

Apparently dissatisfied, the orc swung his axe, protesting.

I’m used to these complaints. I’ll just reshape it to their satisfaction.

Smack!

The nose seemed tilted left, so I corrected the balance.

Bam!

Now it might be too tilted right?

Smack!

Sorry, sir, your ugly face is now beyond correction.

Instead of an answer, an axe came flying.

The bloodstained blade looked ominous, but since it wouldn’t hit, no worries.

I counterattacked.

The customer who got a counterattack collapsed onto the ground.

“Be born a good orc next time.”

The only good orc is a dead orc.

“Next reservation, please?”

The Orc Champion bared his teeth and roared.

He lifted his two-handed sword. The blade was sharp, meaning a cut would hurt.

Ah, but since it’s a sword, it won’t just hurt—it would be far worse.

“Dash.”

I cast someone’s skill from my inventory. Energy surged through my legs, and the fatigue vanished with a refreshing feeling.

Good. I can run well now.

Tap tap tap!

I charged straight at the Orc Champion.

A fighter who’d risked his life countless times and won—this was the Orc Champion’s reputation.

Orcs never obey those weaker than themselves.

If the strongest leader in the group dies, the command structure collapses.

In other words, the best strategy for survival now was to behead the Orc Champion.

The activated Close Combat skill infused my entire body with vigor.

The Orc Champion took a step forward.

I dodged.

Changing my step, I struck a moment late.

Whoosh!

The gust alone felt like it could tear flesh from bone.

As the sword’s wind passed, I rushed in, gripping my axe short and striking his jaw.

Thud!

I flinched as he pressed his forehead against my axe.

‘Damn.’

The Orc quickly turned, swinging his two-handed sword toward my waist. Difficult to dodge.

Thwack!

A heavy blow landed. Desperately, I switched my grip on the axe handle to block, but without gauntlets, my hand’s skin was scraped raw. It stung.

The Orc Champion swung the sword diagonally to finish me off.

I rolled forward to evade and simultaneously struck his instep with my axe.

A howl rang out overhead.

He reached out his hand. The space warped as my inventory interface opened.

I grabbed a dagger. The attack came flying. If only he wasn’t an enemy, I’d admire the style.

Slice.

I plunged into the Orc Champion. The longer the weapon’s reach, the harder it is to slash someone close in, so I used a double slash technique.

I applied a Hunter’s skill resting in my inventory.

I jabbed the dagger into the Orc Champion’s wrist, weakening his grip and snatched the two-handed sword.

Creating distance, I turned.

Now wielding the two-handed sword as my own, I raised it high and brought it down.

Shuck!

A diagonal slash of red blood streaked across.

The Orc Champion’s eyes shook in disbelief.

The strongest king of the pack was dying a miserable death before everyone’s eyes.

The shocked orcs lost focus mid-battle.

Amid the chaos, the bloodstained blonde cut the neck of a stunned orc.

Good kid.

Panting, the blonde looked at me and smiled. Fortunately, all the survivors were still alive.

“Phew!”

A sigh of relief. Then I slowly approached the trembling orcs.

Two-handed sword in hand.

The battle was won. A great victory.

The few remaining orcs fled. Without their leader, they wouldn’t unite for some time.

They could still attack in small numbers, but that only benefits us.

But there was a problem.

“Ughh.”

“H-H-how… there’s a lot of blood…!”

The mage was restless. The man who protected her had suffered a grave injury.

“Please… to my clan… to my friend… watch over the task I asked…”

“D-Don’t say that. I-I’m sorry. Sob.”

It was like a funeral.

The bearded Hunter and the old man had serious wounds, but one was barely clinging to life.

Foaming at the mouth.

“Inventory.”

“Huh?”

“What is this?”

They had seen it once before, but everyone was startled as the man suddenly disappeared.

With the wounded and exhausted, the group was in terrible shape. The only option left was one.

“Everyone, want to play Pikachu for a bit?”

“Huh?”

A random phrase caused confusion. Don’t worry. I still have space in my inventory.

Since everyone was nearly out of stamina, capturing them wouldn’t be difficult. Those not at the bottom of stamina I could forcibly put inside.

I forcibly stuffed the people into my inventory and began to escape the dungeon as fast as possible.

I was heading to the entrance. When I came in, the entrance was collapsed, but the rescue team outside must have restored it to some extent.

If they hadn’t, I’d have to quit on the rescue team.

If the entrance were still blocked, it meant the rescue team had killed everyone here.

Killed everyone who could have survived.

“Ha!”

A refreshing breeze blew from the entrance. My worries were unfounded.

Armored in steel, shielded, armed with spears and swords, the people entering the dungeon stopped abruptly when they saw me.


Their eyes seemed to ask what on earth had happened.

I quickly explained the situation.

“Hello, how much is the bounty on him?”

Ah, money slipped out before I could stop it.
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  Chapter 12: You Told Me to Get the Holy Sword and Come, Right?






“Did you escape from inside? What’s the situation in there right now?”

“Did you see the Murderer? How did you get out?”

As soon as I stepped outside the Dungeon, questions poured in from the crowd.

“The survivors came out with me. I captured the Murderer myself.”

The expressions on their faces turned sour after hearing my answer. And it was only natural.

I had come out of the Dungeon alone, without carrying a single piece of luggage.

It felt like someone was about to ask, Are you crazy? so I opened my Inventory.

“Deposit and Withdrawal.”

From the black pocket dimension that appears when accessing the Inventory system, I pulled out four people.

Blondie, Rookie, Bearded Man, the Coach, and the Mage.

One more person couldn’t be retrieved due to severe injuries—he looked like he might die any moment.

Porters naturally have the Deposit and Withdrawal skills. Actually, every Hunter has those basic skills.

But I’d never heard of someone putting people into and taking them out of their Inventory. And on top of that, being able to use the skills of those inside? That was unheard of.

Well, my curiosity would be answered soon enough by the people standing right before me.

Flashes popped.

Anyone could tell something was going on.

Then, I pulled out the person they were all most curious about.

“Deposit and Withdrawal.”

The Murderer who had killed dozens.

The so-called Office Worker—the infamous villain—emerged from the Inventory system.

He was battered and bruised, his body in no condition to stand.

Startled by the sudden bright light, he shaded his eyes and squinted.

When trapped inside the Inventory, consciousness seemed to be suspended too. Seeing himself outside the Dungeon made him flinch.

Reporters went wild, firing off flashes like crazy at the Office Worker—known as the worst villain.

The Guild raid team, who had nothing to do anymore, blinked at the Office Worker I had brought along.

The Office Worker tried to stand, gasping for breath.

But I showed some mercy to keep him comfortable.

Bam!

A strike to the back of his head sent him collapsing to the floor like a rag doll.

I doubt anyone would sue me over the rights of a Murderer. If that guy started causing trouble again, someone could get hurt.

The reporters instantly shifted their attention to me, snapping photos and bombarding me with questions.

The way they looked at me—a Hunter not yet officially registered—was filled with the kind of curiosity one has about a first love.

I smiled leisurely.

Though I wasn’t thrilled about awakening as a Porter, I had handled a major case with it.

More importantly, I had confirmed my Second Awakening.


	The Synchronization Rate increases according to the Salvation Score.

	Current Synchronization Rate: 3.5%.



Startling.

Suddenly, a red-highlighted Status Window popped up before my eyes.

I still wasn’t used to this.

But salvation?

I’d saved roughly twenty people so far.

The more people I saved, the more benefits I received from the System.

I opened the Blue Status Window.

The damaged second slot gradually restored itself until I could read it.


	Phantom Step Activation.



It had been a while.

Phantom Step was a skill that selected the optimal path during combat.

It felt like accelerating one’s awareness. In other words, it was a skill that helped you fight better.

With this, the true identity of the Blue Status Window was confirmed.

The Blue Status Window was the System I had been connected to in the Otherworld.

Meaning all my achievements and abilities built up in the Otherworld were sealed over there.

Why?

Maybe because it was a different dimension.

Soon, the Guild Guarders cuffed and tightly bound the unconscious Office Worker.

“Those injured, this way. And you’re Lee Hyunbin, the one who caught the Villain, right? Hey, stop blocking the way! Stop taking pictures! Ah, sorry.”

A middle-aged man among the Guarders, looking somewhat experienced, extended his hand to me.

I accepted his handshake with a smile.

“How many Healers do we have right now? There are too many wounded.”

“Healers? Just two at the moment.”

“Then let’s treat the most critical patients first.”

I pulled out those with only 1 HP left.

People struggling to breathe, groaning painfully, emerged from the Inventory.

Seeing this, the Guarder Team Leader’s eyes flared with urgency.

“Healers, come here! And bring all the healers you can muster right now!”

“There are eighteen people left. I think it’s best to take them to the infirmary first.”

“Ah, yes. Eighteen people?”

It was important to check my abilities, but there were more urgent matters now.

My capabilities could be checked slowly later on.

Thanks to the many people who had seen my abilities, rumors about me would spread like wildfire.

And I might get a new nickname.

The Strongest Porter.

Usually, Porters were seen as mere carriers of goods, but here I was—taking down the Office Worker alone and rescuing dozens.

That would surely catch the attention of many Guilds.

All of them.

Reporters swarmed around, requesting interviews.

At first, I was happy to be in the spotlight, but it quickly became endless.

They kept firing flashes madly and asking only the questions they wanted.

It was tiring beyond discomfort.

What made it worse was their total lack of interest in the survivors.

Inside my Inventory were patients in critical condition.

If they didn’t receive treatment immediately, they’d die.


Most needed to be rushed to the hospital, treated by Healers, and taken to surgery or the emergency room.

Yet the reporters blocked my way, only curious about what my ability was or how I had caught the Villain.

So, I was currently at the Anyang Amusement Park Dungeon Center.

The four who had been with me—Blondie, Rookie, Bearded Man, the Coach, and the Mage—were all undergoing checks for any aftereffects from the battle.

They had been dazed by the reality of surviving such a horrific scene, but after medical exams, they seemed a bit more stable.

“Wow, Lee Hyunbin. Amazing.”

It was the person I’d met before entering the Dungeon.

A representative from the Fighting God Guild.

He came to visit me resting in the hospital room after the exams.

“Twenty people rescued. And you hunted the Villain alone on your First Awakening day. Did you know the Office Worker was an A-rank Hunter?”

“I’m not sure if he was A-rank, but I knew he was worth 300 million won.”

The Fighting God Guild rep tapped his forehead, laughing as if it was the funniest thing ever.

His protruding belly shook with laughter—it seemed genuinely amused.

“There’s chaos outside right now. A Porter who took down the Office Worker alone, and on his very first day of Awakening. Besides, no Porter can put people in their Inventory. Only inanimate weapons without life can be stored there.”

“Is that so? Since I could do it, I thought it was supposed to be that way.”

It’s amazing.

In this world, there’s nothing more valued than a rare ability.

The middle-aged man pulled a chair next to the bed and sat down.

He smiled warmly as he continued.

“You really raised your price.”

I had asked for an unprecedented 2.5 billion won as a Porter.

But then I said my real worth was even higher and left.

That must’ve been his first time experiencing that as a sales rep.

“How about 3.5 billion won as a signing bonus?”

He who had offered 2.5 billion raised it to 3.5 billion in just a few hours.

I couldn’t help but flinch.

For an ordinary office worker, earning 100 million won is incredibly difficult.

Skipping meals, going without what you want—it’s how you gather that amount.

Usually, B-rank contracts start at 100 million.

A-rank contracts range from 1 billion won up, but there’s a huge gap.

From A-rank, you can become a franchise player representing your team.

Speaking of team, that fits oddly well.

“As you know, our Fighting God Guild isn’t easygoing. We’re aggressively recruiting hunters who became free agents this year, building a talent pool, and pushing to become the top domestic Guild within three years.”

The middle-aged man pulled a gold-trimmed contract from his briefcase, glanced over it, then handed it to me with a smile.

“We’ll provide all the equipment you want. You can skip everything except the Guild Official Raids. We have plenty of Porters, so this is a special exception.”

I took the contract and scanned it.

But the signing bonus wasn’t written as 3.5 billion won.

“It doesn’t say 3.5 billion here.”

“Do you really want to get only 3.5 billion? When there’s rarity, you raise it even more. We purposely left it blank. We push our people to the top.”

That “push to the top” sounded more like a threat.

Like, if you’re not one of ours, you’ll get treated terribly.

3.5 billion won. A huge sum.

Probably a fortune I’d never touch even if I trained as a Trainer until I died.

But from the start, I had made up my mind.

“I’m not planning to sign.”

……

Was my answer too unexpected?

The Fighting God Guild rep seemed momentarily at a loss for words.

He kept saying he’d raise the amount, but I refused.

“Why not?”

“They told me not to come until I summoned the Holy Sword.”

To be exact, I had been rejected at the interview, with a wish that I’d quickly retrieve the Holy Sword.

The middle-aged man blinked as if he didn’t understand.

I wasn’t being shy.

As I’d said before, I had no interest in a Guild whose interviewer could only sneer about holding the reins.

They were kind for now because they wanted to entice me, but who knew how they’d change later.

“There was someone who advised me that during the Fighting God Guild interview.”

“I see. I’ll check on that.”

He put the contract into an envelope, but instead of placing it back into his briefcase, he left it on the headboard of my bed.

“If someone spoke rudely, I apologize on their behalf. That staff member will be reprimanded. Don’t miss the best opportunity because of a careless word.”

He said that and bowed.

I felt some revenge.

It felt good, but also bittersweet.

Still, 3.5 billion.

Enough to immediately move out of this rented room and buy a house.

Even if Katrin were an Eating Goblin, that’s money to eat worry-free for 365 days.

Still, no.

I didn’t like the Fighting God Guild.

The Hwarang Guild had treated me well since I was a Trainer, never looking down on me.

Especially Team Leader Jeon.

There was no rush.

Rumors about me had probably already spread, and other Guilds would contact me.

Then I could sign with whoever offered the best deal.

Signing with the first Guild that contacts me would be stupid.

‘First, let’s get the bounty and buy a house.’

It wasn’t because I was worried about House Pest in my current home.

“Sigh, that bastard won’t say a word.”

Beyond the interrogation room’s glass wall, the Office Worker was blindfolded, arms and legs tied.

Seeing him tightly bound in a special Wheelchair, it was clear the criminal’s human rights were completely ignored.

And it was understandable—he was a Murderer who massacred over seventy people.

There was no point protecting his rights.

Giving him any freedom would probably mean killing someone right in front of him.

“Senior, get some rest. The Special Guard will escort him soon.”

“What can Badge-wearing bastards do? That bastard won’t even move his mouth waiting for a lawyer. People like him don’t deserve the death penalty—they deserve to be tortured for life.”

“He’ll soon face the strict judgment of the law.”

The junior Guard clicked his tongue, glaring at the Office Worker.

“I’m going to hit him once, so watch.”

“Yes, Senior.”

The junior saluted behind the senior’s sharp back.

His smiling face stiffened like concrete as the door closed.

The benevolent expression turned cold and dry.

The kindness hanging around his mouth dried up.

He flipped the security switch on the door where the Office Worker was locked in.

Click, clack.

Hearing the door open, the Office Worker turned his head.

“Got your ass good, huh?”

His tone was mocking, but the Office Worker said nothing.

“Disappointing, Ji-tae.”

“…There was something unexpected.”

“Unexpected? Oh, we didn’t expect that either. To think the first plan would fail.”

His voice, tinged with madness, seemed to freeze the air.

The junior who had been kindly behaving toward the senior was nowhere to be seen.

Then the Office Worker spoke.

“Hero.”

Hearing that, the junior frowned.

“A Hero appeared.”

“Bullshit. If you’re gonna make excuses for failure, do it properly.”

“It’s true.”

The junior ran a hand through his hair, irritation rising.

He wanted to kill this defeated dog right then and there but couldn’t.

The Office Worker was still needed.

“You want to call the guy who caught you a Hero?”

“That’s right.”

The Office Worker recalled the man who had demonstrated overwhelming one-on-one combat ability against him.

A chill ran down his spine again.

That man had completely sealed off his abilities and launched a reckless attack.

It was the first time he had ever felt hopeless.

“That guy is a Porter Awakened Hunter.”

“…”


“Today was his first Awakening.”

The Office Worker looked utterly disbelieving.

The junior smirked and spoke softly.

“Whether you were the bubble, or that guy is amazing—you’ll find out soon enough.”



 
  Chapter 13: I Received 500 Million Won






It might not be a huge amount for the rich, but for me, it’s such a huge sum that my hands tremble just thinking about it.

I debated whether to use it like winning the lottery or just a reward, but for now, I decided to find a proper place where I could stretch out and sleep comfortably.

I was already tired of living in a monthly rental room, and sharing a cramped space with Katrinne felt a bit uncomfortable.

Thinking back, it’s true.

The first time I met Katrinne was ten years ago—back when she was still a little kid before even entering elementary school.

But now ten years have passed, and she’s eighteen.

To my eyes, she still looks like a kid, but I thought she should at least have her own room.

She’s at a sensitive age in many ways.

No, thinking about it like this, I somehow feel like her father.

Even though I’m not married yet and don’t even have a girlfriend.

The most urgent matter, though, is equipment. No matter how strong I am in combat, there’s a limit to running around barehanded.

Think about it. I’m good at hammering nails, but hammering with a rock instead of a hammer is much less efficient.

It’s also more convenient with the right tool.

Anyway, you can’t underestimate the power of good equipment. But damn, equipment is incredibly expensive.

Regular steel weapons are obviously cheap. You can even get custom orders made for Hunters.

But if you mix in things like titanium or whatever, the price shoots up.

On top of that, weapons infused with Magic Essence Stones are insanely expensive.

Since Ether Weapons use Magic Essence Stones as their base material, they’re expensive to begin with. Then the special blending and extraction process adds even more to the cost.

Moreover, the higher the grade and purity of the Magic Essence Stone, the more the price skyrockets.

So basically, I can’t afford it.

“Well, once I join a Guild, I’ll get a contract advance payment, so I can buy it then.”

For now, I can just buy some lower-grade gear to use.

Besides, I still have that greatsword the Orc Champion gave me on our last hunt.

Anyway, I stopped by the real estate office.

It wasn’t enough to buy a really nice house, but I decided to purchase a place spacious enough for two people for 300 million won.

There was one complaint, though.

“This is really a cheap deal for a good house, mister. At 1,000 per pyong, it’s practically a giveaway.”

“Do you know who I am, by any chance?”

“Huh? Have you been here before?”

“No.”

“I’m getting old, so I keep forgetting things these days. Oh ho ho.”

Of course, since today was our first meeting, there was no way he’d know me.

What’s really strange is how quiet everything is.

I’ve Awakened, taken down notorious Villains, and set a record for holding the largest Inventory in the country.

There have been plenty of things that could’ve caused a stir, but everything’s oddly silent.

I thought the Republic of Korea would be buzzing with news about me.

“Well, catching a single wanted criminal doesn’t make you famous overnight.”

While walking away from the real estate office, I searched my name on a portal site using my phone.


	Lee Hyunbin
The only articles were about a celebrity with the same name admitting to dating someone.

	Anyang Amusement Park Dungeon
News about a cruel Villain caught by a Hunter who entered the Anyang Amusement Park Dungeon.



My name wasn’t mentioned, just “a Hunter in his 30s.”

If that’s the case, why did the reporters even ask for my name? Really useless people.

It’s a shame, but there’s no need to worry about it now. My fame will rise soon enough.

Even the Fighting God Guild tried to scout me.

If word gets out that I have Dual Awakening, my price will go even higher.

No, since I’m starting over, I should aim to be the strongest.

I was the strongest in that other world when I knew nothing. If I’m going to start again, I might as well set my sights as high as possible.

“Maybe I should order Karin something nice to eat for a change.”

She probably already knows I got the reward from the news.

So, she’ll definitely demand I feed her immediately. Such a cheeky brat.

She’s trying to live the high life because I took care of her food, clothing, and shelter back in the other world, plus supported her equipment.

“She used to like sweet and sour pork and black bean noodles, right? That should do.”

Even though she’s had all kinds of delicacies as a noble lord in the other world, it feels a little pitiful that she still just snacks on noodles.

No matter the outcome, she ended up in the modern world because of me.

Well, I got a big reward, and my income will increase a lot going forward, so I won’t worry about a little spending.

When I entered the worn-down monthly rental room, I saw Katrinne wearing a stretched-out white T-shirt and sweatpants, gaming with a headset on.

She looked like a typical gaming slacker. If only she had a scruffy beard on her chin, it’d be perfect.

“Hey guys, if you don’t properly hold aggro, the healer’s gonna die. Don’t you see the heal aggro keeps jumping?”

Looks like they’re running another raid.

In my memories, Karin was a workaholic.

I remember being amazed at how an eight-year-old girl would poke her seal the size of her face to process reports.

Seeing that, I told her to play outside and do things appropriate for her age. Her response was something memorable:


	A pig that doesn’t work has no right to eat.



She was clearly referring to me, who was wasting time doing nothing while pretending to be a hero and sitting in the territory.

That cheeky little brat is now a game addict.

Did I ruin her? Was my discipline wrong? Was my parenting a failure?

“I’m logging off now. Yeah, loot done.”

Looks like the raid party just ended.

Katrinne took off her headset, hung it on the monitor, and grumbled irritably.

“Wow, seriously, what a noob. Controlling with her tongue? So bad. Hey mister, do you think it makes sense for the tank to only upgrade his weapon and not equip elemental defense gear?”

“Sometimes I forget you’re from another world.”

“What are you talking about? Oh, right. Mister, I’m hungry.”

As expected, the glutton.

It’d be strange if she weren’t hungry.

“You’re eating more and more, aren’t you?”

“What are you talking about? I haven’t had dinner yet.”

Makes sense—it’s still lunchtime now.

But since I was planning to order her something delicious anyway, I didn’t argue.

“Black bean noodles and sweet and sour pork?”

“Large size.”

“Okay.”

“Make the noodles extra large, too!”


“You bet.”

Seeing me order food on my phone app, Katrinne got excited and hurried down from her computer chair.

“Mister, did you get the prize money?”

She knew after all. That sneaky girl.

“Just so you know, don’t waste the money just because it came in. You’re not trying to eat more again, are you?”

She really eats a lot. Not three meals a day, but nine.

Is it because she’s still growing? But somehow, she never gains weight. Her stomach is so flat it’s like she has no organs inside.

“What are you going to do with the prize money?”

“Don’t get greedy. I already signed the contract for the house.”

I’m planning to buy the house with 300 million won and gather the rest to get basic equipment.

But then this mischievous brat gave me a sly smile.

“I thought so. You’d buy a house first.”

“Why?”

“Because you need your own time, mister.”

“What do you mean, ‘your own time’?”

“You need to watch animal documentaries without fur coats alone.”

Hey, that really is a documentary!

I swear I just mistakenly watched it as a romance drama.

“It’s okay. I understand completely.”

“No, you don’t have to understand. If you keep insulting decent people like this, I might cancel the food delivery. Why? Because our trust will be broken. I can’t eat with someone I don’t trust. Got it?”

Katrinne slightly parted her lips in surprise at my words.

She pulled something out of her bag—a strange flyer? No, a pamphlet.

“This is bad. Our trust is broken, mister? Then I guess I’ll have to cancel this equipment, too…”

“What equipment?”

Katrinne pulled a blank white sheet from the pamphlet and held it up in front of her face. A special Hunter equipment contract?

What is this?

One, ten, hundred, thousand, ten thousand, hundred thousand, million, ten million, hundred million?

Wow.

This isn’t kids’ bank money—it’s a real 150 million won contract for a Power Suit and Gauntlet.

“What? Equipment? Is it mine?”

“Of course not. Why would it be? Why would I wear Hunter gear?”

“Where would you get the money?”

She’s a kid who finds joy in just eating a bowl of ramen—where would she get 150 million won gear?

Unless she found a gold bar somewhere, it doesn’t make sense.

Katrinne wiped her eyes with the back of her hand, pretending to sob.

“I sold my equipment.”

“What equipment?”

“Obviously, the gear from the game I was playing.”

I was so surprised that I didn’t immediately understand. Wait, are game items really that expensive?

“Why are you selling a game you liked so much all of a sudden?”

“I’m quitting now. I think I can stop.”

Good call. You’re a game addict, a total game addict.

She had a pretty face once, but now she looks like a panda with dark circles down to her chin.

Our kid isn’t the type to get addicted easily, but that darn game caused those dark circles.

“Mister, you’re becoming a formal Hunter now. But you only have that sword you took from the Orc. I’m the only person who knows you in this world. You can’t get hurt.”

My kid is so kind. Even though she’s a game addict, her heart is tender and clever.

This is… a little bit touching. Not because she secretly prepared 150 million won worth of gear for me. It’s all about the heart, the heart.

“I didn’t know your lordship had such deep thoughts. If you want to eat more, just tell me, I’ll take orders.”

“Ahem. I’m craving palbochae.”

“Okay, my lord.”

How does she even know palbochae? Well, whatever, it’s the thought that counts. I even ordered ganpunggi with it.

There’s a joy in raising kids when they do sweet things like this.

I logged back into the Chinese restaurant’s app to place an additional order.

Right after ordering and paying, an unknown number called.

“Mister, actually, I have something to tell you…”

“Hello?”

Katrinne was about to say something but I gestured for her to wait. She smiled shyly and nodded.


	Are you Lee Hyunbin?



“Who is this?”


	I’m Minjung Kim from the Gate Management Bureau. I’m calling to inform you that because you saved many lives and set an exemplary example, we’ve decided to award you the Medal of Merit.



“A medal?”

I never even won a certificate in school.

A medal? If I get this, do I get a pension? Take pictures with important people? Maybe even appear on TV? That would be great.


	Yes. The director will have a preliminary meeting with you. Would you be available?



“Ah, yes. I’m free.”


	Then I’ll send you a map and schedule shortly via text. If you can’t make it, please let us know in advance.



“Thank you.”

Right after hanging up, Katrinne clapped her hands excitedly.

“Wow! You’re getting a medal, mister? That’s amazing! You never even got a medal in our world.”

That other world was full of betrayals and treachery.

“But what did you want to tell me earlier?”

“Huh? It’s nothing.”

“Don’t tell me you want me to order more food?”

“No, it’s nothing.”

Nothing, huh? But her face is full of worry. After spending a day or two together, I can tell by her expression.

“Just say it. You’ll tell me later anyway. Don’t waste time dragging it out.”

Katrinne hesitated for a moment, then nervously fiddled with her fingers and cautiously said,

“Mister, I actually Awakened.”

“Awakened?”

“Yeah…”

What is she talking about now? She’s just been gaming in her room—what awakening?

“You awakened as a Glutton? How much more are you planning to eat with that scary declaration?”

“No, I didn’t!”

“No, you didn’t!”

“Stop copying me!”

“Stop copying me!”


I teased her, and her delicate brows crumpled like paper. I decided to listen to her story first.

“Okay, okay. What did you awaken as?”

Since she’s from another world, she could have reawakened. While the chance of awakening is higher inside Dungeons, sometimes it happens outside too.

“I’m a Level 1 Noble Lord…”
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Did she miss the days when she was an Isekai Noble Lord?

Was that nostalgia for the past what was driving her crazy?

I looked at Karin with a sympathetic expression. I realized I had been too indifferent, just living day to day.

“What’s with that look, mister? You don’t believe me, do you?”

“No, Dad believes in our Rin.”

“Ugh, you’re so annoying. All this time, the reason I’ve been eating so much was because of the Awakening Quest, okay?”

She’s played that game too much; she’s starting to lose it a little.

“Alright, Level 1 Noble Lord. What skills do you have?”

“The skills I have now are Relief and Currency Exchange. And Message Transmission.”

Relief? What kind of relief? She’s the one who should be getting relief right now.

“Oh, right. Like in games, there are quests you have to complete. The reason I’ve been eating a lot is because I’m synchronizing with my Territory.”

They say it’s bad to get too obsessed with games. But something caught my attention—the part about synchronizing with the Territory.

“Is there something called Synchronization Rate?”

“Huh? Uh, wait a sec.”

Karin seemed to be dragging something through the air like she could see it.

“Yeah, there is. Because I’m good at politics, the Synchronization Rate has gone up to 5%.”

I have a Synchronization Rate too. As far as I know, other Hunters don’t have a Synchronization Rate condition.

In my case, once the Synchronization Rate reaches 100%, I’ll fully regain the powers I once had.

But hers is a bit strange. She said it was the Synchronization Rate of the Territory.

Could it mean the Territory, which is in a Floating Island state, is synchronizing with this place?

No matter how much the world has become game-like due to system integration, that’s too unrealistic.

“Damn, it’s true.”

“No, believe me.”

“Really?”

Karin’s suspicious eyes.

“I have a Synchronization Rate too. I have two status windows now—one is for Supporter Awakening, and the other seems to be for the Hero side. When I fill the Synchronization Rate, I think I can regain the Hero’s power.”

“Come on, that can’t be true.”

That’s the reaction I get after I actually believed her.

Well, the fact that Karin has undergone Awakening is not bad news. On the contrary, it’s good news.

In her other world, Karin is the highest-ranking Eye of Truth. Loved by the gods, performing miracles, she was even called a Saint.

Honestly, she’s competent.

If she regains the power of the Eye of Truth, she’ll be really reliable.

More than anything, the Floating Island drifting in the air right now could return to where it originally belonged.

‘Karin can return to her world, too.’

Here, she’s just a game addict, but over there, she’s the Isekai Noble Lord. There’s no comparison.

While we were talking, the delivery food arrived. Karin got excited at the sight of the food and rushed out with quick steps.

Is she really that happy?

If she wanted it that badly, I could have just bought it for her with the money for gear.

There’s no way someone who plays games also doesn’t know how to use a delivery app just because she’s from another world.

The two of us finally ate until we were full after a long time.

Karin devoured the food as if she was on a mukbang, ready to receive virtual gifts from viewers.

Watching her eat like that on a broadcast whets one’s appetite, but seeing it right in front of me somehow made me lose mine.

No, she doesn’t look ugly eating. She’s eating properly and with gusto.

So why does it feel so uncomfortable? Could this be what it feels like to be a great sage taking care of a baby dinosaur?

When the appointed time came, I headed to the Gate Management Bureau. It’s currently the hottest government agency, so the building was impeccably maintained.

“Welcome. I’m Minjung Kim. I called you earlier.”

“Hello.”

She’s a beautiful woman who looks good in office wear. Even with glasses, she looks intelligent.

But after greeting me, she stared at me so intently it made me uncomfortable.

“Have we met before?”

“Ah, that’s a classic pick-up line.”

The words slipped out before I could stop them. What would she think?

She might think I’m some crazy guy hitting on her during a professional meeting.

Minjung Kim’s mouth twitched slightly. I definitely saw it.

Suddenly, I had a new embarrassing memory.

“The Director is waiting inside.”

Guided by her, I entered the building.

Seeing white-collar workers wearing ID badges made me feel like I was somewhere important.

“Oh, this guy? Tall and handsome.”

The Director had a surprisingly friendly demeanor and was very straightforward.

He was so honest, he just stated facts.

“I’ll bring some tea.”

The secretary bowed politely and left the Director’s office. The Director invited me to sit on an expensive sofa like he had known me for a long time and welcomed me warmly.

The laugh lines around his eyes suggested he had a very good personality.

But that was just the surface.

People often act like they’ll give you their liver and gallbladder but will poison you if it serves their own interests.

I’d had enough of that kind of experience in the other world.

Avoid unnecessary grudges. The more enemies you have, the more obstacles you face.

“This is the first time I’ve seen such impressive records from day one of Awakening. I thought the guy who submitted the report must have made a mistake.” He chuckled.

The Director placed the report materials on the table. It included an overview and detailed investigation of the Anyang Amusement Park Incident.

“Why did you block the articles?”

“Articles? What articles are you talking about?”

He answered bluntly. No need to waste hours with unnecessary talk.

This middle-aged man in front of me was a slippery fellow.

Even after I said that, he acted like he didn’t understand at all. But I caught a flicker in his eyes.

Those tiny, invisible movements become evidence and add credibility.

I found it strange.

Many reporters had come, yet not a single proper article was published.

“Something happened, and it was resolved well,” was all the news said. That was too odd.


Honestly, I thought it would be heavily covered and become a big issue.

That would raise my profile and, naturally, my value.

But things played out differently.

Someone must have intervened.

I wondered who had the power to control reporters.

There couldn’t be many. So, by process of elimination, I narrowed it down to those involved with Hunters.

Finally, I considered who would arrange such a hurried meeting at this time.

“Did you block the articles, Director?”

The middle-aged man smiled, looking at me as if I was a foolish young kid playing a prank.

“There’s no benefit to controlling the articles. No matter how much the media whines, can they really suppress it? Besides, the more Hunters shine, the better it is for us. Why would we block it?”

He laughed. A sly guy indeed.

“Why such a misunderstanding?”

It’s not a misunderstanding. It’s a clear fact.

“There’s a shortage of people in government work. The competition with Guilds, which offer high salaries, and institutions that offer salaries plus honor incentives, makes it hard to attract talent.”

That’s it.

Hunters get hazard pay by default.

But when working for the state, due to patriotism, salaries inevitably drop.

In the name of some half-baked honor.

Of course, I also enjoy gaining attention and wealth. People might call me a materialist.

To those people, I’d ask—would you be willing to work for free out of burning patriotism? Or accept a pay cut?

The company would be the one to benefit.

Sounds ridiculous, right? One should receive fair compensation for their labor.

Pay is set according to ability.

There’s no need for unnecessary emotions to interfere.

Hmm. Friends working in government agencies are rarely passionate about their mission; they’re just insufficient in number.

“Is that so?”

Saying that, the Director crossed his legs, placed his hands on his knees, and asked leisurely.

“What about you?”

What about me? Money, obviously.

“I’m looking for a good Guild.”

The secretary brought the tea. The subtle aroma was pleasant.

“Money is great, sure. But the pride of working for the government isn’t small either. There’s no rush, so look carefully.”

“Is freelancing possible?”

“Freelancing?”

“I want to find a good Guild, get a good salary, and build a foundation for growth. But isn’t pride something you can fulfill separately?”

The Director smiled with interest.

“Go on.”

“I’m saying I’d apply if the institution needs freelancers. There’s always a shortage of manpower.”

Guards who patrol or secure dangerous zones.

Even if temporary, being a Hunter would grant various benefits.

Tax reductions, welfare support, and free dungeon access.

Being able to freely enter dungeons is an advantage for me.

Of course, entering higher-level dungeons is tough without bidding.

The Director tapped the armrest of the sofa with his fingers. His smile faded.

“In national emergencies, all Hunters are mobilized by public authority.”

“But not all emergencies are officially recognized.”

I matched what he wanted to hear with what I wanted to say. That’s a deal.

“I only ask that when I help, you provide some form of compensation. I’m not asking for much, just for the country’s sake.”

He wants to have me. Because I have potential? Or because of some special quality I possess?

Otherwise, there’d be no need for this ridiculous preliminary interview.

If I rejected it outright, I’d create resentment.

I’ve learned many times in the other world.

Showing your fangs is for the moment you bite to kill.

Half-hearted jabs only stir anger and increase caution.

If you’re going to act, do it decisively. If you’re going to aim, be cold and calculating.

The Director’s stern mouth, which had been tapping the chair’s armrest, lifted again.

“Hmm, the report seems a bit off.”

“Report?”

“Yeah. Military exemption. No social experience. Dropped out of high school.”

The Director smiled slyly.

“Our country tends to judge people by data. Maybe an overzealous subordinate made a mistake.”

They probably controlled it deliberately to prevent the story from being picked up elsewhere.

No matter how powerful Guilds or the media are, the Gate Management Bureau currently holds the most power.

At the beginning, the Gate Incident almost destroyed society.

The system is barely holding together now, but more and more skilled Hunters are emerging.

Meanwhile, the government’s control is steadily weakening.

At such times, the Gate Management Bureau even has the authority to deploy special forces to manage Hunters and prevent Gate rampages.

“That’s how such people protect the homeland.”

“How was it?”

The Director was interested in the young man. Uncharacteristically, he had set up this ridiculous preliminary interview and outright pressured them to block all articles.

Thanks to that, the Guild couldn’t even approach Lee Hyunbin beforehand and was treading carefully.

Rightly so.

No one wants to be targeted by the authorities.

Unless there were only a few Guilds, there were many competitors, and they could always collude with the government.

“Unique.”

“Unique?”

“Yeah, unique.”


The Director muttered something unintelligible and then smiled with interest.

“Can you prepare a freelance contract?”

The secretary blinked, not understanding the Director’s words.

It had been a long time since someone confidently made such a demand.
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There was still some good news.

At last, I moved out of that miserable monthly rental room.

No more drunken shouting from the next room, no more pounding on the walls begging for quiet.

It was a bit of an old house, but it had three rooms and two bathrooms.

Katrinne finally had her own room and a bed, and she seemed genuinely touched by it.

Blondie came over for the housewarming, along with the people from the Cheyuk Center where I worked.

The Cheyuk Center folks came partly as a farewell party.

“Coach Lee, if you’re going to become an official Hunter, shouldn’t you get some training?”

“The Director might even give you a special discount—staff rate.”

They said that with laughter, but quickly fell silent at the Director’s words.

“Coach Lee, if you’re going to train, you’ll need to spar too.”

I’m always up for that.

Well, monks can’t shave their own heads, after all. Training myself as a Hunter might not be enough.

Come on in, come on in.

“My schedule’s packed these days.”

“I can’t bring myself to throw punches at my comrades.”

Give me a break.

Without me saying a word, they were already debating among themselves about who would spar with me or take the hits—and then concluded that training wasn’t necessary.

“Oh, you live with the Coach? Ah, I see. I’m Kim Taeyang, the first disciple of our Coach—no, our Teacher.”

Since when were we teacher and disciple? We’re just people exchanging money. Honestly, if you don’t pay up, why would I train you?

But true to his gold-tanned punk image, he latched onto my acquaintance Katrinne.

That guy is so true to his character, it actually gives me chills.

At the housewarming, we ate delicious food and drank. I got to drink freely after a long time.

Kim Taeyang went wild calling Katrinne cute as she shoved food into her mouth.

Just watch her eat like that for three days straight—would you still find her cute?

Towards the end, Hunters who had been rescued by me at Anyang Amusement Park showed up.

It was a bit overwhelming. Their housewarming gifts were quite extravagant.

I’d been living in a monthly rental, so I didn’t have any proper furniture. I’d planned to buy some soon, but that wasn’t necessary anymore.

The Hunters who came gifted everything from a fridge, wardrobe, and TV to a drum washing machine.

Doing good really pays off. You save people, get bounty rewards, receive gifts, and your rescue stats go up, making you stronger.

“Hyunbin, we’ll come running whenever you call. You’re our lifesaver.”

That was their reaction. Their eyes shone with a burden of gratitude, ready to listen to anything I said.

Well, it might come in handy someday. Connections are important even in the Hunter world.

It was the first time since returning to modern life that I’d experienced such a lively time.

Katrinne seemed to be enjoying it too.

“Raid success rate is 32%.”

A man transitioning from middle age into old age spoke up.

“Our bids haven’t been going well lately…”

The man who spoke to the elder was in his early to mid-thirties. He looked terrified of the older man before him.

This was a man who could snap his leash at any moment.

A man who could throw his own son off a cliff if deemed useless.

He knew the Chairman—no, the Father—better than anyone else.

“Do you think I’m too old to understand or make judgments?”

“No, it’s not that…”

“Explain to me how bidding and success rate are related. Make it simple.”

For dungeon bidding, it’s best to have many Hunters with good results and rank ratings.

But success rate was a different story.

It meant that even if the bid was successful, the actual combat had failed.

“Can’t you figure it out? Then explain why our guild is always outside the top ten overall.”

“We could quickly climb if we had just one S-rank Hunter…”

“How many guilds inside the top ten do you think have an S-rank Hunter?”

There were currently only three S-rank Hunters in the Republic of Korea.

The unshakable number one, the Shinwa Guild, had imported S-rank mercenaries from abroad.

Thanks to that, they’d had a good time in dungeons and expanded their business significantly.

And just a month ago, the Fighting God Guild, fiercely rising in momentum, scouted Seol Jihoon—the third S-rank Hunter—to finally shake off their perennial second-place tag.

In other words, there were only two guilds with S-rank Hunters.

The remaining S-rank Hunter was a Hero affiliated with the Government.

“Did I invest too little?”

This guild was run by a group that could rightfully be called a conglomerate.

One of the top ten chaebols in the Republic of Korea, no less.

“What’s the problem? Other groups entered the business early and smoothly developed weapons. Does it make sense that we’re the only ones still running deficits?”

Eventually, the elder snapped.

The man in his thirties had no choice but to bow his head in silence, burdened by his guilt.

The elder wiped his face with his hand. All his children gave him headaches.

Still, luck hadn’t run out completely. There was one child who had earned the Chairman’s favor.

“Jaejoon, what do you think?”

Actually, there was another man who had been quietly sitting there from the start.

The man with neatly slicked-back hair parted 8:2 spoke softly.

“The guild’s management is sloppy.”

“What, you?”

“Keep quiet. Jaejoon—no, Chief Im, continue.”

The man in his thirties shut his mouth in dissatisfaction.

Im Jaejoon spoke without waiting for permission.

“A company and a guild are living organisms. The organizational restructuring of Hanul Guild needs to be our top priority.”

The guild needed talent. At the very least, cutting down on the number of attractive secretaries currently in the guild wouldn’t be a bad start.

The guild run by this conglomerate had been notorious from the start. It often made headlines.

Hunters getting drunk and causing trouble was a common occurrence, and the lack of teamwork caused friction.

No matter how many high-performing, that is, good Hunters were recruited, it was meaningless if they weren’t utilized properly.

A batting lineup made up solely of clean-up hitters who hit home runs doesn’t win baseball games.


You need pitchers, fielders, people to train them, and a manager to lead them.

Like a living being, moving limbs, muscles, and even blood vessels must be considered.

Timely rewards and care are essential.

Im Jaejoon spoke only of the basics. Nothing remarkable anywhere else.

But those basics were completely ignored in this guild, which to the man in his thirties was nothing more than a vending machine to extract money.

“If we let go of Hunters who unnecessarily take salaries as free agents and aggressively hire experienced managers through organizational restructuring, it should work.”

“Anyone can talk big.”

The man in his thirties sneered at Im Jaejoon’s words.

The elder said nothing, only listened.

Im Jaejoon knew from his gaze what was truly wanted.

They didn’t want obvious, rulebook answers.

“But still, having at least one franchise star to represent our group would be great.”

“Franchise star?”

“Yes. For example, an S-rank Hunter under information protection.”

“Information protection?”

Both the elder and the man in his thirties looked at Im Jaejoon, intrigued by the unfamiliar term.

“Currently, a fourth S-rank Hunter has appeared.”

“Fourth?”

“Yes. This is information I received from a reliable friend. It hasn’t been made public yet.”

You can’t stress enough the importance of an S-rank.

“Chief Im, move forward with the guild business.”

“Father, I—”

“Father?”

“No, Chairman…”

The Chairman looked at his eldest son with a look of disdain. Compared to him, the youngest son, Im Jaejoon, was more competent.

The Chairman thought he was the spitting image of his younger self.

So his expectations were high.

“Well, Chief Im?”

“If you entrust me, I will do my best.”

During the first Gate Incident, it had been a fight for survival. But once the Gate stabilized and experience accumulated, we began to challenge dungeons.

The new energy gained there immediately brought prosperity.

Im Jaejoon recalled his eldest son, who had looked at him with a growling glare after losing his share.

The more he thought about it, the more satisfying it was. No, he was actually grateful for his son’s stupidity.

If he had shown even a hint of talent, the youngest son wouldn’t have gotten this opportunity.

Feeling good, Im Jaejoon entered his office and inhaled the rich aroma of high-quality brewed coffee prepared by his secretary.

He looked out the window.

A concrete jungle of buildings. People scurrying like ants, striving to survive.

Looking down on them, Jaejoon felt the weight of time.

He was thirty years old. He had lived in this urban jungle for thirty years.

He was not satisfied. He’d only just obtained a failing guild.

Of course, the guild’s existence was essential to launching the plans he had prepared until now.

‘Franchise star.’

He had confidently told the Chairman this earlier, but aside from knowing that the fourth S-rank Awakener had exceptional talent, he knew nothing else.

In other words, it was like a lottery ticket—he didn’t know if it was worth fifty thousand won or five hundred million.

‘If only I had a bastard like that as a good card.’

Jaejoon rifled through his mental archive.

He couldn’t forget even if he tried.

A monster who grew stronger the more you stepped on it.

A genius who, in just a year, stood toe to toe.

Buzz buzz.

Jaejoon picked up his phone from the desk.

“Hello.”

—This is me, Chief Im.

It was Kim Minjung, secretary to the Director of the agency.

The reliable friend he had mentioned earlier was her.

“Yes, how are things over there?”

—The name of the recently awakened S-rank Hunter is Seohyeonji. Her specialty is Spirit Summoning.

“Spirit Magic. Not bad.”

No doubt, other guilds had probably already received information about her. It was necessary to move quickly.

—And I have something more to report.

“More?”

Jaejoon’s curiosity was piqued.

Kim Minjung never chatted beyond what was necessary, so if she added more, it had to be important.

—I saw the Hero today.

Jaejoon was momentarily speechless.

The Hero.

A genius from another dimension who could maximize the benefits of the System.


Just a year ago, his mighty army had fallen one after another. Ultimately, he himself had fallen.

Jaejoon’s gaze landed on the mirror on the table. What did his expression look like now?

He was smiling.

His fiercest rival. The one who had dealt him his first and only defeat.
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After awakening, finding a Guild became my top priority.

Entering a dungeon requires an entry fee. It’s not like it’s some amusement park.

Clearing dungeons is another hassle.

You have to file dungeon reports with the Association or relevant Agency, and that’s incredibly tedious.

And that’s not all.

Collecting Magic Stones and selling them is also something you have to do individually.

Magic Stones fluctuate like stocks—sometimes they rebound, sometimes they drop—so it’s best to sell them when you won’t suffer losses.

Without a Guild, all these troublesome tasks fall on the individual.

Before awakening, I submitted my resume to the top 20 Guilds. But as expected, all I got were rejections or “try again next time.”

Now, I’m considered a very promising prospect.

Since the article about me came out, other Guilds have sent scouting offers as a way of testing the waters.

Though I hate to admit it, none of them have offered more than 3.5 billion from the Fighting God Guild.

Of course, money isn’t everything. How influential the Guild is also matters.

The Fighting God Guild has been investing heavily to shake off their perpetual second-place tag and challenge for first.

But I don’t want to join Fighting God. I already turned them down once.

I fidgeted with the business card I had received before and took a closer look.

The former Team Leader of the Hwarang Guild.

Someone I’d known since my Trainer days. 

He had told me to come knock on the Hwarang Guild’s door anytime I awakened.

I contacted Team Leader Jeon.

A message popped up saying he was currently unavailable.

“Must be in a dungeon.”

When Hunters have their phones off like this, it usually means they’re in the middle of a dungeon run.

Strike while the iron’s hot.

Seeing the constant spam-like Guild recruitment messages, I figured I should just pick one.

Since I know someone at Hwarang Guild, it could be a decent choice.

Currently, Hwarang Guild is ranked 11th.

They have a fair amount of recognition, so it’s a good place to be active. However, since they’re not in the top 10, they might be at a disadvantage during bidding.

“But maybe there’s satisfaction in nurturing something.”

It’s good to thrive in an already established place, but starting somewhere still lacking isn’t bad either.

If I build it with my own hands, everything will revolve around me.

In other words, it’s like abandoning Wei and choosing Shu.

I took a taxi to the Hwarang Guild and registered for an interview at the front desk. Showing Team Leader Jeon’s business card, I requested an interview with someone in charge.

As expected, I got a free pass.

Team Leader Jeon had gone into a dungeon run with the rookies and was currently absent.

A cup of sweet coffee mix in a paper cup was placed in front of me. A white-collar office worker sat opposite me.

He looked too young to conduct a proper preliminary interview. 

Probably younger than me.

“These days, everyone’s so busy with runs and training that I’m here for pre-contracts. I’m Assistant Manager Heo Su.”

“I’m Lee Hyunbin, formerly a Trainer at the Star Center.”

Assistant Manager Heo Su handed me his business card, which I glanced over.

Clean serif font on a white background.

“I heard you interviewed here before.”

“Oh, yes.”

“You’ve had your Supporter Awakening.”

He glanced at me sideways.

“Ah, but we already have quite a few Supporters in our Guild.”

Assistant Manager Heo Su looked a bit embarrassed.

“Since we’re partnered with a Noble Guild—industry’s second place—we have a lot of Supporter roles.”

“So?”

“The signing bonus might be a bit low. I can discuss with the Team Leaders again, but I’ll just give you the average annual salary info for now.”

He slid over a standard contract.

A signing bonus of 3,000, with all the terms and conditions laid out in detail.

“Looks like the merits section is missing from the contract.”

“Oh, really? I thought I checked… Hmm, it seems properly written.”

What nonsense is he talking about?

He saw my expression and smirked, then said calmly,

“Nowadays, even Supporters are considered high-level talent. Experience and education matter a lot. If you join the Dungeon Supporters Team that the former Team Leader is nurturing, your salary would be higher.”

Well, it seemed like they based this offer solely on my old resume here.

“You can sign the contract later. Usually, Supporter grades don’t have special contracts, so just consider this for reference.”

I smiled and pushed the contract back toward him.

He looked at me, puzzled, like “What are you doing?”

“I don’t need it.”

“Excuse me?”

“I said I don’t need it.”

“You probably don’t know the standard Supporter signing bonus…”

He went on with unnecessary explanation, but I cut him off sharply.

“You’re the one who doesn’t know.”

“Me?”

“If you want to work in this field, you should be quick with information. You’re doing this clumsily.”

He was trying to judge everything based on an old resume and a business card from the former Team Leader. 

What presumptions.

I turned and left the Hwarang Guild.

By the time I got home on the bus, my phone kept ringing. It was a familiar number.

—“Hunter Lee Hyunbin, this is Assistant Manager Heo Su from Hwarang Guild’s HR team. Sorry, I think I misunderstood and gave you wrong information.”

When I didn’t answer, a message arrived.

Actually, on the way home, I noticed something interesting.

A headline at the top of a Portal Site news section.

—Hanul Group’s second son, Im Jaejoon, appointed as the third-generation Guild Master.


—21st-ranked Hanul Guild: Can it change with the new Union Chief?

It was a story about Im Jaejoon, the golden spoon heir. Seeing it made me laugh unconsciously.

“So you came too, huh?”

The Demon King Im Jaejoon now looked like a chaebol heir.

—“Are you around? I’ll come pick you up.”

Ignoring the relentless texts, I got off the bus.

Not far from the stop, I saw the Hanul Guild building.

I stormed inside.

“What brings you here?”

The receptionist at Hanul Guild seemed to scan me suspiciously since I didn’t have an access pass.

“I want to see the Union Chief.”

“The Union Chief?”

“Of course, no appointment.”

Saying I was here to meet the representative caught the receptionist off guard for a moment. But soon, they replied professionally.

“I’m sorry, but the Union Chief can’t be seen without an appointment…”

“That’s fine.”

Just then, a woman’s voice interrupted the receptionist.

“Mr. Guest, you have an appointment with the Union Chief.”

“Oh, yes.”

A woman I hadn’t met before said that to the receptionist and motioned me to follow her.

She looked like a secretary or an executive assistant.

Though her appearance was different, I recognized who she was.

“Olivier.”

“Long time no see.”

Olivier.

An Elder Succubus and one of the Demon King’s subordinates.

I had felt uneasy since I first saw her in the director’s office.

I had contacted her beforehand, knowing that suddenly asking to meet the Hanul representative would be refused.

Maybe because of her cloning ability, she arrived quickly.

“It’s a pity.”

Olivier said unexpectedly.

“If you’d been just one day later, we’d have raided first.”

What is she talking about?

“As expected of the Hero. You’re a pro at storming into other people’s houses.”

“Say that, and I sound like a criminal.”

“Aren’t you?”

“Of course not. If they suspected me, they shouldn’t have let me in.”

“If they don’t let you in, they’d just forcibly…”

That unpleasant implication made me uncomfortable.

Olivier led me to the VIP Elevator.

The elevator doors opened on the eighth floor.

Expensive tiles, security guards, and secretaries awaited. They all bowed respectfully to Olivier—and me, by extension.

“Could it be that all the employees here are from the Demon King’s Army?”

“Not all.”

That figures.

It’s strange enough that the Demon King and Succubus are in this world, but they can’t be hopping dimensions so freely.

“There are a few.”

“Ah.”

Is dimensional travel this easy? Anyone can come and go as they please?

I’d struggled for eleven years just to return to the original world.

“Hero, your observational skills have declined. You would have recognized them immediately before.”

“Honestly, I didn’t recognize you because you were dressed properly. If you wore that mesh Succubus combat outfit like in the other world, I’d have known right away.”

“…Come in!”

She snapped.

I had many questions, and someone inside had the answers.

I entered the Union Chief’s reception room.

A faint fragrance filled the air.

Luxurious sofas and a wide glass window overlooking the concrete cityscape.

Turning at the sound of the door, a man in an expensive suit appeared.

“You’re still the same. Living without a care.”

The Demon King, Im Jaejoon, smiled with a raised lip.

In the other world, we faced each other with blades drawn, plotting to kill one another.

Meeting the Demon King again here in the modern world felt strange.

“Have a seat.”

Im Jaejoon crossed his legs on the expensive sofa and sipped from a fine teacup.

His wristwatch shone—a luxury ordinary people could never afford in their lifetime.

Not just the watch, but his tie, jacket, and shoes were all covered in designer labels.

“You’ve changed a lot.”

“Is that so? Hah, I’ve gotten used to this lifestyle.”

“You used to be bald, but now you have a full head of hair?”

“Oh, right. Back then, the miserable horns weakened my hair.”

“For Majok, horns are a symbol of power. People like you will never understand.”

Honestly, having more hair is better than horns.

I used to have dark circles, but now they’re gone.

“How did you and Olivier come here? Did you die and get reincarnated or something?”

It sounds absurd, but I’ve witnessed several impossible things happen that defy reality.

Like the Floating Island drifting in the sky.

“Yeah, probably. Seeing you here means the plan succeeded, huh?”

“Yeah.”

My answer made a flicker appear in Im Jaejoon’s eyes.

“Honestly, I’m impressed.”

He smiled politely.

As expected from someone who ruled the entire continent, he had a certain aura.

Though we spoke casually, we were both observing each other carefully.

The Demon King drew the first blade.

“So, what brings the one who ruined me here?”

“Oh, that was long ago. You’re still hung up on that? You’re more sensitive than you seem. Did it hurt when the Holy Sword Laevateinn pierced you?”

He said this while picking a nut from the table and popping it into his mouth.

Mmm, tasty. Maybe I should take some home.

“I never imagined the one who shattered everything I built would appear so nonchalantly.”

Im Jaejoon’s eyes smiled strangely, claws extended, teeth bared.

Naturally.

“Let me be straightforward.”

I was confident.

“Invest in me.”

Walking a path I had once taken again wasn’t difficult.

“Invest?”

“Why not?”

“I never said I didn’t like it.”

I could get stronger on my own, but there were too many restrictions.

I had to clear S-rank or A-rank dungeons to gain experience and farm items.

To restore my full potential.

But ordinary people couldn’t enter those places, and mediocre Guilds couldn’t even bid on dungeons.

“Why choose me after all this time? We were once enemies, after all.”

“You wanted to conquer the continent, and I wanted to liberate it.”

The Demon King, Im Jaejoon.

In the other world, he was a king who led the Majok to rise against human oppression.

I skimmed through some info on the way here.

A bastard son of the Hanul Group.

A monster who couldn’t have everything due to his half-blood, stepping into the blue ocean of Guilds with his own will and power.

He needed a business partner, and I needed capital.

Our goals were the same.

“I used to wonder about that.”

Im Jaejoon began.

“Why didn’t I summon a Hero?”

The Demon King didn’t summon warriors like the Hero from the other world because he was strong enough on his own.

“Want some blueberries?”

They’re pretty good. I think I’ll come here often. This place is nuts and berries heaven.

“I bought them myself.”

He took the blueberries I offered and popped them into his mouth.

“At least I don’t judge people by resumes.”


This Demon King is definitely not ordinary.

“Tea is served.”

Olivier brought the tea I was to drink. The aroma was pleasant.

The fine teacup made it clear this was no simple coffee mix.
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The mission given to me after being summoned to this other world was to defeat the Demon King.

It was said that the Boundary of Magic had thickened because of the Demon King’s presence, making it impossible to open the Gate.

It’s a cliché, but only those who come from another dimension could wield the Holy Sword Laevateinn.

My body was too weak to use the Holy Sword, so I went through training that felt like half dying over and over.

I trained not only to build solid muscles and tireless stamina but also to possess unending Magic Power.

One year later.

The Demon King’s Army began to move, aiming to bring the Seven Kingdoms to their knees.

Each kingdom united tightly to prevent their destruction.

But the Demon King didn’t budge, even against the combined forces of the Seven Kingdoms. Rather, as if pleased, he showed off just how formidable his army was.

The Death Knights, loyal only to the Demon King’s orders, rose again, their bodies possessed by the souls of the dead.

They wielded weapons once more, displaying a Lance Charge stronger than when they were alive, striking fear into the Seven Kingdoms.

On the first day, the bravest king died in battle.

The same happened the next day. Fierce battles raged on, but every time, the Demon King unveiled a new elite guard, humiliating humanity.

Those who remembered the death of the bravest king fought more passively.

And that was exactly what the Demon King wanted.

The Seven Kingdoms were overwhelmed by the Demon King.

The hope that was fading was reignited by the Order of Knights I led myself.

“If it hadn’t been for that Order of Knights, I would have been the ruler of the Seven Kingdoms.”

“Regretting old decisions is amateurish. It’s no use regretting not being nicer to an ex-girlfriend.”

“How much do you want as a signing bonus?”

“According to my calculations—being a math major—the Hero’s signing bonus should be around 20 million won.”

“20 million won worth of hits?”

“I’m a PE graduate, so I’m not easy. I’m a black belt, after all.”

Olivier must have gone to several universities just to create clones like that unnecessarily.

She seems to want to call herself elite, but I know her true nature. She’s secretly a klutz; there’s always a flaw in what she does.

Thanks to that, she once barged in trying to ambush me but got completely stripped of her soul and fled.

Let’s see.

The fighter offered me 3.5 billion won.

“10 billion.”

“Billion…”

“Let’s make it 10 billion.”

Everything.

Olivier really asked for a billion won.

Currently, only S-rank Hunters receive signing bonuses over 10 billion won.

And that’s domestic—overseas, that figure multiplies several times.

Because of that, several S-rank Awakened have changed their nationality in our country.

“For someone claiming to do righteous deeds and help the needy, that’s quite a large amount for a Hero.”

Why are you so money-minded?

That’s the idea.

Hey, why are you acting like this between players?

“Does a Hero not eat or poop? Do you think selling a 1 million won item for 10,000 won as a favor is a wise investment?”

Let’s be honest.

“Is 10 billion too expensive for me?”

No, it’s not.

On paper, I’m not worth 10 billion. But if you ask people who know me about my worth—

“They’d say, ‘That’s cheap. Far too cheap.’”

Even the Demon King, Im Jaejoon, smiled while agreeing.

“You just became Guild Master. Signing such a radical contract with someone without any experience will cause problems later.”

“Does the Demon King fear getting nagged by old fogies?”

“Maybe the Demon King thinks nagging sounds like classical music?”

To be honest, I know.

Hanul Group, a global company, is skeptical about the guild business.

Because the previous Master, the eldest son of Hanul Group’s chairman, caused all sorts of chaos.

Hunters involved in various scandals and accidents without proper management.

What should have been a golden egg business for other companies became a loss for Hanul.

Given the situation, Hanul wasn’t in the best financial shape.

“Capture all public attention with bold moves. That’s what you’re good at.”

Honestly, you know I’ll quickly prove my worth for that money.

“Treat talents well. Let the pearls in the mud who haven’t yet revealed their value come to you.”

When Youngking of the Yeon Dynasty worried about finding talent, his retainer Gwak-oe told him to take care of me first.

Gwak-oe, who was favored and meticulous, apparently attracted talented people like a cloud. Though there’s no one better than me, of course.

“In the other world, you didn’t even want a single gold coin.”

“I have many uses for it here too.”

Money is good.

And personally, I had things I wanted to do and invest in when I had money.

It wouldn’t be a loss for either me or Im Jaejoon.

“100 billion is too much. 40 billion.”

Im Jaejoon offered half.

That’s over the fighter’s 3.5 billion.

“95 billion.”

“45 billion.”

The basis of negotiation is to meet in the middle.

“90 billion.”

“50 billion.”

“I’ll also fully support all the equipment developed at the Guild’s Equipment Lab.”

“Isn’t that normal support?”

“That’s in normal times.”

The Demon King said this as he raised his hand to Olivier.

She soon pulled out a sword from her inventory.


Even at a glance, its dazzling brilliance suggested it was made of top-tier materials.

The Hunters’ primary weapon—the Ether Blade.

“MAA-RX07 Longsword, Blue Label-grade weapon. Made by Graham.”

Feeling it, the blade was definitely different.

In an era where wars ended with missiles, cold weapons had weakened. But with the age of Hunters, a fusion of cold weapons and science had arrived.

Yes.

Weapon properties vary depending on their label. The Blue series generally emphasizes durability.

“Oh, Graham?”

“Yeah, that Graham.”

The legendary dwarf blacksmith hailed as the continent’s greatest.

That guy’s here?

“You know Graham’s value well. Now there’s a reason to join our guild.”

“Sorry, no discounts for acquaintances. You’re not even an acquaintance to begin with. No chance. 8.5 billion.”

“5.5 billion. I’ll give you shares in the guild.”

“Shares?”

“Yours. Yeah.”

He placed his clasped hands on his crossed knee.

“Thinking of rebuilding the Order of Knights?”

In other words, he was offering to form a team just for me and support it.

Of course, I can live well on my own. But dungeons are, after all, team play.

Or, even for the future, it’s advantageous to have friends who can become my hands and feet.

“I’ll help you build a team suited to your taste.”

Definitely glad I came here.

Because we were once enemies, I recognize the value of my opponent.

“8 billion.”

“6 billion.”

“I’ll also settle everything about your roommate.”

Im Jaejoon put the final touch on the negotiation.

“Alright.”

The deal was made.

I had been worried about Karin for some time.

She didn’t even have a Resident Registration Card. Above all, there was no data about her in this modern era.

I actually planned to send her back to her original world, but I didn’t know when that would happen.

And for the day that would come, I wanted Karin to live a normal life.

So I signed a contract with Hanul for 6 billion won.

Signing a contract for 6 billion for a mere Supporter, a Hunter just awakened, was very unprecedented.

Im Jaejoon might be called crazy for it.

Well, not my problem.

When I returned home, I told Karin the Demon King was here.

Her pupils trembled upon hearing the news.

It was understandable.

She was from another world. To them, the Demon King was a symbol of terror.

Especially since Karin was like a Saint of the shrine, she was even more incompatible with the Demon King.

“Now I can finally make you your own card.”

Until now, she had been using cards under my name.

Her game accounts, even portal site accounts, were all under my name.

“Good?”

“But once I get a Resident Registration Card, I’ll be able to make cards and do economic activities too, right?”

“Uh, probably?”

“Now I can even do real estate transactions, right?”

She’s already saying scary things.

She doesn’t realize how terrifying housing prices are. Normal office workers sometimes work like ants their whole lives just to get one house.

Or they struggle with loan debts.

“There’s a school here too, right? I can go to school?”

She’s still a teenager, so maybe she wants to go to school. It makes sense she’d be interested in a place where kids her age gather.

“You want to go to school?”

“No, a main quest popped up.”

What’s that supposed to mean?

“I have no choice if I want to raise my affinity.”

She loved games so much that her life had become like a game.

She wants to go to school just to complete a quest.

“Heheh. It’s quite lucrative.”

Karin imitated a sly old man counting money.

She looks normal, but her actions are something else…

A week passed, and Karin’s Resident Registration Card arrived.

Lee Seoyeon.

That became Karin’s Korean name.

“Jaejoon.”

Im Jaejoon turned his head at the call.

How many people at work call him by his name? Sure enough, there was the face he hated.

“Did you lay off everyone?”

It was his older brother, Im Jaeho.

“Still, those were people you brought in. How does it make you look to lay them all off like that?”

“Employees who only know flattery. Assistants who only think about dating. How can you work with people like that?”

Im Jaeho chuckled at his brother’s words.

“This guy always nags at me. If you cut everyone like that, it’ll look obvious. I’ve got a temper. Consider others’ feelings. Play with class.”

“Don’t worry. I only fired corrupt employees. If they object, we’ll have to investigate how they handled work and embezzled company resources, then discipline them. It’s their choice: money or discipline.”

The youngest brother kept butting in. Thinking back, he’d been stubborn since he was a kid.

Always a thorn in their side and never in a good mood.

“It’s been noisy lately. I heard you gave 6 billion won to recruit a porter?”

That was the reason for his visit today.

Im Jaeho sneered at his younger brother.

He found it ridiculous that their father trusted the younger brother so much.

“If you don’t know, hire a professional manager or something. Don’t you know the market? 6 billion for a porter? For someone without experience to be a convoy captain? Everyone’s talking about it. How expensive the cargo must be to pay 6 billion. Father would be disappointed if he knew.”

“Well, since you’ve disappointed him enough, I don’t think he’d be upset by much anymore.”

Some even called Hanul Guild a gang of troublemakers.

Only Hanul Guild caused all sorts of incidents.

Because of that, even shareholders within Hanul Group talked about disbanding the guild.

“Kim Changyeon won’t just step down. Although he caused trouble, he’s been here since the guild’s early days. Yang Cheonsu is a backbone too. Both have high personal rankings.”

“The tail’s bigger than the belly.”

“The dog can’t bite its owner. But maybe it can bite the dog you brought?”

Im Jaeho and his brother had two fierce watchdogs each, hard to handle.

If the guild ordered them out, Yang Cheonsu and Kim Changyeon wouldn’t just comply.

Not that it’s something to brag about, Hanul Guild was basically made up of those two factions.

“I know.”

“You know? So, any plan?”

“No.”

Hearing this, Im Jaeho smirked. Losing control of the guild business might actually benefit him.

Guild management is no easy task.

The more the younger brother mismanages it, the more it will drag his reputation down to the bottom.

Fortunately, having worked in that world first, he had some influence left.

“You don’t have to worry. 6 billion is actually a bargain.”

If the opponent understood money, he’d have paid even more in this other world.

Getting him not to turn into an enemy for just 6 billion is a huge win.


“That guy will become the franchise of our guild.”

Im Jaejoon said with a smirk.

The golden goose no one knew about.

When he was an enemy, he made them nervous like this. Now that he’s an ally, it feels so reassuring.



 
  Chapter 18: Seems Like It’ll Be Easy?







	Hanul Guild’s Massive Layoffs! Is Disbandment Inevitable?

	Hanul Guild Scouts Former Trainer and Porter Awakened Hunter Lee Hyunbin (30) as Third Raid Team Leader.

	The First Domestic Porter to Earn a 6 Billion Won Annual Salary.



“This is ridiculous.”

“No kidding.”

The man folded the newspaper as if crumpling trash, openly expressing his dissatisfaction.

The person sitting opposite him was no different.

Both belonged to the Hanul Guild’s Team 3, which was currently a hot topic of discussion.

“A porter making 6 billion?”

“Yeah, and they say he’s coming in as the raid team leader.”

“He’s going to join our team.”

Hanul Guild currently has three raid teams.

Team 1, led by Yang Cheonsu, who was aligned with the former Union Chief.

Team 2, home to Kim Changyeon, a notorious troublemaker in the Hunter world known for causing trouble while drunk.

And Team 3, which still exists but had been leaderless due to the previous team leader’s contract expiring, leaving a vacancy.

“Honestly, shouldn’t Kimon hyung be the one stepping up as team leader this time?”

“Eh, I’m not exactly leader material.”

The man, quietly listening to his team members, waved his hands with a gentle smile.

“No, if it weren’t for Kimon hyung, Team 3—or rather, Hanul Guild—would’ve disbanded long ago. While Teams 1 and 2 were busy getting into all sorts of accidents, who was quietly contributing to local dungeon clearances?”

Kim Kimon.

Once overshadowed by the power struggle between Teams 1 and 2, Team 3 was constantly shuffled through various leaders due to a lack of stability.

If not for Kim Kimon, a longtime fixture in Hanul Guild, Team 3 might not have lasted this long.

And suddenly, some porter with no Hunter ranking is going to become team leader?

After all the endurance in this garbage guild, this is all the thanks Team 3 gets?

It was nothing short of an insult to Team 3.

“This damn guild is full of parachute drops. No wonder it’s a mess.”

“It’s disgusting. We should just quit the guild. Now some nobody’s trying to take the lead.”

Originally, the Union Chief position was supposed to be held by experienced Hunters.

But every Union Chief in Hanul Guild so far had been an executive from Hanul Group.

As a result, despite being run by the Group, the guild never even made it to the top 10.

“Hey seniors, apparently the new Team 3 leader has arrived, and they want everyone gathered.”

“A meeting right after he shows up?”

The two men, Chahyunsoo and Johanseon, frowned at the message from the team’s youngest member.

“Alright, everyone move. The guild must have its reasons. It’s good if a new leader brings fresh strength.”

“A porter as raid leader? Other guilds will be laughing their heads off.”

“Just thinking about the other teams mocking us makes me sick.”

Despite the grumbling, Kim Kimon, the de facto leader of Team 3, chuckled and led his comrades.

From behind, someone whispered, “Our Kimon hyung’s just too nice a person.”

Soon, Team 3 gathered in the office to meet the newly assigned Union Chief.

The Group Chairman’s son—the epitome of a parachute drop.

Beside him stood a young man who looked barely in his early twenties.

Unlike the others, Kim Kimon smiled quietly to himself.

“Looks easy to handle.”

Inexperienced youngsters were easy to manipulate with just a few words.

In other words, the newly appointed team leader was a pushover.

Kim Kimon mentally sized up his new prey.

“Hello, I’m Lee Hyunbin, the new member joining Team 3. I lack experience here, so I hope you’ll all support me.”

“Welcome.”

“Nice to meet you.”

Hanul Guild has three teams in total, and I have just become the raid leader of the third.

“I heard you’re thirty, but you look so young.”

“Thank you.”

“You must’ve grown up well. We look worn out from scraping our lives away.”

The man, who looked like he was in his late thirties, spoke.

‘Grown up well,’ he said. Hearing that made me smirk.

I’m an orphan. I carry filthy memories no student should have to endure.

On top of that, I was dropped into another world.

Not some manga story where you build a harem and succeed at everything, but ten years spent in fierce life-or-death survival competition.

Never once would anyone say I ‘grew up well.’

“Hey, don’t use your old face as an excuse for your experience.”

“Hey, before I became a Hunter, people used to say I had porcelain skin.”

“Enough with the nonsense. Our new team leader looks like he’s got something to say, so let’s focus.”

The speaker wasn’t someone who looked older than their years, but a man who appeared to be in his late thirties or early forties.

Too old to be actively working in the field these days.

But it was clear to me—this man was the true boss of Team 3.

“Yes, I was told to manage schedules from above. By the way, may I know your name?”

“Oh, I’m Kim Kimon. I’ve been here the longest, so if you don’t know something, just ask me.”

He had the friendly vibe of the neighbor down the street and a warm smile, as if ‘nice personality’ was glued to his face.

“I’ll remember your name quickly.”

After all, Team 3 has only six members. Should be easy to remember.

“I need some time to adjust and get to know everyone, but like Kimon said, the higher-ups want the schedules handled immediately.”

“Kimon?”

When I said this, one team member furrowed his brow deeply. Others looked the same.

Look at these guys.

“Oh, sorry. I forgot you’re the deputy leader.”

“No, that’s just an honorary title given because I’m the oldest and longest here. Just call me whatever you want.”

Kim Kimon waved his hands with a smile.

But his loyal followers glared at me like they wanted to tear me apart.

I skimmed the papers I had been given.

The two men glaring at me were Chahyunsoo and Johanseon.

They were practically the ‘twin towers’ of Team 3’s damage dealers.

Currently rated at C+ grade.


I flipped a sheet. It contained Kim Kimon’s profile data.

He was known for his mild personality and big-brother image, which helped him build a broad network inside and outside Hanul Guild.

His current Hunter grade was D.

Not outstanding.

“We’ve received raid requests.”

“How many?”

“Three.”

“Never had three come in at once before.”

“Gates have been appearing more frequently lately, so requests have increased.”

The reaction wasn’t positive.

They sounded annoyed about having to take on more work.

There were many reasons to enter a dungeon: gaining experience and growing stronger, or obtaining rewards.

Our current requests involved two Lowest Grade Dungeons and one Lower Grade Dungeon.

The bosses were Normal grade.

Bosses or dungeons with decent grades come with good rewards—ones capable of turning your life around in one shot.

“We’re not some grunts for manual labor. The Lowest Grade dungeons are cleared by supporters alone, or even armed soldiers. Why should it always be us?”

“Well, it’s community service?”

When a Gate appears, it threatens the public.

It’s basically a disaster.

If not dealt with quickly, monsters swarm and dungeons spawn.

So local guilds have to clean their area as a matter of course.

“Ridiculous.”

Johanseon sneered at my remark. Why is this guy so hostile?

“I don’t know much about the new leader, but we’ve been dying nonstop from all the dungeon runs.”

“Dying nonstop?”

“Dungeon runs. We should have more.”

Huh?

That’s strange.

The report says Team 3’s last dungeon run was two weeks ago. Sounds like they’ve had a good rest.

“And no support either.”

“Support?”

“Look at the other teams. They always have brand-new equipment, but we’re stuck with outdated gear.”

Johanseon grumbled as he shook his Aether Blade, then carelessly dropped it on the floor.

“Well, if we produce results and build skill, I guess better equipment will come naturally.”

“But how can you get results without equipment? I’m not asking for a personal weapon, but at least give us proper support.”

A personal weapon is crafted solely for its owner.

Only A-grade Hunters or above carry such weapons.

There are no A-grade Hunters in my team. Just a bunch of mediocre guys.

“I understand what you’re saying. If improvements are needed, I’ll look into it and pass it up. But it doesn’t seem like you can’t kill Goblins with your current gear.”

Saying that, I tossed the weapon back to Johanseon.

Throw away your weapon?

Soldiers treat guns like lovers; knights treat swords like their lives.

I don’t like that he frowned after catching it.

Am I someone he doesn’t have to bother managing his expression around?

Or maybe I’m used to a world where expression management isn’t necessary?

“Our new team leader doesn’t know yet. Goblins are seriously scary.”

What am I supposed to do with this?

The team laughed.

I laughed too.

I have no idea how they interpreted my laughter.

One thing’s clear—this is about asserting dominance.

“So Johanseon Hunter can’t do anything until proper support comes?”

“Going in without weapons is way too dangerous.”

Everyone around chuckled.

Clearly, they were trying to joke around, but it wasn’t cheerful or fun.

“What about the others?”

“Well, yeah. I guess so?”

“What do you mean by that?”

They mumbled without a proper answer.

I’m not sure if this is an elementary school class meeting.

“Team leader.”

Only then did Kim Kimon speak. His face was still kind and gentle as he chuckled softly.

“Our guys are still recovering from the last dungeon’s aftereffects. They need some rest.”

“Oh, really?”

“Yes. I know you want quick results, but how about building rapport and understanding the work slowly at first?”

“Oh, really?”

I tapped the chair leg with my finger.

Typical parachute team leader.

A rookie Awakened who’s barely been around. No wonder they don’t like him being above them.

But it’s a little unfair—I have over eleven years of System experience.

So it’s like I’m a veteran newcomer.

If it’s urgent, can’t they just go alone? It’s just Lowest Grade, after all. Oh, right, he’s a porter, so no DPS.

“Is he coming?”

“Johanseon Hunter must’ve gotten the Agarifighter Skill during his Awakening.”

Johanseon’s mouth, previously turned down, slowly returned to its usual expression.

“What did you say?”

Johanseon looked like he was checking if he’d misheard. I, being very kind, confirmed he hadn’t.

“What kind of Hunter measures his strength before even drawing a sword? Before blaming equipment, maybe think about your own lack of effort.”

“Effort? This guy’s got some nerve talking smack on the first meeting.”

“I looked at the data. You Awakened six years ago. But your overall stats haven’t changed much since then.”

I threw Johanseon’s analysis report onto the table.

It detailed his recent potential, or rather, a downward trend indicating no reason for high expectations.

Johanseon glanced at his report, furrowing his brow heavily. Chahyunsoo chuckled beside him.

“Well, Chahyunsoo Hunter has nothing to laugh about either.”

I threw his analysis report on the table too.

“He used to use a spear, now a bow. Why? Is he protecting himself more as he gets older? Scared to take the frontline?”

“What?”

The two supposed top damage dealers of the team, Johanseon and Chahyunsoo, would be poorly treated elsewhere.

They only got respect here because the guild and the team were such a mess.

“And.”

I put Kim Kimon’s report on the table as well.

“If you’re not hunting and just politicking behind the scenes, why not just retire?”

“Hmm, who made this?”

Kim Kimon murmured while scanning his report.

It meticulously recorded all activity and dungeon clears since his Awakening.

This stat table plainly showed his current value.

“I made it.”

“I heard you only finished middle school, but you know how to make documents like this?”

Being able to crush someone isn’t about brute force alone.

You have to change their diet, lifestyle, and optimize their routines so they can endure.

That’s my specialty.

And all six Hunters here? None are needed in my team.

“Team leader, don’t misunderstand. We’re on the same team, so we should get along. The higher-ups gave orders, and if we can’t follow them, we get blamed. No one wants to see their team leader fall apart.”

Beneath that friendly, fake smile hid a sly agenda.

It wasn’t just simple territoriality—it felt like something more.

“That’s fine. Hunters who fight with politics. Hunters who can’t fight without gear. Hunters too scared to step forward, throwing arrows from a safe distance. No use for those types.”

“Team leader…”

Kim Kimon looked awkward. The others twisted their lips in amusement.

“I’ll clear the dungeons alone. If you all want rest, take it. The recontract season’s soon, so you need to save yourselves, right?”

Kim Kimon’s face stiffened slightly at my words. But then he forced a faint smile like nothing happened.

“Awaken, become team leader, and think the world will change. But things aren’t that easy, team leader.”

“Yes, I know.”

I smiled back.

I hoped there would be at least one useful guy here, but no luck.

“Wow, a total lunatic has joined.”

“I’ll clear the dungeon alone. Look at them mocking me—crazy. If I’m crawling around in the dungeon, I’ll be crying for help to clear it with me.”

Johanseon and Chahyunsoo sneered, and the others joined in with sarcastic remarks.

Kim Kimon glanced at his analysis report and smirked.

“Told you, wearing the team leader badge at a young age makes you think you’re something special.”


	The Link Between Kim Kimon and Winners Guild.



Kim Kimon tore his analysis report in half, then tore that half again.

“Our team leader needs to come back soon. Looks like he’s misunderstood us.”

Kim Kimon smiled kindly, and the others chuckled at the poor parachute team leader.

Soon, the clueless leader would lower his head and beg for help.

But the next day, what they heard was:

“Hmm. What did you say just now?”

“Uh… I don’t really understand it either.”


“No, it’s fine. Say it again.”

Kim Kimon’s gentle tone made a junior on the team repeat hesitantly.

“The two Lowest Grade dungeon raids assigned to us yesterday… have been cleared.”

The rookie team leader did it alone. Without anyone’s help.



 
  Chapter 19: Doing Well Even Alone







	Porter Lee Hyunbin LV7

	Physical Strength: 30

	Agility: 40

	Stamina: 30

	Magic Power: 04

	Luck: 30



The Awakener switched careers to become a Hunter.

I cleared three dungeons alone.

Normally, I would have moved with my team members and shared the experience points, but thanks to going solo, I took all the experience points for myself.

I set the stats I gained from leveling up precisely.

It looks clean that way, and it’s easier to get stat corrections too.

The members of Team 3, where I was assigned, were territorial.

Well, in any workplace, you’re bound to encounter territorial behavior. The rougher the work, the more it tends to happen.

Territorialism. So human, yet so unpleasant.

They intended to establish dominance over the newcomer who parachuted in, trying to take the lead in future conversations.

Orders came down from above. The team leader must distribute tasks among team members for quick and accurate processing. But what if the subordinates can’t handle it?

Of course, it’s said the employees lack ability. But if the entire team says they can’t do it?

Then the fault lies with the team leader for failing to manage the subordinates.

Knowing this better than anyone else, the schemers of Team 3 openly declared a boycott.

This would force the flustered team leader to bow down and attempt persuasion, which was predictable.

A perfect way to make the inexperienced team leader, with no real credentials or recognized ability, pay for their arrogance.

Here’s what must be acknowledged:

I am a parachute.

I snagged the team leader position through the chairman’s connections.

And I’m a rookie with no experience. On top of that, I only recently awakened.

There is only one thing to overturn everyone’s assumptions here.

“I’m not a clueless newbie.”

“Shall I transfer the settlement payment right away, or would you prefer a lump sum on settlement day?”

“Please auction the obtained items, and settle the payment once they are sold.”

“Yes, understood, Team 3 Leader. Oh, the suit you requested from Development is ready.”

“Ah, yes. Tell them I’ll be there soon after a quick shower.”

“Yes.”

The Guild’s desk employee replied with a gentle smile.

I remember the first day I was assigned here, clearing two Lowest Grade Dungeons solo.

The desk employee just stared blankly, unable to believe I’d quickly clear two dungeons alone, even if they were the lowest grade.

“Team Leader Lee.”

“Hello.”

On my way to shower, I ran into some Team 3 members.

Deputy Team Leader Kim Kimon smiled warmly and looked me up and down, then spoke with admiration.

“I heard you cleared a Lower Grade Dungeon today?”

“Oh, yes.”

“By yourself?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

Kim Kimon paused, seeming to hesitate about what to say next.

I smiled faintly and greeted them before continuing on my way.

“Well then.”

“Team Leader Lee, you’re stronger than expected. Don’t push yourself too hard.”

“Push myself? I don’t do that.”

Kim Kimon smiled warmly and patted my shoulder.

“Magic stones are just a few coins, after all. If you push too hard and get hurt, won’t the team members who are resting for treatment be burdened?”

I appreciated his concern for my health this much.

“I shouldn’t get hurt. I’m not sure what’s wrong with the others, but I hope they recover soon. This is quite profitable. I underestimated the Lower Grade Dungeon—unique weapons and rare skills even drop here.”

Hearing my words, Kim Kimon’s group visibly tensed. For the first time, the lackeys trailing Kim Kimon started to speak up.

“Unique weapons and rare skills?”

“Yes. I just asked the desk to put them up for auction.”

I glanced toward the desk and smiled.

I had obtained a Unique-grade weapon and a Rare skill from the Lower Grade Dungeon boss.

The Unique weapon was the Silverblade Longsword, which deals extra damage to Undead. I decided to keep it for myself.

The Rare skill was listed at the auction house with an estimated price of about 100 million. A good haul.

“Well, see you later.”

I said that to the team members whose faces were visibly souring.

No, normally, when the team leader scores loot, the team should be happy. Why the long faces?

“Oh, right.”

I offered a considerate word to the team members who couldn’t say anything.

“I’ll take care of the next Lower Grade Dungeon myself. Everyone else, just focus on your rehabilitation training without stress.”

If someone’s injured, you can’t make them work. I planned to let them rest properly.

Forever.

“No way, is that guy really just a porter?”

“What? Did Mo kill the boss alone? No way.”

The members of Team 3 were completely taken aback, far from their expectations.

“He didn’t kill it alone. He must have borrowed help from another guild.”

“I heard since it was a Lower Grade Dungeon, no other guild could bid, so only our guild entered.”

“Was the boss weak?”

They couldn’t understand the situation at all. Because the Hanul Guild was rife with factional fights, it was unlikely other teams supported him.

“Hmm, maybe he hired mercenaries.”

“Mercenaries?”

“Yeah. I heard the new team leader is a former trainer and knows some Hunters.”

After Deputy Team Leader Kim Kimon spoke, the others furrowed their brows, thinking it was possible.

After all, it must have been bitter for them to see a clueless rookie snag loot without a team, so they tried to seize the initiative but ended up caught.

“I heard the new team leader trains every day without fail.”

One junior said with shining eyes.

In fact, the new team leader liked exercising enough to train even after dungeon raids.

“Maybe sometimes he even helps with the team’s rehabilitation training. Hyunsu or Hanseon can confirm.”

No way they didn’t understand that Kim Kimon was implying rehab training was unnecessary for me.

Jo Hanseon smiled with a crooked mouth.


He was a C+ ranked dealer. Taking down one porter was easier than pie.

“Yeah, don’t push yourself too hard.”

“Push myself? I was a bit stiff after resting lately, but I’m fine.”

Jo Hanseon said confidently.

After a while, the whole Team 3 headed down to the training hall.

People’s gazes gradually gathered.

It was unusual to see an entire team going down like this.

Once officially licensed Hunters start dungeon raids, they tend to neglect training.

Almost all of them were like that.

Once connected to the System and awakened, you can raise stats.

Stats raised via the System affect the body directly.

Increasing strength doesn’t happen instantly, but gradually and naturally as muscles develop without conscious effort.

Spending months training to raise strength by one point was less efficient than leveling up through hunting.

Therefore, most people in the training hall were unlicensed Hunters who hadn’t yet cleared dungeons or new Hunters.

Their team leader was there too.

“Oh, Team Leader Lee. How long has it been since you returned from a dungeon raid and you’re already training?”

“What brings you here?”

Anyone from Hanul Guild could come here, but Jo Hanseon teased as if I had intruded.

I replied coldly, “Ah, yes,” and focused on my workout.

“Damn, this guy just keeps training even when people show up.”

Jo Hanseon’s eyes burned with frustration. He thought it arrogant for someone younger and less experienced to act so cocky.

“Team Leader, stop training alone and leaving your team behind. Use me for rehab training and sparring…”

Jo Hanseon casually put his hands in his pockets, teasing, but stopped as he blinked.

Watching me do leg extensions and build leg muscles made him flinch.

He had only seen me dressed before, but now in training gear, the muscles in my legs were rock-solid.

Those weren’t just leg muscles—they were like iron maces.

He swallowed hard. The aura emanating from the muscular Lee Hyunbin was mysterious.

His heartbeat quickened.

He looked scrawny in clothes, but without them, it was like a monster was standing there. A low kick to those legs would definitely break bones.

His fists looked like they could shatter a nose with a single jab.

“This guy’s muscles are all battle-hardened.”

They weren’t just for show, but proven in real combat.

Even with Jo Hanseon’s tough nature, his rank as one of the team’s best fighters let him sense this.

“Sparring?”

I stopped exercising. Jo Hanseon saw me smile brightly for the first time.

He felt a threat to his life.

“No, spar.”

“Spar?”

“Yeah, let’s spar.”

“Just like that?”

His expression was openly disappointed. Team 3’s members were signaling him to spar and beat me up, but Jo Hanseon deliberately ignored them.

“Men should bare it all—talk naked, eat delicious food together, that kind of thing.”

I had a dungeon reservation in two hours, so I said, “That might be tough. Save that for when you’re with your girlfriend.”

Jo Hanseon wiped cold sweat from his brow and thought to himself how lucky that was.

He had no desire for an awkward spar date with just the two of them.

“Oh, another dungeon? Alone again?”

“Yes.”

“Well, no choice. Good luck.”

Jo Hanseon said that and headed leisurely but swiftly toward the others.

The people of Team 3, who had been faking workouts, looked at him in disbelief.

“No, he’s going into a dungeon again? We’re busy without him, how can we let him get hurt? Even if he’s reckless, that’s too much.”

“Didn’t ask.”

Deputy Team Leader Kim Kimon scratched his head and pretended to be interested in the gym equipment to dodge the question.

Kim Kimon looked at me wiping sweat with a towel after finishing my workout.

‘The connection to Winners Guild.’

That phrase filled his mind.


	The dungeon entry ticket has been sent via QR code. Please get approval before entering, and be careful out there.



“It’s a Lower Grade Dungeon, so it should be over quickly anyway.”


	Only until Lower Grade. From Mid-Rank Dungeons, I will participate as an operator and provide support.



Before entering the dungeon, Olivier spoke.

I was well aware of Olivier’s abilities as the Elder Succubus from another world.

“I’ll be counting on you.”


	Of course you should. Well then.



She cut the call with a casual tone.

Using the code Olivier gave me, I authenticated with the gate operator and set off to tackle the dungeon alone.

I had some luck this morning with the Lower Grade Dungeon. Thanks to going solo, I gathered a decent amount of magic stones.

A rough estimate put the three-day earnings at about 150 million.

‘No wonder being a Hunter is a dream job for many.’

As a trainer, you’d have to work your fingers to the bone for years without eating or dressing well just to touch that kind of money.

But as a Hunter, joining a Guild instantly started increasing my assets.

The second dungeon I was heading to today was infested with Undead monsters.

Name: Silverblade Longsword


	Grade: Unique

	Attack Power: 10

	Option: +10 Additional Damage to Undead



This new weapon dealt double damage to Undead.

I gripped it in one hand and traced a few arcs in the air.

Inside the gloomy dungeon, the mournful groans of zombies echoed.

This place was a cradle for the dead, endlessly repeating habits from their lives.

Zombies seek rest.

Of course, I wasn’t reading their minds, but no one could find joy in mindlessly scavenging for flesh with a rotten body.

If they can’t hunt, they tear into weakened comrades.

If that’s not enough, they even eat their own flesh to survive.

What meaning could that existence have?

I walked forward slowly.

Activating the System power in the Power Suit Katrinne bought me, the installed skills kicked in.

My defense increased, physical damage was reduced, and a dim light shimmered over me.

Whoosh!

I charged and sliced through a zombie’s neck.

The cut felt precise, like slicing A4 paper with a new pair of scissors.

With each swing, bits of rotten flesh and blood splattered around.

Turning on the Power Suit’s blocking feature prevented the filth from touching me, trapping it behind a thin armor layer to drip off harmlessly.

Whoosh!

The slicing sensation was invigorating.

The combination of System powers and modern technology in the Power Suit was truly convenient.

No need for heavy, cumbersome armor, nor to get soaked in blood.

As I cut through the horde, the area became like a field cultivating zombies.

Having swept them clean, I moved on to the next hunting ground.


	Level Up.



Another level went up before I realized it.

‘Is the big catch about to hit?’

Zombies that were once human seek rest through death.


What does rest mean to these refuse who deny their own humanity, consumed by a sense of superiority?

Suddenly, the Zombie Dungeon’s boss monster, the Ghoul, roared, sending its offspring forward.

Somehow, I felt this guy might answer my question.

I adjusted my grip on the Silverblade Longsword and infused it with Magic Power.



 
  Chapter 20: Hunter Training Business






Usually, when you look at social media or something, people who have awakened their powers don’t receive any training.

They just learn everything through actual combat.

Well, that might be possible. But if someone faces real battles without being prepared, nine times out of ten, they’ll die.

Of course, there is basic Hunter training in reality.

However, at best, it’s no more than the kind of training given in the military.

That’s not enough.

A mere rite of passage-level training won’t guarantee your life.

Recently, my income has been good.

I received a 3.3 billion won advance payment from signing an exclusive contract with Hanul Guild, and I earned an additional 450 million won from selling items gained during Hunter activities.

Currently, my capital stands at 3.75 billion won. Since letting money sit idle is a waste, I decided to pursue a business I’ve wanted to try for a long time.

Instead of just running a Training Room like before, I planned a curriculum to strengthen the body through military-style training.

Anyone who completes this curriculum will likely be able to perform greatly.

I discussed this business idea with my former workplace superior.

The Star Center’s gay—or rather, the director—was very satisfied as well.

For now, I decided to run a trial operation. If it goes well, I’ll officially launch the training business and expand its scope.

“Hello. I heard you conduct Hunter enhancement training here—is that correct?”

A customer arrived.

“Yes, it’s been a while.”

The visitors were familiar faces.

They were the Mage and Assassin I had met before at the Anyang Amusement Park Dungeon.

“You two came together?”

“Yes, actually…”

The male Assassin scratched the back of his head awkwardly with an embarrassed smile.

The female Mage shyly smiled, looking bashful.

Huh, the atmosphere feels a bit strange.

“After what happened back then, we kept meeting often, and somehow we ended up dating.”

“Oh, I see.”

Back then, I had told the Assassin to protect the Mage.

I had asked the Mage to hold off the orcs, and as the Assassin fought while protecting her, he got seriously injured, almost to the point of death.

I guess that incident made them grow close.

“Ah, congratulations. Are you both here to train?”

“Yes.”

I remembered that the Assassin had quite decent skills.

Even in dungeons with only newbies, he had a relatively high level and good stats.

But the Mage was quite the opposite.

She struggled even to properly use the basic attack magic, Magic Missile.

“To maintain stable Hunter work, you should join a guild, but I wasn’t sure if the curriculum would be helpful. I’ve been in this field for a long time, so I’m fine, but Ara is a newcomer…”

Ara. That must be the Mage’s name.

She nodded vigorously. Her somewhat shy demeanor hadn’t changed since before.

I wondered if she could really handle the Hunter life like that.

“Ara is good at supporting magic and has great sense. I think with proper guild support, she’ll grow steadily.”

“I see. Ara, what magic skills can you currently use?”

“Ah, one moment.”

Park Ahn began listing her skills one by one from her skill list.

“Open Door, Sleep, Magic Detection, Restraint, Wall of Fire.”

“Can you use Reverse Calculation Magic as well?”

“Yes, I can!”

Five supporting magics. Wall of Fire is offensive, but being able to use these is a decent level.

“Can I get your status screens?”

“Yes.”

No matter how much a former comrade, you can’t just be accepted into the guild without screening.

This is no different from before.

The Assassin, Shin Woojin, was C-rank. He showed potential to rise to B-rank soon.

The Mage was E-rank, far behind.

“I heard, Hyunbin, that you’re running a team at Hanul?”

“Yes, I’m currently managing Team 3.”

“Then is it possible for us to join your team?”

“It’s possible. But you have to pass the basic curriculum first.”

Hearing this, Shin Woojin’s face brightened.

Just as expected. 

He wanted to join a guild with Park Ahn. 

Although Hanul’s guild ranking was low, its capital was solid, so it was always one to watch. 

There were even rumors that the new chairman might cause the guild to rise quickly.

I was planning to completely revamp Team 3. To do that, I needed talent.

Shin Woojin was definitely promising. But Park Ahn was somewhat ambiguous.

I wouldn’t just put someone on the team just because I knew them. 

Professionalism is professionalism, personal relationships are personal.

Of course, it’s not because I’m jealous since I’m solo.

Really, it’s not.

“If a couple joins a guild and then breaks up—well, just hypothetically, don’t take it the wrong way—wouldn’t it be uncomfortable to be in the same guild after breaking up?”

“We won’t break up!”

The woman, who had been quiet until now, answered loudly as if screaming.

“You might see it negatively, but there are quite a few couples who are active guild members. Besides, I’m here because I wanted to find a guild where I could work with Ara.”

It was dripping with sweetness.

The two were shooting pink beams of love at each other.

“Alright, then. Let’s register for the curriculum first.”

We would see how they did in training, and if all went well, joining the team would be no problem.

The Mage nodded as if saying she could do it.

In the end, the two decided to undergo training to become stronger, and ultimately to join my team.


“Okay, here’s the training contract.”

I handed the printed document to them.

“There’s nothing unusual in the terms. Since you haven’t negotiated your salary yet, don’t fill that in. Just write your name neatly below and sign next to it.”

They signed.

“Training? It’s just about a week. Of course, food and lodging are provided. It’s just an enhanced version of the basic training you do when you first become a Hunter. Ara, since you’re a Mage, your stamina might be lacking a bit. Don’t worry, I’ve prepared a good training program.”

After signing, they seemed to suddenly get nervous.

“Why go underground for training? That’s because the training facility is in the basement. It needs to be underground so it can’t be disturbed… No, I’m trying to renovate a bit wider, but the only space available is underground. The ventilation system is good, so it’ll be fine.”

We descended to the basement.

“The door? Why lock it?”

I answered with a clear smile.

“For security. Oh, you want to go buy cigarettes? Nope, you can’t… No smoking during training.”

This time the woman asked.

“Can I just call home and come back?”

Come on, the sooner you start training, the sooner you can enter the dungeon and earn lots of money.

That’s the best way to show filial piety, right?

Actually, someone arrived a day earlier.

They wanted to go through special training and join my team.

That person was also in the underground training room. 

Since they already knew each other, they’d get along quickly.

“Yes, that’s right. The guy who helped us fight the orcs back then. Oh, you say that guy told us to run away? Nah. He wasn’t telling you to run, just greeting you. He looks tired now, but he’s actually really happy to see you.”

I said this while having them change into training clothes and handed over the training equipment.

“Make sure to hold the mouthpiece well. Don’t spit it out. If you get hit without it, it’s like corn getting harvested. Mage, you don’t have to wear it? No way. Mages get hurt too if they get hit.”

I grabbed the man who tried to run away like a fit and sat him back down.

That guy tends to overdo it, and the newcomers might misunderstand him.

“Alright, let’s start training. First curriculum.”

A week passed.

“Now, shall we try sparring?”

The Assassin and Mage flinched.

On the first and second days, they had both made every effort to escape the basement.

But no chance. 

The underground training center was built so securely that even if Papillon came, escape was impossible.

After giving up, they earnestly participated in the training. And as a result—

“Today, you two will spar.”

Those words brought them some relief.

During training, Assassin Shin Woojin had shed his body fat and his face had become leaner.

His training results were good enough that he had nearly attained B-rank combat ability.

He nervously stepped onto the ring. On the opposite side, Mage Park Ahn wore gloves.

“Hoo, hoo.”

With every breath, her powerful muscles seemed alive and moving. Her arms were no longer as fragile as branches.

The solid muscles, reminiscent of a horse’s hind legs, twitched with every clenched fist.

“Start!”

The Assassin moved swiftly with agile movements.

“Magic!”

Shiiik!

The accelerated fist struck the Assassin’s abdomen.

“Missile!”

“Ugh!”

Shin Woojin took a body blow from Park Ahn and bounced off the ring ropes.

Park Ahn’s support magic use was quite good. But her offensive magic had a seriously low hit rate.

So I recommended using magic at close range.

“Magic Missile!”

I turned my back to return to the office, mistaking the straight counterpunch–like Magic Missile for a normal punch.

Training for both of them ended today. This was enough.

“Have a lovely love life.”

I heard the Assassin getting pounded behind me, while the Mage, now all muscle, let out a victorious roar.

“Strangely, I’m starting to enjoy getting hit. Am I becoming weird? Hyunbin, you’re perfectly normal, right? You’re a Tank, right? A Tank. The coach who protects the team by sacrificing himself, right?”

“You can’t help but enjoy it when you lose.”

“Is that so?”

Mr. Go Ju-yong, who looked like he had magic painted on his chin, had developed into a proper Tank.

The iconic belly was gone. That alone should make his wife happy. Wait, did he say he wasn’t married yet?

“Hoo, hoo.”

“Our Hunter Park Ahn increased the barbell weight again?”

“Hoo, hoo!”

“Hey, take breaks.”

“Thro…at hurts.”

At first hesitant to join the guild, Park Ahn had now become a recognized powerful Mage.

I liked that.

The weapon she used to carry looked like something an elder would wield. But now? Look at that massive bat.

“Give me back my girlfriend…”

Everything was fine. But the one with the greatest potential—Shin Woojin, who was now grabbing my collar—had a surprisingly fragile mentality.

“You ruined everything…!”

Seeing him sob resentfully filled me with a wave of regret.

Isn’t it better to have a girlfriend you can lean on rather than one who’s fragile and might break?

“Let’s break up! I said let’s break up!”

Thunk!


Seeing the loving couple made a smile form on my lips.

They wouldn’t break up.

The three joined Hanul Guild, but didn’t come into my team.

Bastards.



 
  Chapter 21: I Protect My Own Family






-Olivier: When you come to work today, please start from the 8th floor.

At the very top of the building, which the Hanul Guild had rented out entirely, was the royal floor reserved only for the executives.

The urban jungle visible outside the window was like a breathtaking scene straight out of a drama.

Enjoying that view, I had a private meeting with Im Jaejoon, who was sitting in the so-called chairman’s chair.

“How’s guild life treating you?”

“It’s manageable.”

“I heard rumors that you’re being ostracized?”

Olivier, dressed in office wear, smirked as she handed me some tea.

“You think I’m being ostracized? Hmm, this tea tastes good.”

“I saw you eating alone yesterday. The tea I drink is always delicious.”

“I work alone, so I eat alone. Roaming around in a group and acting like gang leaders in alleys is something only horned idiots do. How much did this tea cost?”

“Well, horned idiots aren’t useful. They just smell bad and are stubborn. It’s expensive. Just think of it as drinking your monthly salary.”

At Olivier’s words, I gave her a stunned look.

A single cup costs millions? Why would anyone drink this? Is this how the chaebols have fun?

“Why have you been talking about horned idiots from the start? And cut out the pointless tea talk.”

Horned idiots.

No, it’s horned idiots in the past.

Im Jaejoon showed a slight discomfort. This guy can’t even joke.

“Anyway, why did you call me here today?”

“We’re about to prepare for a Mid-Rank Dungeon.”

“Mid-Rank? Don’t you need a team to enter?”

Lowest Grade Dungeons allow solo play. Basically, they’re places with Lesser Goblins or bugs from other worlds.

But from Lower Grade Dungeons onward, you move in parties because there are Boss Monsters.

Lower and Mid-Rank Dungeons differ in level, so the party composition needs to be solid.

That’s why entering alone is forbidden.

Unless you’re a powerful hunter ranked at least S-rank.

“What’s your level now?”

“Level 10.”

“That’s borderline.”

Right now, the highest level in the world is Mr. Cowboy Bob from the U.S., who’s at level 75.

The world’s strongest is level 75. I hit level 100 in another world.

Of course, it didn’t go any higher, even after slaying dragons.

I don’t like having someone above me.

“That’s why I told you to form your own team. How’s that going?”

“To decorate the room, I have to clean first.”

“Do you have anyone in mind?”

“Not yet.”

Mentioning ‘anyone in mind’ reminded me of Katrinne and Kim Taeyang.

Kim Taeyang, whom I recently trained. He occasionally sends messages, and his arrogance has gone up a notch.

I’ve seen news calling him a promising member of the Hwarang Guild. He has good specs, but he tends to get cocky when he’s relaxed.

As long as he doesn’t blow it in one blow, he has great potential.

“Why not just put that little noble lady in the team?”

“She wants to go to school. I’d rather let her study.”

“That’s like burying a pearl in the dirt.”

“Exactly. Katrinne would be celebrated as the top healer in this world.”

“We’re in a peaceful place now. Living peacefully is best.”

I wasn’t unaware of that.

She can revive the dead, heal the sick, and cure the injured.

Unlike healers here who just buff and recharge shields.

If Katrinne’s powers became publicly known, it would cause a huge sensation.

She’s young but fought wars every day in her previous world.

She saw life and death, watched over piles of corpses, and bore heavy burdens running a vast territory on her small shoulders.

Thinking about turning Katrinne into a hunter made me hesitate.

“Well, it seems that young lady thinks differently.”

“What do you mean?”

“You don’t need to know.”

Im Jaejoon smiled knowingly as if he was hiding something.

Olivier nodded in agreement while sipping her tea.

“You’re dense.”

“Dense? Me?”

I scoffed in disbelief.

Have you ever lost a battle because of someone as dense as me? Don’t you remember your past?

“So, is that why you called me here?”

“No. I called you to officially execute the contract.”

“Contract?”

“Yes. Secretary Kim, bring it here.”

Olivier eagerly pulled out a black leather briefcase. She dialed the password and opened it.

“These are equipment made at the Hanul Guild workshop.”

Inside the bag lay several throwing knives.

“They come as a set with the belt. After throwing, they reload into the belt after a certain time.”

“Unlimited use, huh.”

The belt holds four daggers.

You throw them, they hit the target, disappear after some time, and return to the belt.

“I’ve prepared the Number 2 Sword made from the same material as the Number 1 Sword you received last time.”

Crazy.

Right in front of me was a two-handed sword straight out of a manga.

“I was impressed by how you wielded a Two-Handed Sword before.”

I lifted the sword. It felt heavy and well-balanced. If my strength were low, I wouldn’t have been able to lift it.

I swung the sword several times. It was massive. Enough to cut the neck of a giant monster.


Crack!

I accidentally hit the table with it.

“Oops, sorry.”

“No problem. I’ll just deduct it from your salary.”

“What if I make another mistake while you’re saying that?”

I swung the sword toward Olivier. She smiled.

“I will support you with whatever is made at the workshop. If you need any other weapons, just say so.”

“What about armor?”

“The Power Suit you’re wearing now is the latest model. It’s not something mass-produced like instant food.”

Since it’s developed by combining Magic Stones with weapons, that makes sense.

“Instead, I prepared something else.”

“Oh? What is it?”

Thanks to how much I liked the weight of the Number 2 Sword, I looked forward to other items.

“I considered durability and breathability.”

“Mr. Im was worried that as you get stronger, others might keep you in check.

So, depending on the situation, you can hide your identity and act covertly in this suit, called the Justice Armor.”

Olivier pulled out something that looked like a high helmet and tight-fitting tights.

“Yes.”

“Isn’t this a Power Ranger outfit?”

“It was the inspiration.”

Olivier’s expression was very serious.

A shy-looking tight suit paired with a gaudy, shiny helmet that seemed out of place.

You want me to wear this? You want me to be humiliated?

No, even if it stops bullets and deflects knives, I’m not wearing that.

Physical attacks might be blocked, but something precious to me could be shattered.

“Don’t invest in making stuff like this.”

“Why?”

“Who’d wear this?”

“You, Hero.”

“No.”

My firm refusal made Olivier look momentarily flustered.

“Power Ranger? You’d be the Red one. If mass-produced, you’d have Blue, Green, and Pink too.”

Olivier’s eyes widened.

Could it really be true?

“If you make something like this, the Demon King will cut you off. No sentimentality.”

“Oh, don’t worry.”

Olivier answered calmly.

“Because the Demon King himself proposed and designed it.”

I glanced at the Demon King.

He anxiously averted his gaze while holding a teacup.

We planned to tackle the Mid-Rank Dungeon three days later.

Tight Power Suits like that are truly useless, but the knives and two-handed sword they gave me were pretty satisfying.

You can tell from the grip how expensive these are.

I could only imagine how much costly Magic Stone had been melted to make these.

Besides this, Olivier decided to be our Operator during dungeon runs.

Like me with the Hero’s power and Katrinne with the Eye of Truth’s strength.

Olivier was also an Elder Succubus from the other world.

A dreamwalker with an outstanding ability to connect consciousness between humans.

Her superb detection skills would be a huge help when scouting.

There was no dungeon to enter today, so I came home early.

After lounging around at home for a while, boredom crept in.

Why does the house feel so empty when I’m alone?

When I lived crammed in a small rented room with Katrinne, I never felt this lonely.

Glancing at the time, I saw it was about when Katrinne would be coming back from school.

Me: Hey, when will you be home?

-Katrinne: On my way now.

-Me: What did you eat?

-Katrinne: Two extra-large jjajangmyeon, one large sweet and sour pork, shrimp fried rice, and fried dumplings.

-Me: I’m not eating jjajangmyeon.

-Katrinne: What? I only ordered mine.

Right. That was nothing new.

I was getting used to it now.

Since my income got pretty good, it was okay for her to eat like a parasite. The only relief was she didn’t have a super refined palate.

If she demanded steak every day, I might’ve kicked her out.

I put a bowl of chadol jjambbong into the cart and ordered delivery.

A message popped up saying the food would arrive in 55 minutes.

Soon after, I heard the door unlocking and Katrinne walked in.

“Did you order, mister? You did, right?”

“No.”

“Huh? Do you want to die?”

Katrinne’s eyes, which had been shining like starlight while eating Chinese food, suddenly went dead.

“I ordered, so go wash up.”

“Yeah, I knew you would.”

Katrinne laughed as she took off her shoes at the door. But something felt off.

“Why black stockings?”

“Why?”

It was the first time I’d seen Katrinne wearing black stockings.

“You don’t like wearing stockings.”

“No, I sometimes do.”

“Oh, okay.”

Katrinne went into her room to wash up.

The delivery arrived earlier than expected.

I opened the door, set the food down, and Katrinne came out with wet hair, smiling brightly.

“Wow, this looks delicious! How many coupons do we have? Will there be a freebie next time?”

“You’re wearing long pants?”

“Why?”

“You don’t like long clothes because you sweat a lot.”

“What are you talking about?”

Something felt strange.

She usually walked around with bare legs. But now, I felt like she was trying to cover something.

Her walk was subtly odd.

“Did you hurt your leg?”

“What are you talking about? Why do you keep looking at other people’s legs?”

Katrinne answered indifferently while picking at her food, then her pupils suddenly flickered.

“In the end, it happened.”

Katrinne sighed deeply.

“I knew someday you’d see me as a woman.”

“Crazy.”

“Let’s start with an exchange diary, mister.”

“Hahaha. Should I swap lives instead?”

“Hey, joking. Hey, mister, don’t steal my food while I’m eating.”

I quickly snatched her chopsticks away and grabbed her shoulder.

Katrinne was startled, but I rolled up her pants.

As expected, her shins were covered with blue bruises.

Katrinne’s expression stiffened slightly.

“You’re hurt.”

“Ah, just a little?”

It wasn’t just a little bruise. It was swollen.

Though Katrinne ate like a parasite, her metabolism was so fast she never gained weight, leaving nowhere to hit.

“Who did this?”

“What?”

“It doesn’t look like you just bumped into something. Someone kicked you.”

Technically, a ‘joint kick.’

“Don’t worry about it. Who would kick me?”

She wasn’t someone who got beaten up.

But these days, there’s so much fuss about school violence and bullying.

Even though Katrinne is smart, I wasn’t sure if she’d adapted well to life in Korea.

I didn’t know how school life was going for her.

Maybe she was caught up in bullying but couldn’t tell me.

Katrinne kept devouring the food on the table, ignoring my gaze.

The next morning.

“I’m off to school.”

Katrinne left wearing her uniform.

I watched her leave, scratching my stomach with a big yawn.

A typical unemployed guy.


As I watched Katrinne walk away in the distance, I quickly changed into sweatpants.

I pulled my cap down, put on a mask, and hooded my jacket tightly.

‘If you don’t tell me, I’ll find out.’

Let’s see who dared touch my family.



 
  Chapter 22: Justice Man Has Arrived






“Seoyeon. Yesterday, Hyerang kept looking for you in the group chat.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. I know you usually ignore the group chat when you get home, but she was desperately calling out to you.”

“Is that so? Why was she calling me?”

Seoyeon searched through the group chat after hearing Hyekyung’s words.

Just as Hyekyung said, Hyerang’s messages were flooding the chat, all asking to play the game together.

“You said you live with your uncle, right?”

“Yeah.”

“Is your house strict?”

Seoyeon chuckled at Hyekyung’s question.

Strict? Far from it—her uncle was so lax that sometimes Seoyeon felt he was even more childish than herself, despite being older.

“No, not really.”

“Then why do you disappear once you get home? It’s not like you have a boyfriend.”

“I just don’t use the group chat at home.”

“Unless you’re busy playing with your old uncle, there’s no reason not to.”

Hyekyung said suspiciously, but Karin didn’t reply further.

“Ugh, I wonder how much Trash will rant today.”

One of the classmates grumbled as they changed into their training uniform.

Hearing that, Seoyeon’s expression hardened slightly.

Trash.

The nickname of the training instructor at Raon Academy.

The meaning was exactly as it sounded.

Trash was a first-generation Hunter who had a notoriously brutal teaching style. His mindset was that if students didn’t train properly, they’d end up dead.

“Seoyeon, maybe it’s better to skip training today?”

Hyekyung looked at Seoyeon with concern.

“No, I don’t want to get my grades cut for nothing. Don’t worry, Hyekyung.”

Seoyeon smiled faintly.

Hyekyung bit her lip anxiously. The reason for her unease wasn’t Trash, but the crazy third-year student training alongside them.

The third-year who had hit Seoyeon during training.

Raon Academy was an educational institution born out of the aftermath of the first Gate Incident.

Most of the academy’s students were orphans with nowhere else to go or young people aspiring to become Hunters.

Because of this, not only theoretical classes but combat training were mandatory.

“How’s your leg? Did you go to the hospital?”

“It’s fine. It’s already healed.”

Seoyeon pulled down her black stockings to reveal her shin.

Seeing the faint bruises, Hyekyung smiled with some relief.

“Good. That looked like a bad injury.”

“I’m pretty tough.”

“Did you get revenge for getting beaten? So lame.”

The bruises were from a third-year senior. Though he acted like it was an accident, everyone knew it wasn’t.

He had once embarrassed himself badly after asking Seoyeon out.

Third-year senior Kim Seongtae persistently harassed Seoyeon. Even her classmates hesitated to step in.

He was one of the few Awakened at the academy, a promising talent coveted by pro Guilds. He had already signed a contract to be scouted as soon as he graduated in a few months.

Because of this, he had quite a group of followers.

He was basically what you’d call a school bully.

The dreaded training session was about to begin.

The students gathered at the training ground, and a teacher with an intimidating, unapproachable aura began the class.

“Today’s training is another sparring match. Everyone, put on your protective gear.”

“Teacher, can I skip today?”

“There’s no such thing as resting in real combat. No one’s going to cut you any slack just because you’re hurt.”

The student who asked to rest folded their arms as the teacher sharply rejected the request, leaving them unable to respond.

“Everyone, protective gear on. First-years spar with first-years, second-years spar with third-years.”

Hearing this, Hyekyung immediately frowned.

Then, crazy Kim Seongtae approached Seoyeon.

“Lee Seoyeon. Your leg’s already healed, huh?”

A man with curly hair and squinted eyes grinned as he came closer.

Hyekyung stepped in front of her.

“Senior, why are you here?”

“Didn’t you hear? Third-years spar with second-years.”

“You left Seoyeon hurt last time!”

“She looks fine now.”

“If you don’t let me, I’ll break you. Look at how obsessed Kim Seongtae is.”

From behind came jeering voices cheering him on mockingly.

“Our Seoyeon’s going to spar with someone else.”

“Didn’t you hear? Second-years spar with third-years.”

“Why does it have to be that way? Second-years can spar with second-years, third-years with third-years. Teacher!”

Hyekyung called out to the teacher, but he just glanced their way and ignored them.

Hyekyung’s voice wavered with surprise.

“I don’t want to deal with him.”

“You don’t? Then call him ‘oppa’.”

Seoyeon’s tone was icy cold, dripping with disdain as if looking at something subhuman.

This was not the cheerful, food-loving Seoyeon everyone knew.

‘Maybe I should have learned self-defense from my uncle.’

Seoyeon had the power of the Spirit Hall, so she didn’t know any fighting techniques.

Even in another world, she used her innate magic and powers to overwhelm opponents.

But since she hadn’t fully awakened her power yet, she couldn’t stand up to a prospective Hunter like Kim Seongtae.

“Alright then, you don’t want to spar with me?”

Kim Seongtae smirked and suddenly grabbed Hyekyung’s arm.

“Then I’ll spar with her.”


“I don’t want to! Let go!”

“Stop it! She said no, why are you like this?”

“I’m not asking her out or anything. I’m just saying train.”

Hyekyung was also a Supporter.

She wasn’t used to close combat.

She tried to pull away, but couldn’t.

“Teacher, over here…!”

“That senior again…!”

The students alerted the real-combat training instructor.

But he just glanced over and scolded the second-years instead.

“Didn’t I say it’s sparring time? Do you think this is free time?”

“Well, it’s just that…”

“I told you to act like it’s real combat. Mind your own business. If you don’t want to spar, say so. We’ll give you different training.”

Everyone fell silent at the teacher’s words.

Kim Seongtae smiled and nodded.

“You’re all orphans anyway.”

“What does that have to do with anything?”

Seoyeon bit her lip hard.

Seeing Hyekyung being hassled because of her hurt her deeply and made her angry.

“We volunteered to become Hunters. Don’t think we’re the same as orphans with nowhere to go.”

Kim Seongtae was an arrogant bully.

Rumor had it he was the grandson of a major shareholder and the chairman invested in Raon Academy.

That was why even the training instructor turned a blind eye.

“An orphan acting all high and mighty just because you have a pretty face? Don’t want to spar? Fine, don’t.”

Kim Seongtae let go of Hyekyung’s hand.

Her brow naturally furrowed as the red marks left on her wrist remained.

Kim Seongtae turned his attention to another target.

“You want to do it? Huh?”

He approached a hesitant second-year.

Because Kim Seongtae was so close, the second-year took a step back.

Thud, thud.

He pushed the student with his shoulder and chest, but the boy couldn’t say anything.

“What? No one wants to spar with me? Are you trying to make me lose points on purpose?”

Kim Seongtae sneered at the crowd.

“Why are you doing this?”

“I told you, you have to spar.”

His friends jeered and laughed.

“Hey, shut up, you lot!”

“Whoa, look at this charm exploding!”

Seoyeon sighed.

“You serious?”

Kim Seongtae chuckled like he was having fun.

Seeing that, Seoyeon clenched her fists.

“This isn’t sparring; it’s violence.”

“Real combat training. Didn’t you hear Trash earlier? Training is like real combat, understand?”

Seoyeon gritted her teeth.

Winning in a normal fight was impossible.

She had Healing Power, so if that was the case, she could use the opposite of healing.

Reverse Healing done by Dark Clerics didn’t restore but inflicted damage.

Just as Seoyeon hardened her resolve, a man’s voice suddenly rang out.

“Training should be like real combat. Truly, those words ring true!”

Everyone’s attention turned to him and then froze in disbelief.

A man wearing tights striped in red and white, looking like a Power Ranger from a special effects show, walked into the training ground with his arms crossed.

“What the hell? Is this guy crazy?”

The curly-haired bully said that to me.

Honestly, even I would’ve said that.

It was humiliating.

Embarrassing.

The only relief was that wearing the helmet distorted his voice and concealed his face.

That was some comfort.

“Nope.”

The power of the mask was amazing.

“I am the Executioner of Justice.”

Thinking no one could recognize me gave me a little courage.

“I am Justice Man!”

Ready for battle.

The curly-haired bully’s mouth twitched, and his friends started clutching their stomachs laughing.

Suddenly, the shame I had pushed aside flooded back.

“J-Justice!”

“What the hell are you saying? Is this for real?”

“Hey, hand me the phone. This is hilarious. Hahaha!”

The reaction was intense.

Honestly, I was planning to just watch quietly, sneaking a peek at Karin’s peaceful school life.

But then this ridiculous bully appeared and ruined the mood.

A class full of orphans.

Those words must have hurt Karin.

I remembered.

How Karin had cried desperately after losing her parents at a young age.

Because their deaths were somehow connected to me.

I still feel guilty about it.

Everyone had stunned expressions, but only Karin’s pupils dilated widely.

Huh? Does she recognize me?

Even though my voice was distorted and my face covered… no way. How could she recognize me?

“Hey! Who are you? Take off that helmet!”

The teacher, who had been ignoring the violent behavior, came over with his hands on his hips.

“Who the hell are you? Take off that helmet by the count of three. One.”

I hesitated for a moment.

Was this person a good role model?

No.

Could this person even be called an educator?

No.

“Two.”

This was not real combat training.

This was just the strong bullying the weak.

“Three.”

The teacher’s face twisted.

The atmosphere tensed.

The bully group filmed with their phones, jeering as they encouraged their friend.

“You’re asking for a beating, huh? You’re asking for a beating!”

The teacher approached me and suddenly swung a slap at my face.

This was no ordinary speed.

He was a real-combat training instructor at Hunter High School; there was no chance he was an ordinary person.

But I wasn’t ordinary either.

I stepped back and dodged the attack.

The teacher feigned surprise.

“Dodged?”

His face instantly scrunched up, as if trying to pretend it was a coincidence.

“Helmet, take it off…!”

Smack!

“I said…!”

Pow!

“Damn it! Huh, huh!”

The teacher collapsed to the ground blinking, running a trembling hand across his philtrum.

Judging by his build, he looked like someone who could beat an ogre in an arm wrestle, so why was his endurance so weak?

He tried to get up but sat back down meekly.

Can’t get up. Vertigo paralysis.

“What’s wrong, boss? Got beat up?”

“Ha, that’s hilarious. You’re weak but acted tough?”

The bully mocked their teacher.

Their leader, the curly-haired one, smirked and said to me,

“Hey. What are you?”

The one who bullied Seoyeon, right?

“Hey, what are you?”

Snap!

A crisp breaking sound.

The curly-haired bully’s face contorted in pain.


He screamed horribly and rolled on the floor.

At his pitiful screams, the noisy group quieted down.

“Justice Execution!”

I had totally committed to the role.



 
  Chapter 23: There Is No Perfect Crime in the World






“I’m back.”

“Oh, you’re early.”

“Yeah.”

Karin had come home. It was a bit earlier than her usual time after school.

Seeing that somehow made my heart pound.

Strangely, Karin was unusually quiet.

I slumped onto the sofa and started flipping through TV channels.

“Hey, mister. Why are you flipping channels like that?”

“Eh, nothing good to watch.”

“Hmm, okay.”

“Zero one.”

Nothing on.

If there were a proper program, I could pass the time enjoyably.

“But, mister.”

“Yeah?”

“Did you happen to come to school today?”

I paused flipping channels.

I never expected her to ask such a question.

My voice was definitely disguised, and she couldn’t see my face.

I even tested it by filming with my phone just in case. Now that I think about it, Karin kept looking at me meaningfully, which was annoying.

“Your school? Why would I go there?”

“Hmm, really?”

“Of course not.”

“So, what did you do today? I thought you had the day off.”

She asked me like she was interrogating me, even though she hadn’t changed out of her uniform.

I pretended to be calm, lying back on the sofa. I could feel her arms crossed behind me, looking down.

“Me? I was super busy today.”

“What did you do?”

“We had to interview new recruits for our team. And there was training. Thanks to my recent exploits, reporters are all over me. I’m really busy!”

“Oh, I see.”

“What do you want to eat? You must be hungry.”

Karin said yes, she was hungry, but without changing clothes, she started searching for something.

Under the sofa. The fridge. The wardrobe. She rummaged through everything.

“What are you looking for?”

“I think it’s around here somewhere…”

“What? What are you doing? Hey, don’t!”

Had she sensed something?

Karin began searching the house like a detective.

“Mister, your taste seems to have changed. The style’s different from the last lady you liked.”

“What do you mean? Hey, that’s not it. It’s just a pure romance story, okay? What are you thinking?”

Karin glanced at the DVD I had hidden deep away, speaking as if it were nothing.

“Hey, get out. You’re invading my privacy, you know that?”

“Hmm, where did I hide it…”

“Hide what? Me?”

It was clear now.

What Karin was searching for was the Justice Armor—the shameful tokusatsu costume.

I wondered how she found out, but I didn’t show it.

I planned to deny it to the end, and she wouldn’t find the evidence.

Because the Justice Armor was safely stored in my inventory.

A smile unconsciously formed on my lips. It was amusing that Karin was completely off track.

“Did you hide it in your inventory?”

“…!”

I crossed my arms and smiled confidently.

“That’s right.”

“What are you talking about? Speak so I can understand.”

I grew bold.

I had the evidence anyway. She wouldn’t be able to find it.

“Hurry up and go wash up.”

I said that and stayed calm.

Is this how a perfect criminal feels? The exhilaration pounded through my entire body.

It was a moment I wanted to cheer for this strange sense of guilt.

“So you really are Mister, huh?”

“Huh?”

Karin’s hand was pulling out my Justice Armor from the inventory.

Why was it coming out from there?

No, how did she access my inventory?

“Mister, you wanted to be ‘Red,’ huh?”

“…!”

I couldn’t believe the reality.

I wasn’t even curious how this happened.

I started walking, then broke into a run, wrapping my body toward the window and jumped out. Crash!

“Mister!”

Ignoring Karin’s sharp voice from behind, I fled the scene.

When do people think they’ll die?

When their heart is pierced by a bullet?

When struck by an incurable disease?

Right now, I wanted to die of shame.

The constant vibration of my phone snapped me back to reality.

-Karin: Mister, aren’t you hungry? I’m hungry.


-Karin: Mister. It’s okay, that kind of thing happens.

-Karin: Mister, why aren’t you answering your phone?

-Karin: Sorry for not telling you earlier. Since you’re from my territory, you can share inventories.

-Karin: It was actually hard, but I’m glad you helped today. My friends all said you’re super cool.

-Karin: I cooked what I learned at school, so hurry back!

In the end, I returned home.

Karin’s awkward tone of defending me felt strangely uncomfortable.

“Mister, aren’t you hungry? I cooked something delicious.”

“Yeah.”

“Hey, don’t sulk. Just sit there.”

“Okay.”

Sitting at the table, Karin, wearing an apron, carefully served the food and set the chopsticks and spoon.

“Actually, Teacher Tak—well, the trash teacher—was really disliked by the kids. They said he used training as an excuse to vent stress and that he treated them unfairly.”

“Oh, really?”

“Yeah. I heard he’s out for eight weeks and can’t teach for a while.”

“Actually, after he hit me, the teacher pulled out a weapon and attacked. I had no choice but to hit back a few times. But he seemed like he was foaming at the mouth, so it was kind of shocking.”

“I heard he was a first-generation Awakened and super strong before…”

“All the third graders who got hit by you were hospitalized.”

“Uh…”

“They were bad kids who bullied others, so don’t feel guilty. Everyone said ‘serves them right.’”

Though I couldn’t see her face, Karin’s voice sounded pleased.

“By the way, didn’t you say you cooked?”

“Yeah. Smells good, right? Should be tasty.”

Karin put a pot of stew on the table. Crawling out of the pot was an unidentified creature with red suction cups, struggling for its life.

Karin, acting as if she didn’t notice, pressed the strange creature’s head down into the broth with a ladle.

“They say eating delivery food all the time is bad for your health because of all the sodium.”

“Oh, really? But this looks even worse for your health…”

“Huh? What do you mean?”

“Nah, never mind.”

Our eyes met again.

The creature in the pot looked at me as if resenting me.

Hey, what did I do? Did I dunk it into the broth or slice it raw?

“But honestly, I felt kind of secure today. Like having a guardian. Heh.”

The meal began.

With trembling hands, I brought the spoon to the stew.

This was the first food made for me, and if I didn’t eat it, even Karin would be hurt.

I shut my eyes tight and ate.

Surprisingly, it was delicious.

That’s right. Usually, the worse something looks, the better it tastes.

Only then did I open my eyes and start eating. The stew felt like it was pixelated.

Wasn’t that the “Skull Water” Hwonhyodaesa talked about?

I learned something today: what you see isn’t everything.

The next day, I got a stomachache.

Since I was sick, I rested well at home. Although I was the team leader, the team wasn’t running properly, so there wasn’t much to do.

‘I really need proper team members soon.’

The people in Team 3 were already completely out of sync.

I thought I was pretty sociable. My interpersonal skills were okay.

No, even if it was a harmonious team, I planned to replace them.

The members of Team 3 I had investigated were all a mess.

They hardly trained properly and only cared about rewards.

Hunters should be constantly training to get stronger.

But these guys didn’t care about that.

So, they mainly hunted on the first or second floors of dungeons.

Since lower floors only have low-grade monsters, mining there was relatively safe.

The guild pays a basic salary anyway, and sometimes if you farm magic stones or good materials, it’s like hitting the lottery. So their lifestyle wasn’t bad.

Of course, safe mining isn’t a bad thing.

Magic stones have become an indispensable resource in modern society where Gates have appeared, and many companies want them.

They develop new materials, make weapons and armor, and resell them to hunters for profit.

Thanks to this economic cycle, even hunters who only hunt the lower floors contribute to society.

‘I need a team.’

A team of my own.

Comrades who can support me anytime and watch my back.

No matter how strong I am alone, I can’t handle everything by myself.

The importance of power groups was clear even in this other world.

Why I teamed up with the Demon King.

It wasn’t just the shocking support he promised; what truly resonated was something else.

“Do you want to rebuild the Order of Knights?”

The Demon King’s words to me.

From now on, I need people.

Mid-rank or top-rank dungeons are filled with brutal monsters.

Even watching overseas raid videos, large-scale battles were spectacular.

I can’t do everything alone.

Recently, I tried training acquaintances to join my team, but maybe it was too harsh—they all ran away.

‘I have to go out and scout directly.’

The Hanul Guild has a scouting team, but I wanted to pick my people myself.

Remembering that, I called the Demon King.

After a few rings, his voice came through.

“Leader Lee.”

“Leader this and that, do you remember what I said before?”

“Before? Oh, that one.”

The Demon King paused, then chuckled softly.

“I found your curriculum interesting. The plan to let prospective hunters loose in the survival zone for a battle royale, I get the implications.”

He proposed the hell training train curriculum.

As he said before, hunters do only half-baked basic training and jump into real battles.

That’s why when emergencies happen, they’re unable to respond and get defeated.

So, he wants to create a real, strong, practical training system and incorporate it into the business.

“But you also have to consider human rights.”

“Human rights coming from the Demon King’s mouth?”

Ridiculous.

The same guy who used to collect heads as if riding a horned beast was now talking about human rights?

“Unfortunately, I can’t invest in your business.”

“That’s a shame. Well, that’s not why I called. What about that friend who said they’d sign the contract—uh?”

The Demon King had said before that an S-rank rookie hunter would join the guild.

“I was just about to put them on your team. How about an interview today?”

“I’m on my way.”

If I want to go to the higher dungeons, I need teammates who can work with me. 

And if they’re S-rank, we can get permission to enter higher-level dungeons.

I arrived at Hanul Guild, where reporters swarmed the entrance.

Unfortunately, their cameras weren’t pointed at me.

Passing through a human barricade, I entered the building through a path prepared by the guild.

No one recognized me yet. Not yet.

“I’m here to see the guildmaster.”

“Ah, team leader. He’s in an emergency meeting right now. Please wait a moment.”

The royal floor desk staff guided me to wait in a chair.

It seemed there was an emergency meeting because of the chaos outside.

“Ugh, Hyunji, this won’t do. I have to go quickly!”

“It’s okay. Go ahead, oppa.”

It’s rare for people to come up to the royal floor. It’s literally a place for the boss.

The man in the suit seemed desperate to use the restroom, leaving in quick steps.

Only the woman wearing a black hat and I were left.

‘Is that the person?’

The Demon King asked me to meet an S-rank hunter. The woman here was a strong candidate.

‘She looks so fragile.’

Thin arms and legs didn’t look like she trained properly.

She glanced at me from beneath her hat.

“Hoo.”

She sighed deeply upon seeing me and then walked briskly over.

What was this?

“Just give it to me.”

“Huh?”

Why was she suddenly asking for something?

“I’ll sign it for you.”

I blinked, not following what she meant.

“You can’t hide your beauty with that hat. Next time, wear a mask too.”

What was she talking about? Was she crazy?

“I’ll make an exception just for today. I’m in a good mood.”

She smiled as she spoke, and I smiled back.

“Who are you?”


“…?”

A brief silence.

Then her jaw flushed bright red.

Her lips seemed like they wanted to say something but mumbled and, flustered, she returned to her place.



 
  Chapter 24: Please Go to Another Team






The strange woman returned to her seat and kept glancing at me.

I could hear her muttering to herself that she couldn’t believe it.

The meeting with Demon King Im Jaejoon didn’t last long.

“Team Leader Lee, you can go in now.”

The desk employee spoke to the man in the black hat and suit as well.

“Uh, could it be Seohyeonji?”

“Hello.”

The desk employee, usually professional, looked surprised when she saw the man in the black hat.

“You’re Seohyeonji from City of Murderers, right? Wow, no way! What should I do!”

“Please take good care of me from now on.”

“From now on? Wow! H-Hey, is this the guest who was supposed to come today…!”

The desk employee realized she was overreacting and covered her mouth, glancing around awkwardly.

Then she forced herself to calm down and said, “Sorry, I’m just a fan and forgot my manners for a moment. Let me guide you.”

“Thank you.”

The man in the black hat spoke softly while glancing at me.

His shoulders lifted slightly in pride.

Was he a celebrity? So what?

The man in the black hat tipped his hat slightly, then removed his sunglasses and smiled confidently.

“Would you like my autograph?”

“No.”

The black hat’s pupils flickered.

Why would he even offer an autograph?

Did he have some kind of obsession that he only felt popular if he gave autographs?

“Sorry to have kept you waiting. You must be busy already.”

Im Jaejoon, dressed neatly in a suit, greeted with a smile at the corner of his mouth.

“Team Leader Lee, introduce yourself. This is Seohyeonji, who just signed with our Hanul Guild. She’s quite famous these days, you know?”

“Not really.”

“My recognition isn’t that high yet, so most people don’t know her. But as she works with Hanul, she’ll become better known.”

Seohyeonji smiled brightly. Then she glanced at me and spoke again.

“Is this person going to be my manager?”

“Probably. Though he just became a team leader recently, his skills are outstanding.”

Im Jaejoon ruffled my face playfully.

“Is the contract condition I offered to Hanul still valid, President?”

“Yes. She’ll be the exclusive model for Hanul, and we’ll support her expanding activities.”

“Team Leader, I’m sorry for earlier. I thought you might be a fan of mine.”

“Oh, yes.”

Seohyeonji took off her hat and sunglasses and smiled brightly. She did look a bit like a celebrity now. Her face was very small. That probably lowered her chance of being targeted.

The man in a suit standing next to Seohyeonji frowned and spoke.

“President, I hate to say this, but many guilds were after Hyunji.”

“Yes, I know.”

“She decided to sign with Hanul because we promised support for her career as an actor-hunter. But…”

The suited man pointed a finger at me.

I really dislike being finger-pointed at by others.

Is it okay if I break that finger?

“I did some research on the team leader over there. Middle school graduate, and only just awakened as a Hunter a little over a month ago. Does it make sense for such a person to manage S-rank Hunter Seohyeonji?”

“Oppa, that’s a bit….”

“No, this needs to be clear. I have no ill will toward the team leader. Don’t misunderstand. You know how important this time is for Hyunji, right? She’s just starting to get famous thanks to the drama, and she needs wings, not shackles…”

I recalled when I went around for guild interviews in the past.

Including Fighting God Guild and other guilds, it was almost impossible to get even an interview opportunity.

The reason was my background.

Dragged into another world just before my senior high school exams, nearly ten years there made me a hero, but here I was just seen as a social misfit.

If only I could include my experience in the other world on my resume, I’d be considered a top talent.

The only fortunate thing was that the union chief knew about my past.

“I understand what you’re saying.”

Im Jaejoon nodded at the suited man’s words, then crossed his legs and raised the corner of his mouth in a smirk.

“The best Hunter in our guild right now, in my opinion, is Team Leader Lee Hyunbin. Of course, he’s an S-rank Awakened, and we wouldn’t entrust him to just anyone.”

“But… initially, we thought of Cho Jin-ho, team leader of Hanul’s first team.”

“He transferred to another guild a few days ago.”

“Ah…!”

The suited man’s face showed a hint of disappointment.

“There have been rumors that this team leader is a parachute recruit due to his gaps in career. But frankly, just looking at his record proves otherwise.”

Cleared lower-grade dungeons solo.

Even hunted down the boss that spawned by himself.

“This team leader was the one who defeated the office worker villain on his first day of Awakening.”

“The person who caught that villainous office worker was him?”

The villain office worker was well known, but I wasn’t famous for catching him.

“And the Hunters this team leader has trained over the past six months are all performing remarkably. You know Kim Cheolsu from Hwarang Guild?”

“Yeah, Mad Dog Kim Cheolsu.”

His nickname came from never letting go of an opponent once he had a grip.

That was how I earned the trust of the former team leader of Hwarang Guild.

At first, he was even worse than Kim Taeyang. It took a lot of work to train him.

“This team leader was the one who trained Kim Cheolsu.”

“Really?”

Usually, stories about training new Hunters don’t spread outside. I saw the suited man’s eyes shift slightly after hearing that.

“Ko Saeil from Goguryeo Guild is also this team leader’s work.”

“Human Weapon Ko Saeil, too?”

The list of Hunters I had trained came one after another.

It was a little surprising that he remembered all their names.

Seohyeonji stared at me quietly, her expression one of surprise.


“Though brief, his skills are well proven. I personally recognized all his authority.”

“If all that’s true…”

“I think you misunderstood me.”

There was a chill in Im Jaejoon’s voice.

“It’s a little disappointing to doubt my choice. What do you think?”

“Oh no, that’s not what I meant…”

“No?”

As if the tension just broke, Im Jaejoon rinsed his mouth with tea.

“It almost sounded like you were ordering me around.”

“Oh no, me? How could you misunderstand like that?”

The suited man broke into a cold sweat and bowed deeply at Im Jaejoon’s words.

No matter how rare S-rank Awakened are, no one dared oppose someone chosen as Hanul’s successor from a chaebol family.

“Team Leader Lee, what do you think?”

“Could we see her ability?”

Seohyeonji used her ability as if it were nothing difficult.

A low murmur.

Around her, patterns formed in dozens of strokes automatically.

Whoosh!

The air in the lounge heated up instantly. A bird wreathed in flames appeared, burning the air itself.

Ifrit of Flames.

In this science-dominated world, supernatural phenomena were revealing themselves through the system’s help.

The flames quickly dissolved into the air.

Seohyeonji smiled confidently and said,

“I’ve contracted all Four Great Elements.”

“Honestly, isn’t Hyunji a masterpiece? Plus, she even summons spirits. This is the birth of an all-time great Hunter, isn’t it?”

Certainly, there was an S-rank Spirit Summoner in Hong Kong who controlled all Four Great Elements. But the spirit Seohyeonji just summoned looked even more dazzling.

“Can you summon spirits of other elements as well?”

“Do you think I’d lie?”

Seohyeonji answered after hearing me.

“How long can you keep them summoned?”

“Hm?”

“About five to ten seconds.”

“What are you talking about?”

Seohyeonji blinked, but before she could answer, the suited man beside her interrupted with a smile.

“Hyunji just finished a broadcast schedule today. She’s tired, so asking her to do this and that isn’t fair…”

“Will you ask her to come back later when she’s tired during a fight with enemies, too?”

I spoke dryly. A sigh slipped out naturally. Of course.

I thought I was getting a great S-rank Hunter on my team, but this is a complete mess.

“No, maybe your team leader doesn’t know yet. Hyunji’s profile is as both a Hunter and an actress…”

“You’re the one who doesn’t know. I get it. She’s trying to be different from others but isn’t selling well. She wants the world’s attention with the Hunter profile.”

“Hey, are you crazy?”

The suited man, probably Seohyeonji’s manager, blushed fiercely, glared at me, then looked at Im Jaejoon.

It was a look that said, “Please stop him,” but Im Jaejoon didn’t intervene.

After all, Im Jaejoon and I weren’t boss and subordinate but allies seeking mutual benefit.

“Let’s just evaluate the ability. It’s impressive. But her level isn’t high, her stamina is low, and without proper training, there are limits. Can you fill a soy sauce dish with water poured into it?”

Honestly, she had talent.

Definitely an S-rank Hunter. But a raw gem left unpolished will quickly fall behind.

“Isn’t Hanul also desperate for S-rank names?”

You need top-level Hunters for bidding on dungeons.

Im Jaejoon wanted an S-rank Hunter for the highest-level dungeon raids.

“I’m not interested in cleaning up mannequins’ messes. If you really want to get stronger, come then.”

S-rank or not, I didn’t need someone with no real intent.

“Go to another team. You’re not needed on mine.”

“Wow, unbelievable. Even their president stays quiet, so who does he think he is?”

Seohyeonji’s manager was outraged and loosened his tie.

“Good riddance. She can go to another team. Or better yet, cancel the contract and move to another guild.”

The manager was still fuming.

Seohyeonji’s popularity had been rising recently. The image of a beautiful Hunter working for justice was very profitable.

“How did you know?”

“Hm? Know what?”

“That her ability’s duration was short.”

Most others would be dazzled by the dazzling flames. But Team Leader Lee looked indifferent.

No, he looked down on the rookie. And he was only a C-rank Hunter himself.

“Must have just guessed.”

“I told her to come if she really wanted to get stronger.”

“Hm? What are you talking about?”

The manager was flustered by Seohyeonji’s sudden words.

Looking into Seohyeonji’s eyes, it seemed a switch had been flipped somewhere strange.

“Thinking about it, I got played.”

“Played?”

“Mad Dog Kim Cheolsu from Hwarang Guild is one of the top B-rank Hunters. For him to have gotten stronger under a newbie trainer who hasn’t even awakened—that’s just a lie.”

After discussing the guild’s future plans with Im Jaejoon, I headed to the team office.

I exchanged light greetings with the somewhat familiar yet unfamiliar guild staff.

“Why did you call us today?”

The staff of the third team came in with bright smiles and sat down in the meeting room.

Especially the talkative Jo Hanseon grinned broadly and crossed his legs.

“I heard you’re going on a mid-rank dungeon run. Is it because of that?”

Jo Hanseon asked with a teasing look.

As if asking what I planned to do alone.

I smiled plainly and handed everyone a folder.

“I’ll go into the mid-rank dungeon alone. You’re not ready yet.”

“What? You’re going into mid-rank alone?”

Jo Hanseon and the others showed surprised expressions.

Their confident faces breaking apart was quite amusing.

“What is this, Team Leader Lee…?”

Deputy Manager Kim Kimon looked puzzled after seeing the document folder I gave him.

“Forty million won…?”

“Thirty-five million…”

Each guessed a different amount.

But the attached contents were probably similar.

“It says twenty million here?”

Deputy Manager Kim Kimon said politely with a smile.


“This is the basic salary table. You’re not supposed to share this, but since we’ll need to negotiate anyway…”

The atmosphere in the meeting room froze at my words.

“This is the value I think you all have.”

I gave them a small smile.



 
  Chapter 25: Why Are You Fighting With Your Mouth?






“What? Are you kidding me?”

The Awakener, transitioning into a Hunter.

Jo Hanseon threw his contract onto the table. The other team members reacted the same way.

“You could transfer to another Guild right now and get a much higher salary than before, but you’re trying to slash our pay now?”

“No, it’s not about slashing pay.”

They didn’t seem to understand, so I figured I needed to explain it kindly.

“I gave you the analysis report last time. I compared your salaries with Hunters of the same rank in other Guilds.”

It became clear just how poorly Hanul Guild was being managed.

When compared…

“The achievements you’ve made so far, your individual skills, and your team management—they’re all pathetic.”

“That’s ridiculous. Who the hell do you think you are?”

I gave Jo Hanseon a faint smile at his words.

“I’m the Team Leader of Team 3. If you’re dissatisfied, feel free to join another team.”

“Are you joking? Do you realize this is abuse of power? Some parachute nonsense!”

“Team Leader Lee, I understand what you mean. But if you cut our salaries drastically like this, wouldn’t not only we but other Hanul Guild members also feel uneasy?”

Following Jo Hanseon’s aggressive tone, Deputy Leader Kim Kimon spoke with a softer, more persuasive voice.

“Especially when rumors are already flying around that Hanul Guild is going bankrupt or disappearing.”

His voice carried the maturity and consideration of an elder. But I knew better.

There were dozens of snakes slithering inside him. And the real rotten one was Kim Kimon.

“Don’t worry. A Guild isn’t a charity.”

It’s better to think of this as the stubbornness of a newly appointed Team Leader.

“KPI. It’s a charity that would keep people who fall drastically short of the organization’s Key Performance Indicators. Your performance during the contract period has been poor. Is there really a need to renew your contracts?”

The Owner, Im Jaejoon, was on my side. And the Guild’s executive board was being replaced entirely by his people.

In other words, it was time to replace the rotten elements.

“Are you saying you want to run the team without us?”

“I’ve been running it alone until now.”

“And you’ll keep relying on such luck going forward?”

Kim Kimon asked in a flustered tone.

“Yes, it seems I don’t need you for the team I want to build.”

When I said it outright, the faces of Kim Kimon’s cronies darkened. I preferred this to their fake smiles.

“But I want to give you a chance. Show me your worth, and I’ll acknowledge it. Actually, I promise better treatment than before.”

“What is that?”

As if waiting for the question, I answered.

“We’re launching a new training curriculum. It’ll be piloted only with Team 3. Follow that curriculum, and if you achieve good results, I’ll reconsider.”

“Training?”

“Heard that? Ridiculous. Hey! Parachute, are you crazy? What are we, rookies? Do you think this Guild and team are all there is?”

Jo Hanseon couldn’t hold back, stood up, and shouted. Other team members added curses.

I laughed.

For the first time since I came, this team became united. Though it was to criticize me, it was bittersweet.

These people are useless.

They aren’t mine.

There’s no need for losers who just gather to lick each other’s wounds.

“Fine. Performance? Sure. But do you have any? Aside from running a few Lower Grade Dungeons recently, we veterans with three, six years of grinding rate 3,000 to 4,000. And you’re a mere porter making 6 billion?”

“Because I have the ability, that’s why it’s 6 billion.”

Jo Hanseon laughed incredulously at my words.

“You confident?”

“Yes, I am.”

His expression stiffened. Good. The atmosphere I wanted was here.

I crossed my legs and stared at Jo Hanseon.

If you want to throw down, do it quickly.

“Wow, you’re crazy. Can you really show me?”

“How do you want me to show you?”

“Follow me to the training ground. Why are you scared?”

Ideally, a verbal quarrel should escalate into a fistfight.

“I didn’t know you were this passionate about training.”

Many believe in the power and skills gained through Awakening as Hunters.

“Let’s go.”

New wine into new wineskins.

I was going to craft new wine.

“What? The Team Leader of Team 3 and Jo Hanseon are going to spar?”

“The parachute Team Leader cut all the team members’ salaries and got pissed off, so he challenged them to a fight.”

“Crazy. Isn’t that typical parachute porter behavior?”

“Even though he’s a porter, he owns the country’s largest Inventory. Plus, it can hold living beings.”

“Unique, but so what? How does carrying a lot of stuff relate to being a Team Leader?”

No one advertised it, but the training ground was packed with spectators. Watching fights or disasters is always entertaining.

“Quite a crowd.”

“If you’re scared, step off the ring now.”

Jo Hanseon sneered confidently.

Hyunsu responded with a soft smile.

I disliked that cocky face.

Jo Hanseon prided himself on his skills in this field.

Sure, he was often lazy and negligent. But he always fought on the frontlines, risking his life. The rewards he received were minimal.

The bear bears the burden, and the owner reaps the benefits.

So Jo Hanseon always took it easy and played around.

Today, however, he intended to give his all.

“This guy has plenty of combat experience too. If I underestimate him, I’ll get crushed.”

Currently, he was the strongest in Team 3 for one-on-one fights. From behind, I heard my teammates cheering to crush him.

“Don’t be too harsh.”

Kim Kimon, the eldest and backbone of Team 3, said kindly, and Jo Hanseon slightly curled his lips.


Brother Kimon was too gentle and kind for a Hunter, which was his weakness.

He had a modern scholar’s image. But he cared deeply for his people.

He once lent me a huge sum without any due date when I was drowning in debt. Even when I tried to repay, he refused outright.

“Consider it a gift; don’t worry about it.”

I could see the deputy leader’s face, chuckling as he said that. For his honor, I planned to crush the arrogant Team Leader today.

“People from Teams 1 and 2 are all here too. Ready for a massive embarrassment?”

“Are you saying you’re ready for a massive embarrassment?”

“No, I’m talking about you.”

“Looks like you’ve only awakened your mouth. Why do you want to fight only with words?”

“Get ready to get your ass kicked.”

Both put on their headgear.

“Hey, is it working well?”

“Yeah. That bastard’s done for now.”

Cha Hyunsoo fixed Jo Hanseon’s headgear and grinned maliciously.

Jo Hanseon had a reason for his confidence.

Before sparring, he took an Awakening stimulant item.

It temporarily boosts all stats by +5.

Usually, such doping is banned in official matches. But no one checked for it in these small sparrings.

The referee signaled the start of sparring.

Hyunsu was relaxed; Jo Hanseon charged in confidently.

No rules, free combat.

Jo Hanseon threw a low kick at Hyunsu, who stepped back to dodge. Not bad. But that was the plan—to evade.

Crack!

Jo Hanseon’s quick straight punch struck Hyunsu’s face.

Focusing on the low attack made Hyunsu unaware of the high strike.

Cheers from Team 3 came from behind.

Jo Hanseon felt energized all over. Hyunsu staggered.

Quickly cornering him, Jo Hanseon unleashed a flurry of punches.

Pow! Bam!

Hyunsu looked incredulous. Or rather, he was just overwhelmed by the onslaught threatening his life.

“What? Why? What the hell! A mere porter! What are you doing? Hey, are you kidding me?”

The sparring was one-sided.

Even the enthusiastic crowd around began whispering if they should stop it when they saw the blood spreading on the ring.

“You worthless piece of crap. Crying? Cry?”

Jo Hanseon felt a rush of pleasure through his body. The feeling of landing punches was satisfying.

-Get up.

I saw Hyunsu cornered, coughing up blood and collapsing.

Jo Hanseon spat toward the downed Hyunsu.

-Are you okay? Please come to your senses.

Somewhere, a strange echo kept repeating.

I was in a great mood after finally releasing my stress.

Then suddenly, the surroundings vanished as if swallowed by something. Someone kept slapping my cheek.

“Are you coming to your senses? How many counts is this?”

Someone looked down at me—a referee holding up his fingers.

Not knowing what was happening, Jo Hanseon blinked and slowly looked around.

“Did you see that?”

“Ended right after the first hit?”

Jo Hanseon wanted someone to explain the situation. But seeing his teammates’ grim faces and their Team Leader calmly removing his headgear without a scratch, he guessed.

“Damn it.”

I forced a choice.

“I hope you all find better Guilds.”

The former Team 3 members couldn’t say a word.

They were lazy.

Even from the data I checked before joining Team 3, it was clear.

Salary parasites.

The word described them perfectly.

Jo Hanseon and Cha Hyunsoo decided to leave the Guild. The other Team 3 members requested transfers to Teams 1 or 2, but whether those teams would accept them was uncertain.

That was none of my business, so I didn’t care.

The problem was this man in front of me.

“I’ll stay.”

Deputy Leader Kim Kimon said with a kindly smile.

“I don’t think you heard everything clearly earlier.”

“No, I understand. I’ll follow your curriculum.”

I thought he’d be the first to leave, but he wanted to stay.

That was unexpected.

“Why?”

“Why? Who would accept a middle-aged D-rank Hunter in any Guild?”

His words were true.

Who would take in someone with good relations but poor skills and no potential for growth?

From the way they treated me, it was clear that in the Hunter world, even managers without ability or experience were despised.

“Team Leader Lee, or rather, since it’s just the two of us, I’ll speak comfortably. You’re quite a bit younger.”

Kim Kimon smiled and asked.

“Do you know anything about me?”

“Is there something I should know?”

“So you know.”

Kim Kimon looked at me with an expression he had never shown before.

I smiled without thinking.

A genuine smile from deep inside.

Why?

Because the old demon hiding behind the mask of a good man had revealed his true colors.

“A person living off the scraps won’t start something new elsewhere. They’ll just keep doing what they’ve been doing.”

“I think the scraps you imagine and the ones I do are different.”

“Isn’t it the same scraps?”

I knew Kim Kimon was part of the former chairman’s faction. But even they didn’t know his true identity.

He was running a lucrative side business.

“Go to the Police Station yourself.”

“Police Station? Me?”

Kim Kimon smiled sinisterly, took off his glasses, and rubbed his philtrum.

“Do you have proof?”

There was none yet.

“I don’t know where I caught the scent. But do you know this?”

Kim Kimon pulled out his contract.

“What I know—and if my work gets leaked outside, Hanul will suffer the most.”

He began tearing the contract up right in front of me.

As if it was worthless.

“You shouldn’t be kicking me out, but rather protecting me. Understand your parachute line?”

“For that reason as well.”

Kim Kimon put his glasses back on, stood up, and pushed the torn contract toward me.

“The contract amount seems wrong. Team Leader Lee, please double-check.”

“You’ve made a choice you can’t undo.”

Kim Kimon smiled briefly at my words and left the room.

Left alone, I threw the contract into the trash.

Hidden true nature. Ugly desires. A mind that shows one face in front and another behind.

I’d experienced all this in another world.


A mouth that spoke of love now spewing curses. A mouth that preached justice now preaching injustice.

I licked my dry lips.

I knew my opponent.

But my opponent did not know me.
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Rumors spread in an instant that every member of Team 3 was about to be kicked out.

It was impossible not to hear them.

They whispered wherever I went.

“Looks like it’s the first time we’re meeting, right?”

At that moment, someone openly approached me.

A man wearing sunglasses, with a solid build.

“You’re the Team 3 Leader who’s been causing all the recent noise, right?”

“Ah, yes.”

“I’m Yang Cheonsu, Team 1 Leader. I’ve been busy running high-grade Dungeons, so we never got to greet each other.”

“Nice to meet you.”

We shook hands. I could feel the rough calluses on his palm.

“Drinking vending machine coffee, huh? If you go down to the Guild’s first floor, they brew fresh coffee daily with new beans.”

“I should check that out sometime.”

“Go now. You’ve got to enjoy it leisurely.”

Yang Cheonsu actively showed a friendly demeanor. He seemed like a genuinely good-natured person.

An insider? That’s the vibe he gave off.

“I have to attend the Dungeon briefing soon.”

“Oh, so you’re the Team 3 Leader heading to the mid-rank Dungeon we just won the bid for. Man, I might as well get some vending machine coffee myself after all this time.”

Yang Cheonsu grabbed a paper cup of vending machine coffee, sat beside me, and smiled without erasing the grin from his face.

“Tastes good after a long time. Not healthy at all, though.”

“Instant food is always like that.”

“I’ve heard some things about your Team Leader lately. Must be tough when people don’t listen, huh?”

I heard the slurp of coffee.

“All hunters are like that. Stubborn, inflexible, and stubborn about their own opinions. That’s why they sometimes talk back to their Team Leader. I know because I’m a Team Leader too.”

As a junior hunter passed by and greeted him, he caught my eyes and smiled.

“But you can’t just cut off your own people. It ruins your reputation. Even if the young ones act rashly, if you treat them like your own, they’ll eventually become family.”

I had a pretty good idea who he was talking about. I smiled lightly.

“Is that so?”

“Of course. That guy Kim Kimon. Not as bad as people say. It’s like with Liu Bei—there are fighters like Guan Yu and Zhang Fei, and strategists like Jeonggalyang. Team management works the same way.”

“Kim Kimon as Jeonggalyang?”

“No, not that much. Since you’re going to a mid-rank Dungeon, it’s hard to handle alone. I’ll handle the middle ground, so let’s grab a drink. From what I hear, those guys were giving the new Team Leader a hard time.”

Unnecessary kindness.

A smile that seemed genuinely pleasant.

Did he think I was someone who understood hints well? His arm was already patting my shoulder.

“No, that’s not necessary.”

“Alright, I’ll talk to them later… What?”

“No need for useless actions.”

I showed him my cranky nature.

Still, he laughed heartily with a smiling face. Was this the virtue of an elder and Team Leader?

If so, I’m unfit to be a Team Leader. I’m bad at putting on such pretenses.

“This guy’s really stubborn. Young people need to be flexible. Alright, alright. Let’s take it slow. When do you head out for the mid-rank Dungeon raid? We’ve got some people on our schedule who could support you.”

“No, I’m fine on my own.”

I drew a clear line. Only then did Yang Cheonsu’s face become one I liked.

“Team 3 Leader, it’s fine if you treat me like this, but don’t treat Changsu that way. He’s got a temper.”

That was Kim Changsu, Team 2 Leader—nicknamed the King of Settlements.

Known for turning into a mess when drunk, he’d been in the news several times for assaulting civilians.

Because of that, the Hanul Group’s Legal Team had a blacklist against him.

They said he became Team Leader because he couldn’t stand having anyone above him and drove them all away.

And the Team 1 Leader in front of me—once a gangster, he entered this field after awakening as a Hunter.

He was a direct disciple of Im Jaejoong, the former Hanul Guild Master. He was practically the real power here.

“I’m curious who’s got the worse temper.”

I said as I took the last sip of coffee and stood up.

“Well then, I’ll be going.”

I heard the sound of the crumpled paper cup behind me.

After the rough briefing, I entered the mid-rank Dungeon alone.

“We will open the mid-rank Dungeon soon. Please stand by!”

“Safety checks! Equipment checks!”

Hunters gathered at the entrance of the mid-rank Dungeon.

There were about fifty people.

They were divided into six parties of five each, all participating in the mid-rank Dungeon run.

“-Transmitting Dungeon data.”

Olivier, who officially started as an Operator today, sent a transmission.

Grade: Mid-Rank


	Name: Insect Dungeon

	Boss: Devil Flower Mantis

	Rewards
Unique: Rachios’ Chain Sword, Rachios’ Shield, Spear of Advance
Rare: Insect Summon, Flame Explosion, Recovery Boost, Cure



“-You’re only wearing the Power Suit today?”

Olivier’s sudden, out-of-the-blue question earned my indifferent reply.

“I’m wearing the Power Suit. What else would I wear?”

“-Justice Armor looked good on you.”

“Of course, I look good in anything. But I won’t wear those tight spandex suits. No, never.”

I felt my cheeks flush instantly. Did she really witness that back then?

“-I am the Enforcement of Justice. Justice Man!”

“…”

“-En-for-ce-ment of Jus-tice!!!!”

Ah, geez.

“-Heh heh, can I upload this to YouTube? Honestly, you looked great. I’m streaming these days but have so few subscribers…”

I quickly cut the transmission.

Dungeon or no dungeon, I wanted to go home.

How could this be help? They said they’d support the Dungeon run, right? Help me? Is this helping?

My condition was at its worst.

At that moment, I heard complaining from elsewhere.


“Damn, Fighting God Guild is here too.”

“They’ll probably take this boss too. Why is the second-ranked Guild running mid-rank Dungeons anyway?”

“Don’t you get it? They’re probably letting their juniors gain experience.”

As expected, Fighting God Guild was expanding their tentacles everywhere.

There were many reasons for running Dungeon raids.

For Hunter growth, for acquiring high-quality Mana Stones, and occasionally for the items that dropped.

Especially bosses with high drop rates were coveted hunting targets for everyone.

The highest-grade monsters required raids, but mid-rank bosses could be hunted by small groups.

Therefore, competition for mid-rank Dungeon bosses was fierce.

As I looked around, I spotted a familiar face.

We weren’t close. I tried to ignore him, but he came over.

“Hello.”

Kim Inho from Fighting God Guild—an up-and-coming Hunter.

He was the one I met at the place where I awakened and caught that Office Worker.

He still had a very neat appearance. Only a month had passed, but he already gave off a veteran vibe.

“Good to see you here.”

“I heard you joined Hanul.”

I thought he wouldn’t care where I went.

Kim Inho’s trainer was Kang Seonsu, with whom I had a rather bad relationship.

He must have heard bad things about me from Kang Seonsu, so I expected some animosity.

“You’d have been better off joining Fighting God.”

“I had acquaintances in Hanul. I heard you’re doing great lately.”

“No, I still have a lot to improve.”

This wasn’t just polite talk.

Kim Inho’s growth was no joke. Rumors even said he’d be the Rookie Hunter of the Year.

It was a bit disappointing that Kim Taeyang, whom I trained, hadn’t made much noise.

Strange. I thought Taeyang had more potential than Kim Inho.

“Hunter Kim Taeyang should be pushing forward like Kim Inho.”

“Didn’t you… hear the news?”

“News?”

“Yes.”

What news? Did he cause some trouble?

“Taeyang is under disciplinary action.”

“Disciplinary?”

No wonder Taeyang was quieter than Kim Inho.

“I heard he assaulted a teammate. It seems his standing in Hwarang Guild isn’t good. Since the new Team Leader took over, Taeyang’s been having a rough time.”

That stung a little.

After all, we had a mentor-disciple relationship. I thought he’d at least come to me for advice.

By the way, since when did Kim Inho and Kim Taeyang become so close? At first, they growled and tried to keep each other at bay.

“He said he’s too embarrassed to tell the Team Leader. There’s even talk of him being kicked out of the Guild…”

“That’s just great. Looks like my heartfelt training for Kim Taeyang hasn’t been enough. I’ll have to check on him sometime.”

Hearing about potential Guild expulsion instantly caught my attention.

Kim Taeyang had talent comparable to Kim Inho.

I felt sorry for the former Hwarang Guild Team Leader who scouted Kim Taeyang, but if he was going to be expelled, it’d be better to bring him into my team.

“Hey, isn’t that that person?”

While I was calculating all this mentally, someone’s voice reached me.

One of Kim Inho’s Fighting God Guild party members pointed at me.

I didn’t recognize the face at all.

“Looks like it.”

“Wow, no way. That person became a Hunter too?”

Who was that? Those party members seemed to recognize me.

It wasn’t my imagination.

“Wow, nice to see you. You’re the one who failed the interview before, right?”

“I know who you are. The hero?”

Now I remembered bit by bit.

The guy who openly laughed calling me ‘the hero’ was supposedly from the Special Task Force.

The woman who greeted me warmly seemed to be someone I met during the interview too.

“Oh, you joined the Guild? You awakened?”

“Ah, yes.”

“No way. Where did you go?”

“I’m with Hanul.”

“Hanul? Where’s that?”

The woman seemed unsure, and a tall man pretended to punch her on the head, saying:

“It’s the Guild ranked 21st right now.”

“Ah…”

Hanul’s rank dropped further after the Guild Master changed to Im Jaejoon.

Rumors even spread that Hanul Group was unstable and the Guild would disband.

In reality, it was because Im Jaejoon and I started cleaning up the trash.

“No one really knows beyond the top 10.”

“Not really necessary to know either.”

Still, since we’d been hired the same day, they seemed friendly.

“This one caught the notorious Office Worker who had a ruthless reputation.”

“Oh? That Office Worker?”

Before I could say anything, Kim Inho spoke.

His usually calm voice sounded a little heated.

“Didn’t the Office Worker escape?”

“That’s right.”

What did the Office Worker’s escape have to do with me?

“And now I’m the Team Leader of Hanul Guild.”

“EITH?”

“Wow, seriously? You became a Team Leader already even though you became a Hunter later than us? No matter how small the Guild, that’s crazy!”

I wasn’t exactly happy to be reminded we’d gone through the same interview.

What surprised me was Kim Inho’s reaction. When his colleagues snubbed me, his expression hardened.

“But you came alone without a party?”

“Yes.”

“Got it. Must be tough.”

“Let’s get going. Good seeing you.”

The man from the Special Task Force said this, but he didn’t look particularly glad.

The woman waved, wishing me luck without any malice.

“Sorry.”

“No, it was good to see how I look through your eyes.”

I was slightly annoyed, but I understood why Team 3’s members were so hypersensitive.

The Hunter world’s judgment on someone without any proof was harsh.

Fighting God Guild entered the mid-rank Dungeon soon after, and I followed not long after.

I wondered how their expressions would contort.


As soon as I entered the Dungeon, Olivier’s voice came through.

Her support started today.

“That’s right.”

I licked my dry lips. After a long time, my fighting spirit was finally ignited.
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I officially began the hunt.

Olivier, who possessed tracking abilities, followed as my Supporter.


	Two giant ants detected 300 meters ahead.



It felt as if I had shrunk down and stepped into the underbrush.

Pushing through the dense foliage, I drew my Number 1 sword, the Longsword.

Silently, I moved forward, almost sliding across the ground.

As I neared them, the giant ants—about the size of a human—stopped working and stared at me.

They were carrying corpses shaped like Cubes as their load, but they hurriedly readied themselves for battle.

But before they could react, I threw two knives.

Thud! Thud!

One knife lodged between the antennae, and the ants twisted their heads in pain.

Though they weren’t seriously wounded, they opened their mandibles wide, ready to bite me.

I slashed the foremost ant’s torso, then spun around to cut the other one’s body as well.

Even with their bodies cut open, the creatures writhed on the ground.


	Continue straight ahead.

	Move to the right in 100 meters.

	Speed bump branch detected 20 meters ahead.



The Navigator function is impressive.

I have basic scouting skills, but Olivier’s tracking support makes moving through the dungeon much easier.

It’s like following a strategy guide while taking a shortcut.


	A Stag Beetle has spotted us and is approaching. Its exoskeleton is tough, so I recommend your Number 2 sword.



I released the Longsword into thin air. As the black Subspace swallowed it, I drew my Two-Handed Sword with my right hand.

A hum resonated.

The blade, powered by Magic Essence Stones, glowed with a faint blue light.

Thud-thud-thud!!

Seeing the huge beetle flying at me, a thought crossed my mind: a flying tank.

That was the first thing that came to me.

Could I actually cut this thing?

It looked as solid as a Golem.


	This weapon is made with Black Label-grade materials. Its performance is more than sufficient. If you can’t cut it, then it’s your lack of skill.



“Who asked you?”

Ignoring Olivier’s smug tone, I gripped the Number 2 sword with both hands and swung it wide horizontally.

Crunch!

The beetle collapsed on the ground, leaking fluid as it died and gave me experience points.

This actually works.


	You really are a monster. I can’t believe you cut through it.



“You told me to do it.”

Honestly, I didn’t think it would actually work.

“Are you kidding me?”


	Unlike other creatures, this one was a Stag Beetle, whose exoskeleton is incredibly tough—so tough that some use it as armor.



I wasn’t sure whether to trust this thing from now on.

They didn’t even explain anything and just told me to try it.

Even in this modern age where results justify everything, this seemed a bit much.

About an hour had passed since I entered the dungeon.

I slaughtered everything in sight.

Thanks to that, my System Experience steadily accumulated, and I leveled up twice.

“Drained after just an hour?”

The Number 1 sword, the Longsword, no longer flowed with Ether.

While it allowed me to dispatch enemies without effort, the Ether was consumed quickly.


	But your hunting speed improved. You leveled up twice in an hour.



Olivier teased.

Come to think of it, considering the number of monsters I cut down, I probably used it for quite a long time.


	This is surprising.



Olivier spoke slowly.


	Someone else found the boss first.



“Since everyone’s gunning for first place, there won’t be any fools.”

Someone had reached the boss before me.

As I suspected, it was a member of the Fighting God Guild.

“Hasol’s tracking skills really deserve recognition, don’t they?”

“She’s even better at finding things than a Guide.”

“Ah, no way. Must be luck.”

I vaguely remembered the name.

The woman who was acting friendly with me earlier—the candidate who said she spoke five languages during the interview.

If she has tracking skills, she’s probably a Supporter. If she’s good enough to be compared with the nation’s top Guide, then her ability must be real.

Although she wasn’t at the scene, she found the boss a step ahead of Olivier.


	Sorry. Since this is my first time as an Operator, there were some misunderstandings.



“No, you were useful enough.”


	Getting comforted by someone like you hurts my pride.



What does she want from me?

“Right, you’re completely useless. I was expecting something when you said you’d be the Operator, but you just fell behind everyone else.”

I openly mocked her.


	Hmph. You can only say that now. Don’t think that treating me like dirt will win my heart.



Is there no communication block function?

I fiddled with the System as the boss battle began.

“Changyeol and Inho, take the front line! Haram, keep using your support magic as much as possible! Hasol, hold the line with me!”

The Fighting God Guild Raid Team Leader’s orders were executed flawlessly.

I didn’t want to admit it, but this was truly the mark of a top-ranking guild.

Even the old-timers in our team wouldn’t have moved like that.

A rustling sound.

The boss awoke from the bushes.

Every insect here was huge.

The boss especially was enormous—about three times the size of a person.

The mantis, the insect world’s strongest hunter, had grown into a terrifyingly grotesque size.

Its huge forelegs raised high, its predatory eyes sent chills down anyone’s spine.

No, the party members were literally frozen with fear.

“Cu-Cure Light!”

The female healer’s voice triggered a skill pattern, which the System executed in the air.

A bright, warm light enveloped their heads, instantly restoring their composure.

“That thing looks seriously disgusting!”

The special forces man who had interviewed with me grabbed his sword and shield and charged forward.

Next to him, Kim Inho pressed the side with his spear.

“Here it comes!”

The boss tore through the bushes and lunged forward.


The two men tanking attacked frantically from both sides.

Taking advantage of the opening, the party leader and Go Hasol—the main damage dealers—began their assault.

Go Hasol was smart enough to speak five languages, and her tracking skills were excellent.

But her archery was also outstanding.

Her accuracy was decent, and the skill where she infused arrows with magic seemed quite powerful.

She was very steady.

Gradually chipping away at the boss’s flesh, the battle heavily favored the Fighting God Guild’s party.

“This is dangerous.”


	It’s going to fail.



Olivier and I shared the same opinion.

“Enough!”

Kim Changyeol, a special forces veteran, bared his teeth and laughed. One of the mantis’s legs was cut off.

I thought the cooking was done; now it was time to eat.

Something felt off.

The Fighting God Guild’s party leader, Baek Juhwan, sensed it too.

The battle was overwhelmingly in their favor.

One of the mantis’s legs was gone, and Go Hasol’s Wind Arrows were landing critical hits continuously.

“No way…”

That was when Baek Juhwan realized why he felt uneasy.

“Fall back!”

His shout echoed through the battlefield.

But it was already too late.

“Ugh, cough!”

Kim Changyeol, who had charged forward confidently, was hit by the mantis’s counterattack and rolled across the ground.

His shield was shattered, and his Power Suit flickered faintly.

The boss was still taking damage but showed no sign of pain.

Instead, it was getting faster.

“Something’s wrong.”

I had thought it was an ordinary boss, but now I was chilled by the suspicion that it was hiding something.

“Inho, take Changyeol and retreat! Hasol, gather your party and retreat too!”

“Yes? O-older brother!”

“There’s no time!”

Baek Juhwan infused magic into his arrows.

The ether-infused arrow glowed brightly and struck the mantis’s exoskeleton.

Boom!

The shell was torn apart in an explosion. Even as chunks of flesh fell and fluids sprayed, the boss didn’t react at all.

On the contrary—

“Ha…”

Baek Juhwan stood there stunned.

The mantis, which had been some distance away, suddenly leapt and flew toward him without any wind-up.

“Brother, it’s dangerous!”

Anyone could tell it was dangerous, but there was no time to dodge.

Baek Juhwan realized this was the end for him.

Was it a montage flashing through his mind?

The mantis’s sharp foreleg came crashing toward his torso.

Crack!

Fluid splattered.

Only much later did he realize it wasn’t his own.

Aether Blade coated with faint blue light sliced through the mantis’s foreleg.

The man wielding the blade nonchalantly flicked the fluid off into the air.

“Huh?”

Baek Juhwan recognized the man from somewhere, and Go Hasol, Kim Changyeol, and Kim Inho all knew him well.

“Is it okay if I take over now?”

Baek Juhwan was speechless at the question from the man who had saved him.

Even with a foreleg severed, the monster was still lethal. Yet this man seemed at ease.

“You need to avoid it! No matter what damage you take, it won’t reduce its HP!”

“Yes, yes, I know. It’s insanely tough.”

The mantis jumped high.

Boom!

A shockwave radiated from where the boss landed, kicking up a cloud of dust.

“Everyone, retreat! Abort the raid!”

There have been countless cases where reckless pride led to party wipeouts.

Baek Juhwan was certain he had made the right call.

By the time he regained his senses, they were already out of the mantis’s territory.

The man from before was nowhere to be seen.

‘He told me to avoid it, but I was stupid…’

He was their savior. Judging by how he cut off one of the boss’s arms alone, his weapon was incredibly strong.

But simply being strong didn’t mean the boss could be defeated.

“W-what do we do? Someone I know is still there…”

Go Hasol stammered to the party leader.

Baek Juhwan thought for a moment and shook his head.

“Just wanted to land the finishing blow. Can’t help it. Reckless pride is a death wish.”

Thud. Thud.

Roaring sounds came from behind as they fled.

Baek Juhwan muttered that when they returned after regrouping, he would at least recover the body.

It was thanks to that sacrifice that they escaped without casualties.

“You go on ahead.”

“What?”

“I’m coming with you.”

Kim Inho, who had been on the same team, left the injured Kim Changyeol in Baek Juhwan’s care and turned back.

Earlier, it seemed he had some close relationship with the Hanul Guild’s pack mule.

He was subtly trying to promote the Hanul Guild’s pack mule.

All of it.

“W-what do we do?”

“What else can we do?”

Lately, the guild was doing so well that they seemed unstoppable once lifted up.

Baek Juhwan had definitely ordered a retreat, but if someone died like that, they had chosen death themselves.

“Everyone retreat. We’ll raid with the other guilds.”

The Fighting God Guild party, retreating, soon arrived where other guilds were hunting.

The other guild members were surprised to see the Fighting God Guild arrive covered in blood.

It was unfortunate not to be able to claim the boss’s reward alone, but failing to close the dungeon now hurt their pride more.

If they led the other guilds to kill the boss, their worth wouldn’t be small.

“The boss is strong. Anyone want to raid together? Rewards will be distributed evenly.”

“Understood.”

Perhaps sensing an opportunity, people readily expressed their willingness to join.

“Only five more people. High-level only.”


As Baek Juhwan gathered more people, a message appeared.


	Boss Rachios has been defeated.



“Huh?”

The Fighting God Guild—especially Baek Juhwan—were filled with confusion.

“How was the boss defeated? By who?”



 
  Chapter 28: Raid on the Rakios Dungeon (3)






“There’s something about that guy.”

Kim Inho thought so.

At first, the rumors about Lee Hyunbin weren’t good.

A useless Trainer without even a Hunter license.

But when he actually met him, he was different.

Kang Seonsu had said, with his level of potential, he could be the best rookie of the year.

The Guild’s evaluation was good, and Inho himself was confident.

But the moment he encountered Kim Taeyang in the dungeon, he realized how petty his own thoughts had been.

Taeyang’s overwhelmingly fast hunting speed and his confident attacks—

Though he didn’t want to admit it, Kim Taeyang’s hunting ability was on a higher level than his own.

At first, he was furious at how quickly Taeyang had dragged him down beneath himself.

Taeyang and he had different styles. Taeyang had a regeneration ability, giving him a very aggressive attack style.

Meanwhile, Kim Inho was an all-rounder type, someone who calculated and optimized the effects of his abilities to the maximum.

The decisive difference between Kim Taeyang and himself boiled down to one thing: the Trainer.

Lee Hyunbin was a porter Awakened Hunter with overwhelming close-combat strength.

Usually, because of the HP System, damage taken would offset damage dealt.

But Lee Hyunbin’s strikes were on a whole different level.

He had knocked out that company employee—the worst villain—barehanded. And on the very first day of his Awakening.

Not only that, but he saved and led those who were flustered this time, preventing any casualties during their dungeon escape.

It was extraordinary.

On his first day of Awakening, without proper equipment, he had hunted an Orc Champion all alone.

Unconsciously, Kim Inho kept tracking Lee Hyunbin’s movements.

Whoosh!

A two-handed sword glowing faintly blue drew an elegant arc through the air.

Crack!

The boss’s front paw was severed. Lee Hyunbin climbed up the snarling beast’s leg, leapt high, and with a single strike, brought down its neck.

It was unbelievable agility—he seemed so relaxed, as if he anticipated every attack and dodged with ease.

The reason he initially supported the Hunter was this:

He wanted to be the butcher of those damn monsters spilling out of the Gate.

More than that, he wanted to be a Hunter who eradicates monsters to save people, not one who sees monsters as just money.

Despite being branded a mere porter by the System, he broke through that limit with his own power—a strong driving force.

That’s the image he desired.

The severed boss’s head rolled on the floor, but its torso still twitched.

The mantis boss lunged at the unsuspecting Lee Hyunbin, exposing its back.

“Danger!”

Kim Inho rushed out to support him. If the timing was right, he could alter the trajectory of the attack.

He infused his weapon with magic, preparing to throw a spear—

Crack!

Lee Hyunbin’s foot crushed something.

The long mantis howled painfully, raising its body.

– Boss Rachios has been defeated.

The boss stopped moving.

“Hmm…?”

“Why?”

“Hmm…”

Olivier’s reaction was underwhelming.

They’d killed the boss, and items were dropping rapidly. So what was the problem?

“Did anything come out?”

“You should analyze it.”

“Hmm… just take a look yourself.”

“Ah, got it.”

There it was.

I stomped on the dead boss—the mantis—and on the parasitic worm inside, Rachios.

Though already lifeless, Rachios wriggled its long body and sprayed a viscous fluid reflexively.

“Ugh…!”

Olivier’s reaction intensified.

“Look closely. Why? You can see the Justice Armor clearly, but can’t see this? Huh? An item dropped. Analyze it, Olivier.”

“Ugh, T-Transmission cut off!”

Why would a demon in another world be so squeamish?

There were far uglier monsters in the Demon King’s Army, and they had survived alongside those beasts.

“T-Those disgusting ones were sent to other squads…”

Ah, I see.

Even among demons who lead monsters, some things are just unacceptable by nature.

“Alright, fine. Tough is tough. I won’t do this anymore, so analyze the item.”

With that, I stopped stomping on Rachios’s corpse.

When I lifted my foot, the sticky fluid stretched long from the body to my shoe and didn’t fall off.

“You bastard!”

With those words, our Elder Succubus, Lady Olivier, cut the communication.

I had found this guy’s weakness. I smiled contentedly.

It felt good to return the favor for teasing her earlier about Justice Armor.

“Impressive…”

“Whoa, you startled me.”

When did this guy get here?

I hadn’t even realized there were people nearby because I was busy teasing Olivier after beating the boss.

“I’m Kim Inho from the Fighting God Guild.”

Kim Inho had a dazed look on his face, as if he’d been watching my fight.

Really.

His mouth twitched.

Why is he like that?


“You know you didn’t steal the boss, right?”

“Yes. We failed, so that’s clear.”

Kim Inho answered plainly and approached me.

Thanks to Olivier cutting the communication, I checked the item directly.

Two data USBs—also known as Skillbooks—and Rachios’s Shield dropped.

One unique item and two rare skills.

While I stored the items in my inventory, Kim Inho spoke again.

“Excuse me… I’m curious about something.”

I looked at him, sensing he hesitated.

“Can I train like Taeyang?”

“Train?”

I thought maybe he was about to ask for a share of the loot since we had fewer bosses or something, but this was different.

Honestly, I’m lost right now.

I feel like I’m becoming a Hunter who’s neither this nor that.

Yes, I want to get stronger.

The desire to grow stronger as a Hunter was natural.

Kim Inho was already considered one of the best rookies of the year, having surpassed Kim Taeyang.

He was brimming with talent.

But it seemed he was aware of his own limits.

An all-rounder is called a versatile Hunter, but that just means they’re not the best at anything.

An all-rounder has to accumulate much experience to be truly effective.

“Won’t it be difficult?”

“Is that so?”

Upon hearing my words, Kim Inho’s hopeful eyes hardened.

He gave an awkward smile.

“There should be separate training in the Fighting God Guild.

If you train under another Guild’s Trainer, there would be problems.

Especially since I’m a newly debuted Hunter.

Getting training from a Trainer in another Guild rather than from my own Guild’s system would ruin the Guild’s pride.

The Guild wouldn’t like it.”

“Unless you quit the Guild, it’s impossible, right?”

I stood up, speaking as he mulled it over.

“Guild…”

Kim Inho muttered quietly, his eyes burning with determination.

I was about to warn him that he might get into trouble when a loud voice came from the entrance.

“Oh. The boss really got taken down?”

“Which Guild?”

About a dozen people entered the boss field.

At the front was the Fighting God Guild, their faces twisted with displeasure.

Their party leader approached me and looked down at the boss’s corpse.

“Did you get the last hit on the boss?”

“Last hit?”

That was such a predictable question that I couldn’t help but laugh.

“Laugh?”

I laughed with my own mouth. “Is that a problem?”

When I spoke bluntly, murmurs spread around.

“Didn’t you steal the kill just now?

No matter how much you want the money, there are rules. You can’t steal like that.”

A burly man from the Special Task Force, who had taken the interview with me, scowled fiercely.

“Oh, so you were the one holding the boss? That explains it.

Fighting God runs away shaking their hips without looking back when they kill a boss.

Is that a strategy? A tactical retreat?

You should’ve told us.

They ran off so frantically, I didn’t even know it was a plan.

I was fooled, the monsters were fooled, even the heavens were fooled.”

The party leader’s face reddened at my words.

Honestly, they had failed to kill the boss.

Since they thought I stole the kill, they couldn’t back down easily and started this quarrel.

But thanks to me, the party leader had saved his life.

If he had any conscience, he’d be ashamed.

Of course, he shouldn’t have started the quarrel in the first place.

“Yes, Hunter Lee Hyunbin got the kill.”

Kim Inho spoke up then.

His words, bearing the Fighting God Guild emblem, silenced the surrounding people.

Everyone except one.

“Kim Inho, why are you butting in now?”

“If Hunter Lee Hyunbin hadn’t helped, we would have been in danger.

You know that.”

Since they belonged to the same Guild, that argument lost all weight immediately.

All eyes turned to Kim Inho.

The party leader approached him and whispered something.

“You need to go to the Guild and explain this.

You’ve tarnished Fighting God’s honor.”

With that, the Fighting God Guild members glanced at me briefly, then turned and left.

The man who had interviewed me cleared his throat, spat on the floor, and stepped back.

Kim Inho bowed to me and followed the Guild members.

It was clear what was going to happen.

They’d try to pin the failure on Kim Inho.

I had gained plenty of experience, and because we succeeded in the boss raid, I took all the items.

If I just left the dungeon like this, it would be over.

“Hey.”

The Fighting God party leader and his group turned back.

“Won’t you apologize?”

“What?”

At my words, the Special Task Force member’s face crumpled like paper.

He seemed to be holding himself back, like “Are you crazy?”

“You should be ashamed.

You almost wiped out the raid by blindly stabbing at the boss without knowing its traits.

I saved you, and now you’re treating me like a thug?”

I spoke openly to the Fighting God members.

They started the quarrel and left without a word?

If you want to start a fight, that’s your choice.

But leaving like that requires permission.

The boss wasn’t a mantis but a parasite inside it.

You should have anticipated this from the moment the boss attacked without any sensation.”

“Big deal. You caught a mid-level boss and act all high and mighty.

They got wrecked by that mid-level boss, so who are they to talk?”

“That bastard!”

Just as I expected, the provoked Special Task Force member took a big step forward and lunged.

Before his comrades could stop him,

I lightly dodged to the side and grabbed his arm and neck.

Thwack!

I delivered a knee strike to his face.

He clutched his face in pain.

I followed up with an elbow blow to his neck and swept his leg.

The Special Task Force member collapsed to the ground, groaning.

Kim Inho’s eyes widened at the sudden fight.

Hunters nearby stopped in their tracks and watched.

Your hearts, everyone.

There’s nothing more entertaining than watching a fire or a fight.

Currently, the Fighting God Guild ranked 2nd.

They had many skilled Hunters and boasted an overwhelming force of 141 Hunters.

The party leader approached me as all eyes focused on us.

Whatever the reason, Fighting God had been stirred up.

The fight was unavoidable.

“Get up, Kim Changyeol.”

The party leader who walked up to me spoke quietly.

Kim Changyeol—the Special Task Force member who had been hit—rubbed the bridge of his nose and got up.

Clap! Clap!

The party leader slapped Changyeol twice.

Changyeol bit his lip in shame.

The party leader then turned to me and spoke heavily.

“It was a mistake to assume uncertain facts.

But creating problems between Guilds like this isn’t good for anyone.”

If you didn’t want to cause problems between Guilds, you should’ve stopped your members before they started.

At my words, the party leader’s face twisted like he had just tasted something bitter.

“We will send an official complaint.”

“Do as you please.”

The Fighting God party leader’s words drew murmurs from the Hunters.

“What’s this? They failed but are clinging on awkwardly?

I heard Fighting God’s doing well, but guess not.”

The party leader’s cold gaze darted to the wrong people but found no words.

We had failed the raid and retreated.

They insulted me for killing the boss alone and got beaten.

I wonder what kind of manager would be pleased with this.

The Fighting God party leader left without looking back.

The Special Task Force member licked his lips, spat a saliva-stained spit, and followed.

Kim Inho bowed to me again and turned away.

When the fight ended, the curious onlookers also left.

Now I feel a bit relieved.

I had been annoyed by those Fighting God guys who took the interview with me before entering the dungeon.

At least Kim Inho, who was friendly toward me, helped because he might have been in trouble.

It was satisfying just to show that Special Task Force guy—the one who openly ignored me—the power of a failed interviewee.

More importantly—

I have a feeling—


Kim Inho, who’s steadily climbing the ranks with great results, is wavering within Fighting God.

Kim Taeyang and Kim Inho.

I want them.

I want to put them on my team.



 
  Chapter 29: Bait






Near the Hanul Guild, a so-called Guild Town had taken shape.

“Winners Guild, apologize!
Investigate and clarify the cause of the incident!”

Today, once again, a middle-aged woman held a small picket sign alone in protest.

I had been part of Hanul Guild for over a month now, and I’d seen this scene countless times.

“My son said he was going on his first mission with Winners Guild after awakening to be filial—but he never came back!”

A woman, with no tears left to shed, shouted at the main entrance of Winners Guild’s office building.

She fought against the biting cold wind.

In the past, passersby would glance at the picket signs, but now, they barely drew any attention.

Hunters were supposed to make a fortune and fight monsters to protect people—that was the romantic ideal.

Where there is light, there is also darkness.

For elementary school kids, the number one dream was to become a Hunter—a Hero.

But behind that dream lay a bleak reality.

It had been 11 years since Gates appeared.

At first, Awakened Hunters formed Guilds to survive.

They developed a systematic system to cultivate Hunters and to fight.

The ideal of eradicating monsters slowly faded and transformed into a business.

Everyone wanted to become a Hunter, knowing that entering Dungeons, hunting monsters, and mining Magic Stones could bring a fortune.

But no place had a truly systematic system.

In my opinion, the training period should be at least half a year, starting with basic combat training and survival exercises.

Hunter mortality stood at 30%.

Especially Winners Guild, visible ahead, was notorious.

The shorter the training period, the less money the Guild spent, and the sooner Hunters could enter Dungeons, generating income from Magic Stones.

Mass-produced Hunters—that was the apt description.

I soon arrived at Hanul Guild. Entering the Guild lobby, I felt the gazes of others.

“Hey, that’s the leader of Team 3.”

“I heard he soloed a Mid-Rank Dungeon boss? Even the Veterans couldn’t do that.”

“Wasn’t Team 3 completely disbanded?”

“You didn’t know? The Team 3 leader soloed it.”

“What? He’s an Awakened Carrier?”

“Actually, I heard he’s more of a dealer type than a carrier.”

Whispers from office workers sitting at the first-floor café floated around.

To be exact, I had dual awakening as both a Carrier and a Hero. But it was still confidential.

“Jinjun, level 14. Hero Synchronization 3.8%.”

Thanks to hunting Dungeons diligently lately, my Carrier level had reached 14.

Since I was a Carrier, my Inventory Techniques had increased.

Freshness Maintenance, Sterilization Invincibility, Surface Invincibility, Cleansing Invincibility—like a washing machine’s skills, they were mostly useless.

Honestly, I thought maybe there’d be some use for them, but there really wasn’t.

My cleanliness level kept rising day by day.

By contrast, my synchronization as a Hero barely moved.

It had only gone up by 0.3%. And that was a small increase just yesterday—after almost no progress for a month.

“I guess I have to raise my Salvation Score after all.”

A Hero, by definition, is a savior.

To remain a true Hero, what must one do?

Simply put, you must prove your strength and intellect, and possess something others can admire.

That means saving someone or showing valor to others, which raises your score.

“It’s time to awaken the Hero’s power in earnest.”

Rather than raising my Carrier level, I decided to focus on the Hero power—the strength I used in another world—so I could inherit it faster.

I had sent the items I got yesterday from the Dungeon to appraisal.

It didn’t take long to get the total market value—it was roughly 150 million pure currency.

The Insect Summon Skill was worth only about 5 million, but the Healing Boost Skill was an astonishing 145 million.

I decided to keep Rachios’ Shield for myself.

It was normally an item for tanks, but when facing multiple enemies, setting up one shield dramatically increased survival rate.

I especially liked the options: damage reduction +5% and HP +10.

I then went straight up to the president’s office on the eighth floor. One of the reasons I was looking for Im Jaejoon today was Kim Taeyang.

After finishing the Dungeon yesterday, I had a drink with the former captain of Hwarang Guild.

There was a reason Jeon Jang wasn’t around the day I came to join Hwarang Guild.

Hwarang Guild was different now, too.

Like Hanul Guild, the head of Hwa Guild had changed, and a generation shift was underway.

Factional fights arose, and the former captain was pushed out.

Now, he had been demoted from management to field work.

They say even three people in love form factions—there’s truth in that.

Anyway, Kim Taeyang was currently under disciplinary action, and I heard his position in the Guild was very weak.

Honestly, I was the only one who could control Kim Taeyang; it would be hard for anyone else to make him obedient.

So, from now on, I planned to bring Kim Taeyang into my team.

As I reached the eighth floor, someone was just coming out of the president’s office.

Wearing a hat, sunglasses, and a mask, I couldn’t see her face, but I oddly felt I knew who it was.

“Hello.”

“Hello.”

It was Seohyeonji, the Fourth S-rank Hunter Awakened. Why was she here?

If I had said such things to her, she would’ve been proud enough to go to another Guild.

“I decided to sign a contract with Hanul.”

“Oh, I see. You’ll be joining Team 3?”

“Team 3?”

Before I could say more, she lifted her hat and lowered her mask.

She said she would join Team 3—my team.

“Why?”

“N8?”

“Why not? I’m the only one on the team right now. Well, technically, there’s Assistant Manager Kim Kimon who’s just holding out and not leaving.”

“As a former famous trainer and an S-rank Hunter, aren’t you happy?”


“Of course I am.”

That was true. But she wasn’t some girl.

If you saw Seohyeonji’s slender figure, you might call her pretty. But when entering a Dungeon, monsters don’t say, “Oh, you’re so pretty,” and hold back their attacks.

Whether pretty or ugly, they attack first. Especially for non-ranged types like Seohyeonji, she was the first to get targeted.

On top of that, she was said to be juggling an entertainment career and Hunter activities.

That was a disaster waiting to happen.

She wanted to gain the Hunter title just to attract the audience’s attention, which I definitely didn’t like.

“You’ll have to eat a lot and train even harder. Still, will you join our team?”

“I eat well.”

“Eat well? No way. The real glutton is the rice thief at my house.”

Seohyeonji looked like she kept her thin frame by eating tiny bits, like picking at her food with toothpicks at night.

“Here, take this.”

“What is it?”

“My signed CD.”

I didn’t need that. I’d refused before.

What good was a celebrity autograph? It wouldn’t build muscle.

“No thanks.”

“Why? My songs are really good.”

I glanced down at the CD Seohyeonji was offering.

Pogeol.

Ah, I remembered. I recalled a four-member girl group from a music show Katrinne used to watch frequently—they sang “Protect My Boyfriend.”

Uniquely, they had a Hunter concept. So, Seohyeonji must have been a former idol.

“We’ll be on the same team, so you should at least know about me.”

It wasn’t wrong, but it felt oddly different.

“Make sure to listen!”

Annoying, but I agreed. I said I’d listen, though I didn’t say when. At least before this life ends.

After meeting Seohyeonji, I entered the president’s office where Im Jaejoon greeted me.

“We decided to sign Seohyeonji, and she’s going to Team 3.”

“Can’t we send someone else?”

Im Jaejoon smiled wryly at my words.

“Didn’t you say you wanted to take charge? Training her will be tough. Singing and dancing isn’t easy.”

“You’re good at that. You even turned the princess from the Attaché into a proper Sword Master.”

I didn’t want to think about that time—it was like living day by day eating nothing but bitter sweet potatoes.

Compared to the princess, Seohyeonji was a fantastic talent, stamped S-rank from the start.

Having her around would make bidding for Dungeon missions easier, like having a certification.

An S-rank Hunter makes bidding easier and enhances the Guild’s prestige.

Especially if she was a popular celebrity S-rank.

With Seohyeonji’s recruitment, we’d start tackling prize Dungeons. And you’d be at the forefront.

We’d probably earn a lot. Growth would accelerate.

I understood what Im Jaejoon meant. But I had to give something in return, so I could set conditions.

“Give me a plain field or reinforcement.”

“Teammates? Anyone catching your eye?”

I mentioned Kim Taeyang and Kim Inho.

Kim Taeyang’s position was weak, so I could probably pull him out. Kim Inho was uncertain, but I had a feeling he wanted to come to me.

I’d inform the Instance Dungeon team in advance. If anything else was needed, I’d say so—the expectations for the new Team 3 were high.

Speaking of which, I should deal with Kim Kimon.

“Kim Kiun.”

When I brought up Kim Kimon, Im Jaejoon rubbed his chin, lost in thought.

He smiled slyly and asked me,

“Wouldn’t it be better to just leave him alone?”

“Why?”

“He just took over the Guild. If things get noisy, management will be at a disadvantage.”

Even the Demon King had someone he had to watch out for now.

A power struggle with a half-brother. Given his status as an illegitimate child, his growth was impressive.

“Didn’t we talk about this before?”

“Yeah, I know about Kim Kimon’s crimes.”

Im Jaejoon already had a report on Kim Kimon on the table.

Kim Kimon was connected to a Slave Trading Organization.

“Scary?”

“The cons outweigh the pros. It’s better to quietly put him in an office position and slowly phase him out.”

Ambushes targeting novice Hunters entering Dungeons—also called cutting tails.

Because electronic devices like CCTV don’t work in Dungeons due to the demon’s aura, crimes inside are hard to punish, which some villains exploit.

They use their comrades as bait to hunt monsters or embezzle loot during hunts—such heinous acts were frequent.

That’s why Guilds became important. At least Hunters certified by a Guild could be held socially and morally responsible.

“True, from a businessman’s perspective.”

If things went wrong, the Guild could be held accountable for Kim Kimon’s crimes. Actually, someone in the Guild might already know about them.

Someone who took bribes.

“If you plan to do the same as those other bastards, just forget it.”

Still, the Demon King was known as the strongest lord in another world.

Was he really scared to protect his own flesh and blood?

If you want to kill others, you must be ready to die yourself.

“What’s the gain?”

The Demon King retorted,

“Since when did the Demon King start counting profits? Lost his fire and his pride too?”

There was a piece of trash like that.

I could easily eliminate him. But I left him alone? It didn’t suit me.

“I was just asking.”

The Demon King suddenly smirked and said,

“Do as you please. I’ll take care of the cleanup.”

If you were going to do it anyway, why pretend to resist?

If you’d told me not to because there might be backlash, I was ready to give you a quick knock on the head. You’re lucky.

I finished talking with Im Jaejoon and went straight down to the office.

Now that I had someone to handle the annoying cleanup, I planned to cause some trouble.

I prepared bait—made it look delicious, and set the groundwork.

Preparation didn’t take long, so I wasn’t late for muscle training.

What should I work on today? Legs or biceps?

As I happily imagined this, I bumped into an unpleasant person.

“Team Leader.”

Kim Kimon, wearing a calm expression, brightened when he saw me.

“I heard you soloed a Mid-Rank Dungeon boss. Impressive.”

“Oh, yes.”

“Also, I heard the Fourth S-rank Hunter is coming to us…”

“Our team?”

His despicable words left me dumbfounded. He answered nonchalantly as if it was obvious.

“Isn’t she on Team 3? Haha.”

The same Team 3.

“Everyone’s jealous and begging me for info. I need to know something first.”

“It’s not finalized yet.”

“Is that so.”

Kim Kiun was standing before me, grinning. I wished he’d leave if he had nothing else to say.

“Oh, but Mr. Moon Jeongil from management urgently requested something. I printed out the related email.”

Just as Kim Kimon said, a printed sheet lay on my desk. The gist was that Team 2 was supposed to clear a Gate, but due to other commitments, they urgently asked Kim Kimon to handle it.

“You know it’s impossible for me alone, right? It should be handled by the team.”

“I’ll take care of it.”

“The task came to me. I’m currently off, but the rewards will all go to the team leader. I’ll just provide support.”

Surprised by his words, I looked at Kim Kimon. He smiled genuinely and continued.


“Consider it my apology.”

The words of an old basketball coach made me smile involuntarily.

“Oh, that’s good.”

Kim Kimon had tossed the bait sooner than I expected.



 
  Chapter 30: An Honest Conversation is Needed






I set out to clear the Gate.

The boss of this Gate was the Kobold Champion.

This canine humanoid species had an incredibly keen sense of smell and excellent physical abilities. Depending on the time and place, they could be more troublesome opponents than the Orc Champion.

Especially since they had a remarkable ability to communicate among their kind, they excelled at group hunting.

So far, I had hunted about ten Kobolds since entering the Gate.

The battles were easy.

“If I’d known it would be like this, I wouldn’t have bothered calling mercenaries.”

“No, stability in hunting is the top priority.”

I wasn’t the only one who had entered the Gate.

To prepare for any unforeseen situations, Kim Kimon had brought along four additional Hunters through the Mercenary Guild.

Unlike Dungeons, Gates are spontaneous spaces with many variables.

Because of this, it’s essential to form a secure party before entering.

“I didn’t get why a Supporter burden-carrier would be hunting alongside us. Now I get it. Worth coming out after all.”

The mercenary who followed us lit a cigarette and laughed.

“But your swordsmanship is still rough. If your strength is lacking, it’s better to wield an Arming Sword than a big sword. Or I’d recommend a shortsword with a shield.”

“To be honest, I’ve been soloing Dungeons for a while, so it’s definitely been tough.”

The mercenaries kindly gave me advice as they watched me struggle against a single Kobold. Kim Kimon just smiled at the scene.

“Kobold pack incoming! This time, there are quite a few!”

“Supporters, stay back! Everyone, form ranks!”

At the mercenary captain’s command, I retreated. They must have thought I’d be a hindrance, given how clumsy I looked against monsters.

“Buffs on!”

“Tank, move forward. Form ranks with your backs to the rocks!”

The mercenaries accompanying Kim Kimon moved with practiced precision.

The Kobolds swarmed like a wild dog pack, surrounding the humans and launching their attack.

There were about twenty of them, and the fight turned chaotic.

“Boss, the boss is coming!”

At that moment, a muscular Kobold stepped forward, wielding a massive battle axe.

A red aura flickered in its eyes.

The Kobold Champion looked at the corpses of its allies and roared in rage before charging.

“Block it!”

“Ugh!”

The tank tried to stop the Kobold Champion but was thrown back.

The Champion opened its mouth to bite me, its sharp yellow fangs exposed. I circled backward, avoiding the attack, then unexpectedly slashed sideways with my sword.

With a bluish streak, its HP barrier was damaged.

“Grrrr!”

No matter how strong the HP is, damage still registers—it just serves as a buffer.

The Kobold’s claws struck me, sending me tumbling on the ground. I screamed in pain, clutching my arm, while the mercenaries filled the gap I left and continued the fight.

“More! Hold on just a little longer!”

The battle seemed close to its end.

The mercenaries surrounded the Kobold Champion, attacking from one side then retreating to the other.

Gradually, the Champion’s health deteriorated, and it was pressured.

‘Looks like it’s almost down to its last bit of health.’

I drew my second sword and infused it with Magic Power, coating the blade with Ethere.

Before the mercenaries could stop me, I charged and sliced into the Kobold Champion’s flank.

The Champion immediately dropped to its knees.

“Oh, I got it! I got it!”

The mercenary captain’s face crumpled like a piece of wrinkled paper.

-System Message: The Dungeon Core has been destroyed. The Gate will vanish in 10 minutes. Transfer will begin.

Thanks to defeating the Kobold Champion, I leveled up twice.

Nothing beats killing a boss for leveling up. That’s the thrill of boss hunting.

After the boss fell, a skill USB with a red glow remained.

“Ah, sorry. Did I get in the way?”

In games, the player who lands the finishing blow gets the experience reward. Naturally, no one likes losing that.

“…Try using the emotion skill.”

“Whoa, this is incredible!”

The unique skill dropped after killing the boss. Skills are rarer and more valuable than items.

Equipment is consumable, but skills are not.

The auction price for a unique skill ranges from roughly 300 million to 1 billion. The rarer it is, the higher the price.

The mercenaries’ displeasure vanished as soon as the unique skill dropped, replaced by joy.

“Good job. You weren’t as aggressive in battle as I expected.”

“That’s because the mercenaries who came along are really good at fighting.”

“I heard you’ve been soloing Dungeons and even killing bosses all this time.”

Kim Kimon had that “Well, no wonder” look on his face.

“If you couldn’t fight, you should’ve just admitted it honestly and done well as a Supporter.”

“You’re skilled at harvesting Magic Stones.”

“Well, as I got older and my combat abilities declined, I became better at this kind of work.”

Kim Kimon’s skill at gathering Magic Stones was exceptional.

It was clear he hadn’t wasted his time.

“Honestly, I even thought about stepping down to Supporter. But no one would hire someone like me, old and low-grade.”

I’d looked over my stat growth for the last ten years, and it was barely 5%.

That 5% was now rapidly declining.

“Honestly, you’re decent at one-on-one combat for a burden-carrier, but your limits as a Supporter are clear.”

Kim Kimon finished collecting all the Magic Stones and stood up.

“Knowing all this about me…”

The friendly look in his eyes began to change.

“Why did you follow me alone?”

I saw myself reflected in Kim Kimon’s eyes—and something creeping up behind me.

Clang!

Steel clashed against steel.


“You must be confident, huh?”

The mercenary who tried to ambush me sneered after I blocked his attack.

“Hey, you blocked that?”

The mercenaries jeered at him for failing to kill me.

Suddenly, they surrounded me, weapons drawn.

“Didn’t you see the message that the Gate will vanish in 10 minutes?”

“Ten minutes? He’ll be dead by then.”

The mercenary leader smirked slyly.

“You’re not scared, so it’s no fun.”

Kim Kimon spoke politely.

“There were others stronger than you, and some with promising futures.”

He smiled calmly.

“But they’re all dead.”

I knew Kim Kimon would try to double-cross me eventually. It was too obvious a move.

“I honestly didn’t expect you to take the bait. Why did you follow me?”

Spears and swords pierced toward my body.

I spun with my two-handed sword, deflecting their strikes. I had to avoid getting surrounded at all costs, but the mercenaries closed in like hyenas, relentless in their pursuit.

“These guys are used to PKing in this field.”

“They’re better at killing people than mobs.”

The mercenary leader who had been introduced by Kim Kimon explained with a sly smile.

“Again, I ask: why did you follow me?”

Kim Kimon sat on a rock, smiling with satisfaction as he repeated his question.

“As if waiting for me to admit my foolishness myself, like a pastor waiting for a confession.”

“Why else?”

I had allocated my level-up stats with a 1:2 ratio between strength and agility.

My strength was 38, and agility 54.

On top of that, my ingrained combat skills and the power of the hero within me.

-Close Combat: LV MAX activated.

The first skill I exhibited when I obtained my hero Status Window.

My only legendary-grade skill.

From now on, all my combat abilities increased—the more enemies, the stronger I became.

Crack!

A mercenary’s hand, screaming in agony, was sliced off along with his sword, falling to the ground.

Whoosh!

I cut down another one in an instant, breaking through the right flank of their encirclement.

I could feel their confusion.

They must have been underestimating me based on what they’d seen since entering the Gate.

“Kill him!”

“Debuff him!”

I threw a knife at the one casting a skill at me.

The mercenary screamed in panic upon seeing the knife embed in his hand.

I tossed the remaining three knives at once. While the enemy dodged to avoid one, I slashed another’s leg.

“Arrgh!”

“Ughhh!”

The mercenaries howled like wounded beasts, clutching their injuries as they fell. The mercenary captain and Kim Kimon looked flustered.

“Damn it! Stop whining and get up!”

The captain yelled at his fallen men, but no one stirred.

My two-handed sword was an Ethere Blade—Black Label grade, known for its excellent balance.

Even tough monsters get shredded by a few hits; ordinary Hunters would struggle to endure it.

The damage was enough to completely wipe out any shaky HP they might have had.

“N-No way! I heard you were C-rank! This is more like A-rank level!”

I adjusted my grip and approached the mercenary captain.

A shimmering afterimage appeared on his body, and he lunged like lightning toward my abdomen.

Sigh.

When you openly use a skill, it’s like asking to be hit.

Skills are meaningful when they come out unexpectedly in normal attacks or combos.

If you shout “Skill incoming!” then the opponent can prepare to defend.

With my high agility stat, even that attack looked slow to me.

I stepped sideways, dodging the strike, and simultaneously brought down my second sword, pinning his foot to the ground.

Done.

They were skilled mercenaries but no match for me.

Usually, killing monsters and fighting humans are different.

Monsters have set behavior patterns, but humans have every pattern imaginable.

More importantly, many people get scared or freeze when it comes to hurting other people.

But I had lived in the whirlpool of life-and-death battles between people. I’d seen comrades laugh one moment and betray me with a blade the next.

So the actions of this gang were nothing but a joke to me.

I subdued them all in no time and looked toward where Kim Kimon had been.

He was already gone.

My breath hitched sharply.

‘Damn it, does this make any sense?’

When I sparred with Jo Hanseon and won, I thought I was pretty good with my fists. But sparring is different from a fight where your life is at stake.

No one can stay calm when a blade that could take their life is swinging inches from their face.

That’s what I thought.

‘What the hell is that guy?’

He attacked suddenly, clearly intending to finish me off from the start.

Once the Gate was cleared, the entire field would vanish.

Meaning my body and cause of death wouldn’t be found.

Perfect for a perfect crime.

But instead, his party had been defeated.

The mercenaries were comrades he’d worked with before.

Though used to PK, they were easily overwhelmed.

‘Once the Gate closes…’

About five minutes remained before the Gate disappeared.

I could run now and be fine. Hyunbin was stronger than expected, so the plan was to pressure him another way.

Several people’s positions would be compromised if they got caught, so they had no choice but to help Kim Kimon for their own sake.

They should’ve done that from the start.

Trying to tidy things up cleanly on their own nearly got them killed.

Kim Kimon hid behind a rock, panting heavily.

Huff, huff!

Glancing around, I didn’t see Hyunbin anywhere.

“Ha, if I’d known, I should’ve left it to Director Beom Jeonghun.”

“Director Beom Jeonghun of Hanul, you mean?”


Suddenly, Hyunbin’s voice came from beside me. Kim Kimon startled and stepped back, tripping over a stone and rolling embarrassingly on the ground, kicking up dust.

“You asked earlier why you followed me in.”

Hyunbin whispered with a gentle smile.

“I thought maybe here, we could be honest with each other.”



 
  Chapter 31: Apostle of Justice






“Where is your supplier?”

“W-what are you saying…?”

Returnee, transitioning to Hunter.

I drew out the No. 1 sword, the Longsword, from my inventory.

As my mana infused into it, the blade of the Longsword was coated in a faint bluish Ether glow.

“P-please spare me! Ah, as I said before, I have a daughter about to get married…!”

“Where is your supplier? If you lie… Ah, finger diets are in fashion these days. Let me give you a taste.”

Kim Kimon’s pupils dilated at my threat. He probably thought I was joking.

But I wasn’t looking at Kim Kimon as a person. How could I see a man who trafficked people as human?

“…It’s the Winners Guild.”

The Winners Guild. It’s a guild located in the same district as Hanul.

It has a bad reputation for producing Hunters by turning clueless beginners into Hunters and mass-producing them.

“Is that the only place?”

“I’ll tell you everything, please…!”

There was no composure or dignity left on Kim Kimon’s face. He knelt down, his expression desperate.

Quite a few guild names came out of Kim Kimon’s mouth, including Hanul and Hwarang.

“But…”

I crouched down to meet Kim Kimon’s gaze.

“I don’t think you’re being completely honest yet.”

“I’ve told you everything.”

He trafficked people, multiple guilds were involved.

Did he really plan such a big crime alone? I didn’t believe it.

I pulled out the Tactical Knife from my pocket. It was a gift from Karin when I awakened as a Hunter.

Seeing me naturally draw the knife, Kim Kimon’s pupils widened in fear. I grabbed his wrist as he tried to pull away, pinning it firmly to the ground.

“W-wait…! Stop, pleeease!”

“Oh dear, why didn’t you say so sooner? Do you think your pinky will stick if I just touch it lightly? No, better go to the hospital quickly, right?”

“Ugh, ughhh! You’re crazy!”

I spoke kindly to Kim Kimon.

“I don’t want to waste time, and you, Deputy Director Kim, don’t want to waste your fingers, right?”

I wiped the knife with a cloth. I could see Kim Kimon trembling.

He who was numb to others’ pain was incredibly sensitive to his own. Thanks to that, the conversation flowed much more smoothly afterward.

“I was introduced to the Winners Guild by Director Beom Jeonghun, and then to the Mercenary Guild. I really don’t know. I was just following orders from above.”

Kim Kimon confessed everything about what he did and how he handled distribution.

I’d seen many like him before.

Lies, truths, and that familiar look and tone of calculating intent.

Right now, Kim Kimon was laying out only the cards that were safe to reveal. And he tried to buy as much time as possible.

Mixing truth with lies.

It didn’t matter. He was already telling me the information I wanted.

Once the Gate closes and we’re outside, there are soldiers and civilians.

He knew well enough that no one would recklessly harm him.

Also, as long as he survived, there were always other options.

A faint smile involuntarily appeared on my lips. Did Kim Kimon think I wouldn’t see such a disgusting and crude mindset? As time passed, a faint relief formed in his eyes.


	The Gate is closing.



Finally, the time was up.

Kim Kimon smiled, then showed me the severed stump where his pinky used to be.

“You’ll pay dearly for my finger.”

“Considering what you’ve done, isn’t that a bargain?”

“I admit it. You’re pretty strong for a porter. But that just means you’re stronger than me, not stronger than ‘us.’”

Behind Kim Kimon was a surprisingly large organization.

I thought there would be some big villain, but this was unexpected. Or rather, it made sense.

What one always believed was justice wasn’t necessarily justice.

Each side chooses what benefits themselves while claiming it’s justice.

Soon, everything around us began to vanish.

The rolling hills shattered like glass shards.

Before long, the surroundings transformed into a concrete jungle atop asphalt, lit with dazzling neon signs.

“The only chance is over.”

Kim Kimon said with a smile.

Soldiers guarding the Gate were controlling the civilians.

Mercenary Guild members who hadn’t died yet were writhing in pain, screaming.

Some had severed wrists; others were gasping from injuries.

And the only one without a scratch was me.

“Pathetic. You’d have been better off dead. But thanks to me, you’re not.”

Kim Kimon grinned, showing yellowed teeth.

Hunters who had just cleared the dungeon emerged all covered in wounds, some letting out screams. Even the soldiers seemed to gasp for breath.

Suddenly, Kim Kimon began to scream.

“S-spare me! A-ambulance… now…!”

He was acting like he was dying. Almost as if tears would spill out. Actually, tears welled up.

Crawling on the floor, he muttered softly to me.

“Lucky… there’s police here.”

Indeed, just as he said, police were present.

Plainclothes men accompanying them were obviously detectives.

“This man suddenly went mad! Please help!”

Kim Kimon performed the act of a helpless middle-aged man to the fullest, as if aiming for an acting award.

I quietly lifted the corner of my mouth.

“Olivier.”

At my call, someone’s voice suddenly started echoing.


	I was introduced to the Winners Guild by Director Beom Jeonghun, and connected to the Mercenary Guild. I really don’t know. I was just following orders from above.



Kim Kimon stared blankly at me.


	The Winners Guild leads illegal activities. They’re a subcontractor guild, meaning they cooperate with large guilds.

	We call the Hunters caught in our nets without knowing what’s what ‘fish at the market.’ I’m only here because I was threatened and forced into this…!



Kim Kimon’s face trembled.

“N-no way. E-electronic devices can’t be used inside the Gate, so there’s no way you recorded this…!”

Kim Kimon shouted desperately.


Electronic devices don’t work inside Gates or Dungeons. Recording is obviously impossible.

But Olivier supports me.

She can share my vision—and of course, my hearing.

All of Kim Kimon’s testimony was recorded.

“Go ask them.”

I whispered with a smile to the stunned Kim Kimon.

“You have more to answer than questions to ask.”

Kim Kimon couldn’t understand my words.

But recalling what he had said, he had to realize a bigger enemy had appeared.


	Because the Gate disables recording, he spoke honestly just to survive. But if ‘they’ find out, he would surely be killed.



“Kim Kimon?”

As if adding insult to injury, a detective approached Kim Kimon with a business-like expression.

“You are under emergency arrest for the murder of Ansangjin.”

“W-what?”

“You have the right to appoint a lawyer, and to remain silent…”

“Wait! Why are you doing this to me?!”

Kim Kimon refused to listen to his Miranda Rights and looked at me.

There was no need to kindly explain this man.

I shrugged once.


	I’m Im Jaejoon, the new head of the Hanul Guild. I apologize for the unfortunate incident. Something unacceptable happened within Hanul.

	We will not hide the rotten flesh within our organization. All involved will be punished, and we will cooperate fully with investigations to ensure appropriate penalties.

	A Hunter organization should protect the powerless because it has power. The fact that we committed such an outrageous act is unforgivable, as a member of the Republic of Korea and as a Hunter.

	We at Hanul will fight. We will excise the rotten flesh ourselves and confront all related organizations.



The shocking internal whistleblowing from Hanul.

Following this, investigations moved quickly.

Evidence was already secured, and a list of suspects involved was in hand.

Beom Jeonghun, director and right-hand man of former Hanul Guild leader Im Jaeho, was urgently arrested.

The media broke the story with emergency reports about Hunter trafficking.

People showered Hanul Guild with all kinds of curses after news that some Hunters there had committed crimes.

Since Hanul had many Hunters with previous records of drunken assaults on civilians, the guild’s image was at rock bottom.

At the same time, support for the new head Im Jaejoon grew.

Because he bravely exposed corruption that anyone might have quietly covered up.

Though he wasn’t personally guilty, he took responsibility for the grave misconduct within his organization.

Im Jaejoon looked like a person at the forefront of justice.

His handsome appearance didn’t hurt either.

The incident involving Hanul’s director Beom Jeonghun and Kim Kimon was quickly buried.

The reason was simple.

They were merely the tail of the lizard.

The truly corrupt guilds who committed all kinds of vicious acts were exposed.

The Winners Guild was suddenly under a burning spotlight.

Their countless evils began to be continuously revealed.

I headed toward Hanul Guild.

Passing naturally through Guild Town, I saw a lone woman holding a one-person picket protest in front of Winners Guild.

The placard was still up.

A mother wanting an apology.

A mother wanting to know why her child never came back.

How long had she been standing there?

The woman had no tears left to shed as she stared at the Winners Guild lobby on behalf of her son.

Now, the mother’s fight was over.

Cars began to stop along the main road.

Reporters carrying cameras armed to the teeth started moving in.

The woman was bewildered by the sudden commotion and glanced around.

Before long, reporters swarmed her.

“Are you Ansangjin’s mother?”

“This is Hunters News Bureau. What have you heard from the Winners Guild so far?”

As an executive left the Winners Guild lobby, reporters started to rush after him.

Realizing he was in deep trouble, the executive hurriedly turned back, but the reporters doggedly pursued.

I passed the Winners Guild and arrived at Hanul Guild.

Reporters swarmed there as well.

Going up to the royal floor, I found Im Jaejoon slouched on a sofa.

“Damn reporters.”

“You shouldn’t say that if you’re the Apostle of Justice.”

“Apostle of Justice? Me, the former Demon King?”

Im Jaejoon muttered with a hint of amusement.

It was nothing short of a tragedy.

“Easy roads are nice, but sometimes you have to walk the hard one.”

“All fine, but the thought of getting nagged by old men is a bit exhausting.”

“Don’t worry.”

I smiled and replied to Im Jaejoon’s whining.

“It will actually work in Hanul’s favor.”

Sometimes, taking the first hit is advantageous.

Hanul and Hwarang were not the only guilds connected to this matter.

The guild at the center of all this would soon make a move.

They would try to erase their dirty footprints.

A few days later.

Kim Kimon was no longer coming out of prison.

Those involved were arrested one after another.

Public outrage showed no signs of calming.

At the same time, the entertainment world suffered one scandal after another.

Actors with a sincere image were caught for drugs.

Celebrity couples rumored to be perfect were caught cheating.

All kinds of gossip surfaced.

As if the media was trying to cover up the Hunter incidents with sensational news.

“Whatcha looking at?”

“I wasn’t looking.”

I was casually doing strength training at the team training center after a long time when Seohyeonji picked a fight with me.

Well, I am the team leader, and she’s a team member.

Her tone was disrespectful.

Ugh. I was this close to snapping.

“Don’t worry. I have nothing to do with scandals like that.”

Seohyeonji scoffed, speaking words no one asked for.

Seriously, this girl should just focus on training.

How many dumbbells has she lifted? About five? And yet she looks like she just saved the world with that proud expression?

I definitely need to put her in her place.

I was about to get up to properly train Seohyeonji when someone entered the training hall.

A confident-looking man with blonde hair and a sturdy build.

“Hello, I’m Kim Taeyang. I’m joining Hanul Team 3 starting today.”

Kim Taeyang greeted me with a smile.

He seemed genuinely glad to see me, probably because I had trained him before.

But thinking about the tough road ahead for him now, I couldn’t help but smile bitterly.

I had prepared to give Kim Taeyang a serious scolding once he returned. He seemed to have lost some edge while away.


“Hello.”

Another person entered behind Kim Taeyang.

A sincere-looking man with a usually expressionless face, but today, a faint smile played at his lips.

“I’m Kim Inho, joining Hanul Team 3 starting today.”



 
  Chapter 32: Starting Today is Day 1 (1)






“Coach—no, Team Leader now. I guess fate really does exist. You even trained me before, and now we’re going to be on the same team.”

Kim Taeyang was excitedly chattering beside me.

Im Jaejoon had pulled Kim Taeyang out of the Hwarang Guild at my request.

Taeyang was a promising rookie in his own right, but he didn’t get along well with his teammates in Hwarang.

Thinking back to when I first met Kim Taeyang, it wasn’t surprising.

He immediately caused a fuss, demanding sparring sessions, openly ignoring and talking back.

People like Taeyang tend to push back unless someone like me gently but firmly puts them in their place.

“I never thought Taeyang would end up on the same team as that fool.”

Kim Inho muttered softly and sighed.

Inho was steadily carving out his position. Depending on his future achievements, he could be named the best rookie Hunter of the year.

In this field, selecting a rookie Hunter isn’t exactly a lottery win.

Some have skills but the wrong mindset, while others are too fearful to fight others.

It was tough, but I personally negotiated a trade with the War God Guild to bring Inho over.

‘They’re probably pretty jealous.’

The person who approved the trade was Kim Shin, the War God Guild’s personnel manager.

It was a complicated web of connections, but this time it brought me great benefits.

“Are these people my juniors? Nice to meet you all. Let’s get along well.”

“Oh, Seohyeonji? Pogeol Seohyeonji, right?”

Kim Taeyang’s face lit up when he recognized Seohyeonji.

“The fourth S-rank, Seohyeonji? I can’t believe a senior like her is on our team.”

Taeyang looked touched, as if relieved that she joined my team.

Seohyeonji arrogantly lifted her chin and glanced toward me. What now?

“But wasn’t Seohyeonji just recently Awakened? Didn’t Taeyang and Inho debut earlier?”

“No, Pogeol was a Hunter-origin girl group.”

“Is that so?”

I had been in another world for eleven years and honestly knew very little about idols or entertainers. Didn’t really care either.

So Seohyeonji had always been a Hunter, but why was her basic stamina so weak?

I asked her cautiously.

“Seohyeonji Hunter, what level are you?”

“Level 1.”

I was left speechless.

I had been Awakened for only a month and was already level 16.

Kim Inho was level 10, and Kim Taeyang was level 7.

Even if she had been juggling being a Hunter and a girl group member, level 1 was just too low.

“No wonder you couldn’t show much strength.”

“Back then, it was just a concept—an Awakened girl group.”

“And now?”

“Now, it’s girl crush.”

She really liked that phrase.

Talent means nothing if your ability only lasts five seconds.

It’s meaningless otherwise.

“Since it’s the first day, Taeyang and Inho, both of you go greet the management team.”

I glanced sharply at Seohyeonji and said in a biting tone,

“For you, we’ll redo the training curriculum.”

“What are you planning?”

“Focusing on stamina and mental strength.”

“Won’t going into a Dungeon together soon get her level up quickly?”

“Where did you learn to be so spoiled… Is this some kind of game?”

I was speechless seeing them expecting a carry like in an online game.

There probably were Guilds doing that, but I wasn’t one of them.

“From now on, Seohyeonji Hunter, you’ll only run on the treadmill.”

“For how long?”

‘Until you drop dead,’ I wanted to say.

She pouted but still complied.

Thanks to her girl group background, running on a treadmill wasn’t too difficult for her.

Our Team 3 training room still lacked proper facilities.

The previous Team 3 probably never trained seriously.

The building had a staff gym, but what I wanted was training as a Hunter.

No matter how excellent your swordsmanship or Magic Power, it’s useless without basic stamina.

Fortunately, I’d requested upgrades for Team 3’s training equipment.

Once proper gear arrived, it’d be much better.

With some time left, I pushed my muscles with bench presses and squats.

Just as I was enjoying training, Seohyeonji stopped running and approached me.

“Are we really going to keep running forever?”

“I told you, your stamina is way too weak.”

“But you can’t expect me to do just this every day. Isn’t there any proper training?”

I checked the time. She’d been on the treadmill for over thirty minutes.

Sweat dotted her forehead. Though grumbling, she was following orders.

“Follow me.”

I led the way.

Seohyeonji hesitated at the shower room entrance.

“Come in.”

“W-why would I go in there with you?”

“You said you wanted other training.”

I filled the bathtub in the shower room to the brim.

When it was full, I beckoned to Seohyeonji, who was hesitating by the doorway.

“Until your stamina improves, you’ll only run.”

“And aside from running, you’ll do this until your mental strength increases.”

I sliced through the water with a hand blade.


Looking up at her, I said,

“Understand?”

“No, I don’t. What are you doing?”

She gave me a suspicious look.

“You’ll part the water like this. Like this.”

“For how long?”

“Until the water splits in two.”

“Are you kidding? What do you think I am, Moses?”

Seohyeonji’s face was a mixture of disbelief and slight anger.

But this wasn’t to torture her—it was genuine.

I pulled up a video on my phone and showed it to her.


	Amanda Risse (27): Aqua Roller demonstration.



Amanda, a famous Spirit Magic user from the United States, split a swimming pool in half like the miracle of Moses.

She performed a show walking along the exposed pool floor.

“Is this CGI?”

“No, it’s not.”

If you can establish and maintain a thin Magic Barrier before the water flows back, you can perform this skill.

It requires massive Magic Power and intense concentration.

Seohyeonji’s current level made it impossible.

“Amanda Risse started at Rank A. Since you, Seohyeonji, began as an S-rank, you should be able to do this easily.”

“Hmph, I’ll try if I have to.”

Seohyeonji squatted down, staring at the bathtub, then glanced at me.

I shrugged.

She carefully sliced the water with her hand blade.

A small splash echoed. She looked at her wet hand and then back at me.

“Do it until you get it.”

“I’m not doing it!”

Seohyeonji shouted at me.

Still, she lasted longer than I expected—about ten minutes.

“I’m an S-rank Hunter, you know!”

“Yes, I know.”

My calm answer made her glare at me with wide eyes.

“Shouldn’t you treat me better?”

“Treat you how?”

Classic villain.

“I’m Seohyeonji!”

“Yes, I haven’t forgotten.”

“You don’t even know my songs or who I am!”

I sighed softly listening to her grumble.

“I heard you.”

“You heard me?”

Seohyeonji’s expression softened a bit.

She had been sulking.

Honestly, I hadn’t intended to listen, but Karin had excitedly played her CD, so I couldn’t help but hear.

“How was it?”

“It was good.”

Her face became gentler.

With her talent as a Hunter, she could even surpass the world’s best Spirit Summoner, Amanda Risse, I thought.

“I’m still just a beginner.”

“Think about it, Seohyeonji Hunter, with your beautiful looks—”

“I—”

“When your extraordinary talent blooms, not only the Republic of Korea but the whole world will be watching, right?”

I could see her ears twitch.

“I don’t ask the impossible. I’m not the type to tell a bald man to keep a ponytail.”

“…Hmph. Whatever. I’m going home.”

Seohyeonji gathered her things.

“My CF schedule is busy. I won’t practice at home. I’ll come back when I have free time.”

She awkwardly said that and left the training room, then turned back and asked,

“By the way, how old are you?”

“I’m thirty.”

“Why do you look younger than me but are older?”

What was I supposed to say?

Seohyeonji spat that out and left the training room.

Come to think of it, how old was she?

I checked—it was twenty-four.

Only six years difference.

When I was in my third year of high school, she was in sixth grade.

Sorry, kid.

“Wow, Team Leader. It’s crazy outside.”

Kim Taeyang and Kim Inho walked into the training room.

“Outside?”

Through the window, new exercise equipment was arriving. From sandbags to gym machines and sparring gear.

“This equipment is no joke. Are we opening a gym or something?”

“Yeah, we have to.”

I smiled, and Taeyang looked at me.

“Uh, no idea who you really are, but this is bad. Looks like I have to spar with the Team Leader too. Haha.”

“Haha. Why are you talking like it’s someone else’s problem?”

Taeyang’s pupils started to dilate at my words.

“Uh, no, that’s not it?”

“Hey, what’s with that? Like an amateur.”

Taeyang backed away. Then suddenly pulled something from his pocket.

He shook his head in disbelief.

“Team Leader, you’re the one who made this happen…”

Taeyang tore up a contract in front of me like he was trying to escape.

I took out my copy and showed it to him.

His pupils dilated even more when he saw it, then he lunged forward and snatched the contract from my hand.

He gave a low chuckle.

“You got careless, Team Leader.”

I felt a bit sorry for him enjoying himself but showed him another paper.

Another contract.

“I made several copies in advance and scanned them into an external hard drive and the cloud.”

Taeyang turned pale at my words. Only Kim Inho was tilting his head in confusion.

“Our Taeyang Hunter’s skills are a bit rusty.”

I smiled warmly.

“The future looks promising.”

At first, our impressions of each other weren’t good.

But debuting on the same day, being the same age, and surviving similar crises created a bond between them.

One was a rookie getting attention this year, and the other had top-tier potential yet to be revealed.

Still, they got along well. Like rivals who inspired each other to grow stronger.

“Isn’t he scared out of his mind?”

Kim Inho said to Kim Taeyang.

Inho was tough and strong-willed, but surprisingly, Taeyang was timid around Team Leader Lee Hyunbin, like a mouse before a cat.

Yesterday, Taeyang was caught by Team Leader Lee trying to secretly move training equipment elsewhere.

Since then, he’d been even more nervous.

“Taeyang, when I trained, sparring was always basic.”

Hunters need real combat training beyond that of martial artists and must study more than just acquiring certifications.

A Hunter afraid of sparring? That’s nonsense.

Kim Inho knew Taeyang had greater talent than himself and didn’t want that talent to be wasted.

“Don’t worry. You’ll be fully protected with gear.”

“…”

“When we get to the training room, I’ll show you how I spar. Watch me and get some courage.”

“…”

Inho saw the dead look in Taeyang’s eyes no matter what he said.

It was frustrating, but trauma doesn’t heal overnight.

He dragged the reluctant Taeyang into the training room.

How did he end up in Hanul Guild?

The War God Guild had many advantages: famous Hunters, lots of members, and popular stars.

Still, Inho chose Hanul because Lee Hyunbin was Team Leader here.

He believed I could solve his chronic problem.

“Hello, Team Leader.”

“Oh, Hunter Inho’s here. Thought Taeyang wouldn’t come today. Well, well.”

I smiled with a teasing eye smile, clearly in a good mood.

Taeyang flinched at the sight.

Kim Inho sighed quietly, then confidently said,

“Team Leader, the sparring room’s ready.”

“Oh, I checked last night. Someone kept messing around, though.”

I looked toward Kim Taeyang and smiled knowingly.


Like when he tried to sneak the training equipment away yesterday.

“From today, we can train properly. Wow, all the equipment’s top-notch.”

“That’s right. Starting today.”

I looked at Kim Taeyang and Kim Inho and smiled brightly.



 
  Chapter 33: Starting Today is Day 1 (2)






Kim Inho put on protective gear for sparring. He wore headgear, slipped on his gloves, and bit down on a mouthpiece.

“Maybe it’s better to start by warming up your body first?”

“I’m fine. I ran on the way here!”

Kim Inho was full of fighting spirit.

Kim Taeyang, who was sitting in a chair, had been murmuring a prayer since earlier and was now tracing the sign of Divine Protection.

‘Still, seeing me do this, he should regain some strength.’

Kim Inho and Lee Hyunbin stood on the ring.

“First, let’s see how much your one-on-one combat has improved.”

“Yes, I’m ready.”

Kim Inho fixed his stance and charged at Hyunbin.

He threw a one-two jab at Hyunbin, who easily swayed to dodge. Kim Inho pressed forward more aggressively, initiating infighting.

He attacked again, but Hyunbin lightly parried Kim Inho’s jab.

“Your endurance is good, and your reactions are sharp. You’ve been training diligently.”

Kim Inho landed an effective hit on Hyunbin’s face, but the sensation on his fist felt hollow.

“However, your power is too lacking. Your balance is definitely good, but even if you land a hit, it’s hard to cause real damage. Of course, it’s different if you use a weapon.”

While casually chatting, Hyunbin suddenly rushed Kim Inho’s body.

Crack!

Something passed through. Despite wearing headgear, the hit felt like being struck by a hammer.

“You need to build your muscular strength first.”

Smack! Crack!

Kim Inho blinked as he got hit repeatedly by jabs.

“Did you… use a skill?”

A probing jab wouldn’t be this heavy. Kim Inho suspected a skill, even though he didn’t want to believe it.

“Why would I use a skill?”

Only then did Kim Inho realize what kind of mood Kim Taeyang was in.

“Uh, I just felt like I got hit by a car.”

“Ah, come on, don’t exaggerate just because you got hit with a low kick. You need to strengthen your lower body too.”

Another punch flew toward Kim Inho’s face.

Kim Inho read the attack in advance and dodged.

At that moment, a memory flashed through his mind.

Middle school gym class.

It was the day they played dodgeball, and a girl with short hair who always threw the ball at him came to mind.


	Why does she only throw the ball at me? There are other people, too.



Kim Inho wondered if he had done something wrong and asked her.

From the girl’s stoic lips came a deflating sound.


	You fool. Don’t you know why?



Back then, he didn’t understand.

Now that he thought about it, the girl might have been expressing her own embarrassed feelings that way.

Now he knew.

“Uh, are you okay? Was that too hard?”

Hyunbin asked Kim Inho with a look of concern. Kim Inho, bleeding from his nose, gave a bitter smile.

“Thanks to you, Team Leader, I’ve solved the mystery of my first love. Turns out she liked me all along.”

“Uh, wait. I’ll call a healer… No, don’t move. You probably hit your head badly just now…!”

Kim Inho ended up having to explain to Hyunbin for a while that he was fine.

Kim Inho stepped off the ring to rest, and it was Kim Taeyang’s turn to spar.

“Ugh!”

“Hahaha. Our Taeyang Hunter’s endurance has really improved, huh?”

“Gah!”

“Oh no! Your punches are much sharper now too?”

“You’re a devil! A devil!”

“Hahaha. Definitely our Taeyang Hunter packs a punch. Thanks to his Regeneration Ability, he recovers quickly.”

“Just kill me already!”

“Kill you? Hey now. Don’t say things like that. It’s all out of love. This training is so you don’t die, so you can’t be asking to be killed.”

“Sniff… uhgg…”

Aggressive and relentless, Kim Taeyang was thoroughly beaten by Hyunbin.

After the one-sided beating—well, sparring—Hyunbin sat the two down. His face oddly looked relieved of stress.



It feels refreshing both physically and mentally to spar after such a long time.

Honestly, I thought Kim Taeyang would be fine since he’s trained with me before. But Kim Inho is a surprise. Even after being hit badly enough to nearly pass out, he’s showing no sign of wanting to run away.

He should hold up.

We have to do at least three sparring sets from now on.

To be honest, there’s no better training than sparring. You have to get hit a lot and hit a lot to not flinch in real fights.

Most Hunters aren’t just monster hunters who kill beasts.

There are also criminals who hunt Hunters. I myself got ambushed by the Vigilante Guild.

An ordinary Hunter would have been helpless.

“For now, both of them have talent. As long as we strengthen their fundamentals at the start and get going.”

“Team Leader, I’ve already trained before…”

“Hey now, no one’s exempt. You have to get back into shape. I heard you couldn’t even get out of the dungeon at the Hwarang Guild and just took a break? I also heard you were just lazing around and drinking.”

I had already investigated Kim Taeyang. He put in effort when training with me but slackened off quickly after joining Hwarang Guild.

“Well, that’s because I…”

“Then why do you hit people?”

“Isn’t that something you shouldn’t say to me, Team Leader…?”

It was time to get back on the ring.

Seeing my reaction, Kim Taeyang quickly apologized.

“No matter the reason, hitting is always wrong. Unless you’re training with the hope that all our team members do well.”

“……”

“Yes!”

Kim Inho sat upright, eyes shining at my words, while Kim Taeyang looked at me with dead eyes.

The two have completely different dispositions. How are they even friends?

“First, Kim Taeyang Hunter, change your hair color. Your eyes are sharp enough, but your blond hair makes you look like a delinquent. You can’t just mess with the hair your parents gave you like that…”

“My mother’s foreign…”

“That’s just other people’s opinions. No wonder the color looked so brilliant.”


“You just said it makes me look like a delinquent…”

“Me? No way.”

That was almost a disaster.

Kim Taeyang’s face looks purely Korean. I never guessed he was mixed-race.

Kim Taeyang and Kim Inho make a surprisingly good pair.

Taeyang is playful, Inho is diligent.

Taeyang has power, Inho has balance.

I gave them the fundamental training they needed.

Most Hunters don’t understand the importance of fundamental training. It’s because of the game-like system they benefit from.

They have stats, and based on those stats, all abilities get weighted bonuses.

But numerical stats aren’t everything.

Experienced people like me can show power beyond their stats. It’s not combat relying on stats but reflexive combat ability.

“Every day, we start with a morning jog. The last one has to do a special, secret lesson with me… Hey, don’t kick your legs up!”

We began training by running about five kilometers.

Running is the foundation of all training because it builds stamina and lung capacity.

If you’re already panting after swinging a sword a couple of times, you’ll get hunted, not hunting.

“Oh wow, you’re eating heartily. I bought extra lunchboxes, so eat up. Even my dog eats 15 servings a day. This is nothing. You have to eat a lot to keep up… Ah, don’t worry about it. Just eat.”

“Alright, it’s sparring time, everyone’s been waiting for this. From today, we do three sets. Hey, our Inho Hunter. You’ve got a body that’s perfect for taking hits.”

“Uh, I need to use the restroom.”

“…Inho Hunter, is this the bathroom?”

“Kim Inho Hunter, you have call records to Fighting God Guild…? Can I keep your phone for a while?”

“Hmm, Taeyang Hunter, why did you call 112? Oh, you have a friend in the police and wanted to meet after a long time? I believe you. I believe you. Haha. How much time is left on your phone contract? Oh, I’m going to break it. It’s my job to eliminate the ‘evil’ that stops our Hunters from getting stronger. Hey, no need to cry with emotion.”

Starting at 5 a.m. with a run, three sparring sets, four hours of strength training, and aerobic exercise combined.

They trained without pause except for meals, and I felt satisfied watching the two quickly harden their bodies.

One day, the two complained about being tired of lunchboxes and wanted to eat pork belly. I told them to go, but four hours passed, and they hadn’t come back.

“They’re not answering their phones?”

I trusted them and let them go, but they must be having a great time.

I was debating whether to search through Olivier when I heard the door open.

I thought it might be Kim Taeyang and Kim Inho, but it was Seohyeonji.

It had been quite a while since she showed up.

“Hello.”

“Hi.”

It had been about a week since her last appearance.

Honestly, I wasn’t too pleased. Through her manager, I’d gotten updates: CF schedule, variety show schedule backlog, regional business trip. Messages came like reports.

‘S-rank. Definitely impressive.’

As a company, having S-rank Seohyeonji is an irresistible card. It improves corporate image and helps with dungeon bids.

“I heard from your manager that you were searched for a lot?”

Seohyeonji looked down and gave a meaningful smile.

“Maybe they missed me?”

Her face looks normal, but there’s something off in her head.

“What training should I do?”

“You can just run on the treadmill and then go home.”

“Can’t I do something else?”

“Just do that water-slicing thing you did last time.”

She kept looking at me as I responded flatly.

If she wants to remain just a puppet, I won’t drag or force her. No matter the talent. If she has no intention, what’s the point?

“Oh, that? It was pretty easy. I tried it once while bathing, and it just worked.”

She confidently tilted her chin when I asked to show me.

She filled the bathtub and lightly put her hand into the water, slicing vertically.

Lightly, a blue curtain controlled the water’s movement. So simple, so easy.

“How much have you practiced?”

“What are you talking about? I haven’t practiced. It just worked.”

Honestly, I didn’t expect much from Seohyeonji.

I could have taught her the principle or given hints. I thought she wouldn’t do it properly or even try.

‘This is surprising.’

She, who seemed so unmotivated, looked different now.

“Try using an Ability.”

“Should I use Igni like last time?”

I nodded.

The fire spirit, Igni, is easy to use but consumes a lot of mana due to intense magical movement.

For her, lacking both stamina and mana, a few seconds of maintenance is the limit.

Seohyeonji placed her bag on the table and rolled up her sleeves. She muttered softly to herself.

Red patterns split into several lines around her, forming a symbol. It took less than a second.

Flare!

With the sound of fire swallowing the air, Igni was summoned. But it wasn’t the same as last time.

Instead of human-sized, this Igni was only about the size of two palms stacked.

Seohyeonji glanced at me and mumbled as if making excuses.

“The usual summon was too tiring. So I reduced the size instead…”

“Yes, that’s the right answer.”

It was a bit unexpected. The water-slicing training was meant to improve mana sensitivity. Increasing sensitivity reduces unnecessary mana consumption.

I was going to teach her that, but she figured it out herself.

“Well done.”

Burn marks were visible on her fingers. She showed signs of having practiced repeatedly.


“Who said I wanted compliments?”

Seohyeonji grumbled hesitantly.

Kim Taeyang, Kim Inho, and now Seohyeonji—putting them all together, this might turn out to be a decent team.

If only we had a decent healer.



 
  Chapter 34: Just trust me






“How is it?”

Seohyeonji looked at me haughtily, crossing her arms.

“It’s excellent.”

“What’s this? Compliments so readily given?”

Seohyeonji seemed to enjoy my praise, her lips curling up and down repeatedly.

“You should focus on control during practice, Seohyeonji.”

Honestly, I had thought she was useless.

I figured she cared only about her appearance, not training. But surprisingly, she trained diligently.

Spirit Summoning consumes less mana when affinity is high. And to increase affinity, you need to communicate with the spirits.

Since she’s a busy modern woman who can’t just take a stroll in nature, it’s crucial that she summons spirits during her breaks as often as possible to build that bond.

“Oh, right. I have something for you.”

“For me?”

For Seohyeonji to train as much as possible, she had to use and recover mana steadily.

The best way to recover mana is sleep, but with her irregular sleep schedule, that was difficult.

I showed her a thin gold necklace.

Seohyeonji looked at me upon seeing it, a bit flustered.

“Uh, why are you giving this to me?”

Was she happy because a teammate was giving her an item?

She seemed genuinely pleased—rare enough to blush faintly.

I knew that feeling well. When you run out of potions in a dungeon, and a usually stingy teammate lends you some, it feels truly thankful.

Sometimes, even a small item can move you.

“I said I had something for you. It’s a necklace that helps with mana recovery.”

“Mana recovery?”

“I was still looking for the matching ring, but it has a recovery effect, so it should help.”

“No way.” I smiled to ease her disappointment, but her expression was ambiguous—half-smiling, half-not.

“Can I put it on now?”

“Of course.”

“What are you doing? I should help.”

Why help? She has hands and feet, no need for me to touch her.

The only time I touch someone is during sparring.

“Just kidding.”

She said that as she fastened the hook on the necklace, then glanced at herself in a mirror.

It’s an item, but the design wasn’t bad, so she probably wouldn’t toss it aside.

“What about us?”

Seeing her receive an item, Kim Taeyang spoke with a hint of jealousy.

Of course, I had prepared items for Kim Taeyang and Kim Inho as well.

“Of course I did.”

“Oh? Really? Our team leader is the best.”

I handed the gift to Kim Taeyang, hoping to see him happy.

But his joyful face quickly turned cold and dead.

“What is this?”

“It’s a gift.”

“This?”

Kim Taeyang looked down at the handcuffs on both wrists and then met my eyes.

“Does this have a mana recovery function, too?”

“No. It’s to prevent you from running away during training.”

“No, why?”

“Why else? Because you keep skipping training and trying to run off.”

Seohyeonji trained whenever she could, and Kim Inho practically lived in the training room.

Kim Taeyang slacked sometimes but managed to follow the curriculum.

What I was making the two of them do was brutal training fit for martial artists.

After about a week of pushing them hard, they had started to endure it well.

Seohyeonji was out of training due to filming, leaving only Kim Taeyang and Kim Inho.

I gathered the two.

“Now, it’s time to add other training.”

Kim Taeyang and Kim Inho’s pupils dilated at my words.

“It’s training focused on your abilities.”

“Abilities?”

“Abilities are the talents you gain through Awakening, the factors that define a Hunter’s traits.”

The talents you gain upon Awakening are somewhat like skills but different.

Talents can grow infinitely.

“Kim Taeyang’s ability is Regeneration Enhancement. Kim Inho’s is Proficiency Enhancement. From now on, I’ll forcibly open ability sockets.”

“Huh?”

The two blinked at my statement.

“In other words, I’m going to expand additional ability sockets to upgrade your powers. Think of it like plastic surgery that makes your face better.”

“That analogy’s a bit off, but… it actually upgrades you?”

“Dual Hunters have two abilities. But what I’m asking of you two is different. To strengthen your existing abilities, you’ll create support skills through training.”

The Hunter Era has only just begun, about ten years in.

Much about the system remains secret.

Abilities symbolize a Hunter’s characteristics. Enhancing and modifying these is possible through Rune Skills.

And Rune Skills can be unlocked under certain conditions.

“You just need to trust me. The basic training is mostly done, so shall we start the real training?”

Having reached the pinnacle in another world, I knew how to unlock Rune Skills. Probably the only one who did.

“Baek Juhwan, you keep losing the boss fights.”

“Sorry.”

Baek Juhwan of the Fighting God Guild had been summoned—or rather dragged—to the Head of HR’s office.

Kim Shin. He was only in his thirties but held an executive-level position as Head of HR.

He called Baek Juhwan because of the guild’s recent poor performance.

“Losing to the Noble Guild is one thing, but also to Hanul Guild?”


“I’m ashamed.”

Noble Guild and Fighting God are rivals. Noble Guild used to be second, Fighting God third, but aggressive talent recruitment recently put them on par.

But Hanul is different. Supported by a conglomerate but ranked outside the top twenty.

“Plus, it was just one person.”

“Hanul stole the mobs…”

“Look at this, Baek Juhwan. Do I look like a fool to you?”

Kim Shin’s cold words stiffened Baek Juhwan’s face.

“I’ve already seen the reports, confirmed witnesses. Even if you’re biased, did you expect to protest with such weak reasons? Who did you want to embarrass?”

“S-Sorry.”

Kim Shin frowned when he saw a name in the report.

Lee Hyunbin.

A name he had been hearing a lot lately.

He had rejected this guy during the interview. He was a high school dropout, had no social experience for over ten years, basically a shut-in. And yet, he called himself a hero—no need to hire him.

But a month ago, Lee Hyunbin had a very unusual Porter Awakening.

“Not just a Porter, but excellent in combat.”

Supporters usually just support and do basic attacks. But this Porter killed bosses alone.

Small- to mid-sized guilds can make money just by collecting Magic Stones in dungeons, but big guilds like Fighting God cannot.

You have to kill bosses. Securing the benefits from bosses lets you get ahead.

“I sent Kim Inho out and brought in a top B-rank. You need to produce results now.”

“Yes, I will make Fighting God proud next dungeon.”

Kim Shin’s mouth turned sour at the mention of Kim Inho.

Kim Inho had been sold to Hanul.

A trade proposal came.

From none other than Hanul Guild.

The Hanul strategic analysis team leader arrived with Lee Hyunbin.

Kim Shin was surprised to see Lee Hyunbin here—he wasn’t the kind to appear at meetings like this.

Lee Hyunbin wanted to trade Kim Inho. In exchange, they offered C-rank Hunter Jo Hanseon.

Kim Shin scoffed. Jo Hanseon was decent as a C-rank. Even if his behavior was a bit problematic, he had tanking skills. But Kim Inho was a promising talent, not worth giving up.

“I’ll throw in Cha Hyunsoo on top of Jo Hanseon.”

Kim Shin inwardly laughed at Lee Hyunbin’s words. The strategy team leader next to him looked stunned.

“W-Wait, Team Leader Lee…!”

“We have the Union Chief’s permission.”

A trade done without proper mutual agreement.

Kim Shin sneered.

Just because he’s a Supporter turned team leader at Hanul doesn’t mean he’s important.

Kim Inho was a prospect. A good talent, but an all-rounder rarely succeeds spectacularly.

Usually, if you’re a tanker, you stay a tanker. If you’re a dealer, you focus on that. Developing a clear specialty helps.

“That trade would cause too much damage to Hanul. They’re not exactly flush with resources.”

“That’s why they want to inject young, promising blood.”

Lee Hyunbin glanced nervously. Kim Shin saw through him instantly.

‘What a fool.’

With Jo Hanseon and Cha Hyunsoo, they could hunt with almost any party.

Consistent dungeon clearing is more beneficial than relying on promising talents who’ll soon reach their limits.

‘I guess the rumors were true.’

No one knew what magic he used, but Lee Hyunbin had caught the Union Chief’s eye and was parachuted in as Team 3 Leader.

Naturally, proud Hunters refused to accept an incompetent leader, causing conflicts.

He was said to have abandoned disobedient team members and gathered new recruits he could easily control.

“Fine. Kim Inho, it’s a deal.”

“Really?”

Lee Hyunbin beamed hearing Kim Shin’s words. Kim Shin smiled and continued.

“Normally, trading a competent guy like Kim Inho is unthinkable. But think of this as an apology for overlooking someone like Team Leader Lee before. Guilds will have to cooperate going forward.”

“Thank you for saying that.”

What a pushover.

Kim Shin chuckled silently.

“Uh, but don’t you think we’re at a loss here?”

“Of course… Team Leader Lee. Haven’t you seen the dungeon success rate analysis of Jo Hanseon and Cha Hyunsoo?”

The Hanul strategist’s face flushed, ready to grab someone by the collar once out of the office.

Lee Hyunbin scratched the back of his head and asked Kim Shin,

“Could you add some money? As a premium?”

“That’s not possible.”

“Please. I’m still new, so I need to bring something to persuade them. Trading one rookie for two veterans…”

‘No way, you idiot.’

Kim Shin smiled resignedly and asked,

“How much do you need?”

“Maybe just 1 billion more.”

Kim Shin pretended to think, then released the stiff Kim Inho from the guild along with the money.

“Damn it.”

At that time, I thought we had pulled a fast one on Hanul. The high school dropout was just dumb, I smugly thought.

But not long after, a massive scandal erupted.

The Winners Incident.

A rumor treated like an urban legend suddenly became reality.

It was revealed that Kim Kimon of Hanul, the Winners, and a mercenary guild conspired to traffic Hunters.

And some involved were from Fighting God.

Namely, Jo Hanseon and Cha Hyunsoo, recently traded in.

Now both were in prison.

“Baek Juhwan, this mid-rank dungeon run—no matter what, you must take the boss’s head. If you fail again, both of us could lose our heads.”

“Yes, the new recruit is so strong it shouldn’t be difficult.”

Though Baek Juhwan spoke confidently, Kim Shin felt an uncharacteristic unease.

Baek Juhwan led the party with the new top B-rank, Kimchiguk, to the Uiwang Railroad Museum Dungeon.

A relatively new mid-rank dungeon. Various guild parties were there to hunt the boss.

“This is Kimchiguk, the newly joined upper B-rank.”

“Kimchiguk.”

A man with carelessly grown long hair and sharp eyes gave a casual nod.


“This dungeon’s boss is ours for sure. No sign of Myth or Noble Guild parties, so they should be easy…”

“Uh, Hanul Guild is here too.”

At Go Hansol’s remark, Baek Juhwan immediately turned his head and frowned.

That annoying Porter Lee Hyunbin was there. But today, he wasn’t alone.



 
  Chapter 35: Butterfly Dungeon (1)






“Hey. Isn’t that the Hanul Guild over there?”

“Aren’t they the ones who’ve been sweeping all the boss kills lately?”

“And isn’t that Kim Inho from the Fighting God Guild next to them? Why isn’t he with his own guild, but standing with Hanul?”

“I heard Fighting God’s Kim Inho got traded to Hanul.”

“What? Why?”

I could hear the murmurs of Hunters gathered in front of the Uiwang Railroad Museum Dungeon.

I could sense all eyes slowly focusing on us.

Up until now, I’d hunted in dungeons alone. 

Just a porter. I was nothing more than a support, yet I went solo, hunting bosses, and even recruited the S-rank Seohyeonji, who was the talk of the town, as a team member.

Right now, I was the most famous person in the Hunter world.

Whether that fame would turn out to be good or bad remained to be seen.

“People are staring at us.”

“If you’re going to hang out with me, you’ll have to get used to this much attention.”

Seohyeonji, wearing a black hat and mask, puffed her shoulders out with pride.

“Is that really Seohyeonji over there?”

“Seohyeonji? Seriously?”

The only people gathered at the entrance to Uiwang Dungeon were Hunter industry folks, but even so, Seohyeonji had plenty of fans. 

As she overheard the whispers, pride gleamed in Seohyeonji’s eyes. It seemed like she wanted to hear something from me, but I just ignored her.

“We meet again, Hanul Guild.”

Instead of the ones wandering nearby hoping to catch a glimpse of Seohyeonji, a different group started the conversation.

It was Baek Juhwan, the party leader of the Fighting God Guild.

Behind him, Go Hasol had her ‘I know you’ face on, and the Special Forces veteran Kim Changyeol was frowning.

“So Fighting God is here, too. Well, since our levels are similar, we keep running into each other.”

Because dungeons have entry level requirements, teams that debut around the same time end up bumping into each other for years.

“Kim Inho, I heard you got kicked out and joined Hanul. Clinging there like a little bat, huh?”

Kim Changyeol said, overtly mocking.

“What, were you really teamed up with these loser types? Good thing you got out.”

“What?”

As Kim Taeyang draped his arm over Kim Inho’s shoulder and pointed, Kim Changyeol immediately glared, his eyes flipping.

If the team members started bickering, things would get messy. As team leader, it was my job to step in and handle it calmly.

“Are you acting like this because we took the boss last time? Or is it because you lost a fight? No way, adults wouldn’t really be this petty, right?”

Hearing my words, Baek Juhwan and Kim Changyeol both scowled in unison.

“You’re not going to have any fun with this dungeon. Thanks to losing Kim Inho, our party’s got a B-rank ranker now.”

Kim Changyeol smirked slyly.

Just as he said, a man with permed hair stood with his arms crossed, exuding arrogance.

“Wow! A B-rank Hunter! That’s so amazing! But we have an S-rank Hunter!”

“!”

Seohyeonji, catching on to this strange competition, lifted her hat and pulled down her mask, crossing her arms with haughty pride.

“S-Seohyeonji?”

Lately, nobody had gotten as much attention as Seohyeonji.

Kim Changyeol, realizing Seohyeonji was right in front of him, instantly blushed and flustered.

“Want me to sign something for you?”

Seohyeonji asked, and Kim Changyeol, reaching for his power suit, faltered under his team’s gaze and stepped back, looking disappointed.

“I hope we can all enjoy a good clear this time.”

I smiled as I said this.

“Attention, everyone! I have an announcement!”

The gatekeeper of Uiwang Dungeon was cupping his hands and shouting.

“I am the chief administrator of the Uiwang Railroad Museum Dungeon! As of now, the boss in this dungeon has been upgraded to 2-star! The dungeon difficulty remains at intermediate level! Team leaders of each guild, please consult with your members and submit your entry applications!”

At the news that the boss had been upgraded to 2-star, the Hunters who came to hunt the boss started murmuring.

As expected, information about bosses was shared through the Wizard System distributed by the Hunter Disaster Agency.

No matter if a boss came from an intermediate dungeon, a boss was still a boss.

If the boss’s star rank went up and even got a single new skill, or had slight stat changes, the clearing difficulty would skyrocket instantly.

Suppose the boss had regeneration. With a standard party, it would be impossible to clear. You’d need explosive firepower to overwhelm its healing speed.

Suppose the boss had an invisibility skill. Then, you’d need a supporter who could detect it. Otherwise, at least one person would get ambushed and killed.

After the recent human trafficking incident with the Winners Guild, a party registration system was being enforced.

You couldn’t track what happened inside the dungeon, but if a party member who went in together died, you’d get hit with a huge fine.

This new amendment was called, informally, the Ansangjin Special Law.

“An S-rank? What kind of S-rank comes to clear an intermediate dungeon! This sucks, seriously!”

Baek Juhwan, party leader of Fighting God, spat out his annoyance.

His other party members didn’t look any happier.

This time, HR team leader Kim Shin had given them a prior warning. If they didn’t perform up to Fighting God standards again, they’d all be sent back to the training center.

“If we go back to training…”

“Man, that’s humiliating. We’d have to roll around with the rookie Hunters. Worse, we wouldn’t make any money.”

Go Hasol and Kim Changyeol muttered quietly. The B-rank ranker spoke up to the two.

“Nothing to worry about. Who cares if they’re S-rank? This is their first run.”

With Kimchiguk the B-rank ranker’s relaxed attitude, the party members’ faces finally showed some relief.

There was a rumor that Seohyeonji’s level was only 1.

Not only that, but both Kim Inho and Kim Taeyang were just rookies with low levels. Coldly speaking, their side had the advantage.

“And the Hanul Guild? No way they’ll be able to take down the boss this time.”

Kimchiguk spoke confidently.

Many groups in this dungeon were wary of Hanul Guild—especially Team Leader Lee Hyunbin.

Dungeon entry began.

Just because you passed through the dungeon entrance didn’t mean you arrived at the same place as everyone else. Like monsters respawning, you’d be transported to one of several set locations.
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	Name: Insect Dungeon

	Boss: Queen Mago★★
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Legendary: Mago’s Eye
Unique: Mago’s Staff, Mago’s Leather Boots, Flight
Rare: Camouflage, Sleep, Charm, Levitation



Even though the boss had suddenly been upgraded to 2-star, nobody gave up.

The reason was simple—the Wizard System had announced that Mago could drop a legendary item.

The value of a legendary item was astronomical.

Even a unique item was worth tens of billions; a legendary was on an entirely different level.

Hunters dreaming of hitting the jackpot began their hunt.

Chchchch,


Giant insects made eerie rustling sounds as they approached. To hunt them, the Hunters formed up and launched into battle.

Thirty minutes after the hunt began.

Some, gravely injured, retreated from the dungeon, while others, thrilled, celebrated obtaining a Skill USB from an ordinary monster.

Even regular monsters had a very low chance to drop a skill.

“Just keep going straight! Ah, there are other Hunters fighting up ahead!”

At the words of their scout, Go Hasol, Baek Juhwan spoke up.

“Any other routes?”

“If we detour about 35 meters here… but, the party ahead might get wiped out if things go wrong. There are too many monsters…”

“Doesn’t matter.”

At Baek Juhwan’s words, Go Hasol blinked in surprise.

“What do you mean…?”

“If there’s bait, all the better.”

As if annoyed by Go Hasol not catching on, Kim Changyeol explained.

That was exactly right. Inside the dungeon, it was all competition.

“Arghhh!”

“Damned bugs! Where do they keep coming from?!”

Ignoring the screams and shouts of Hunters surrounded by insects, the Fighting God party chose to take a different route.

The most important thing now was to reach the boss first. And everyone else had the same idea.

While all the parties scoured the maze-like forest for the boss, Hanul Guild’s party was doing things differently.

-If we keep going straight, we’ll reach the Caterpillar Hatchery.

-Got it.

I moved according to Olivier’s communication and navigation.

What’s the best way to level up? Kill the boss, or hunt monsters stronger than yourself.

If neither is an option, there’s one thing left.

Wipe out as many monsters as possible.

“Where are we going? Aren’t we going to scout around?”

“Nope, let’s do a little mass leveling-up.”

Seohyeonji pouted her lips at my words.

“But it’s uncomfortable going around with this hat and mask.”

“I never told you to wear them.”

“If I don’t, I probably wouldn’t be able to take a single step, you know?”

As Seohyeonji said, everyone’s attention was focused on her. Even inside the dungeon, Hunters approached her for autographs and to get close.

You never know what’ll happen in a dungeon. 

You have to be suspicious and cautious even with people you don’t really know. That’s why I blocked everyone from approaching, and all their complaints were aimed at me.

It really was a role made to be hated. No matter how I looked at it, it seemed like I was losing out.

Maybe I should just wear a full mask or something. A hat and mask just don’t hide my looks enough, so next time—

Huh, I can’t believe she says stuff like that herself.

I wanted to ask if she had any shame, but the truth is, I couldn’t really argue.

‘A mask?’

The word reminded me of something good.

I remembered that Justice Armor that Im Jaejoon and Olivier, that dumb duo, supposedly made. They said they’d mass-produce it after the prototype called ‘Red.’

Hmm, maybe I should recommend it to her later.

-We’ve arrived at the Caterpillar Hatchery.

-Find the next hatchery, too.

…….

Olivier didn’t respond for a moment.

-Really, your fondness for bugs is remarkable. Is it because you’re as disgusting as they are? Instead of going after the boss, you’re just looking for bugs?

Amused by Olivier’s snarky tone, I snorted.

Come to think of it, she’s weak against gross things. As we explored, she had to watch all the wriggling larvae. No wonder her skin was probably crawling right now.

-Not hunting the boss today. Just gonna wipe out bugs. Gotta. Level. Up.

-……You’re the worst.

Ignoring Olivier’s grumbling, I started prepping for work.

“Pour all the oil jars into the burrows. Then Seohyeonji, torch everything inside with Egnir.”

“Inside? What’s in there?”

“Do you like caterpillars?”

“…No.”

“Then just focus on cooking.”

Realizing what was inside, Seohyeonji’s face scrunched up.

Kim Taeyang and Kim Inho, excited, splashed oil everywhere.

Seohyeonji summoned her fire spirit and scorched the walls and floor. Thanks to her, the oil-soaked burrows were ablaze in an instant.

“Mm, smells great.”

The others pinched their noses in disgust, but to me, it was sweet as honey. That was the scent of pouring in experience points.

Caterpillars the size of my forearm wriggled out of their chambers.

They couldn’t talk, but they seemed to realize they were facing death.

Seeing them crawl out, I had Kim Inho and Kim Taeyang stand at the entrance.

“Okay, let the hunt begin!”

After Seohyeonji’s fire spirit put on a spectacular oil show, the caterpillars, scrambling to escape, were cut down at the entrance by Kim Taeyang and Kim Inho.

Their dream of growing into big, dangerous bugs and eating lots of people ended in flames, just a fleeting fantasy.

They dropped zero items, but the experience points were juicy and, more importantly, safe.

Soon, nothing was left in the burrow but ashes.

-Olivier?

-Sigh… Do you understand how mothers feel now? I wonder what the parents, who left their precious children at daycare to go to work, would say if they saw this horror, Hero?

-Oh, so you like cute kids?

I tried peering at the still-squirming caterpillars. Olivier was sharing my vision, so I could hear her shrieking, which put me in a good mood.

-Enough chatter, just guide us to the next spot.

-Sob, you really are a devil. A devil!

She’s the real devil, but she calls me one.

We moved on to the second Caterpillar Hatchery.

Most of the ones here hadn’t even hatched yet.

“Go ahead, Seohyeonji. You’re up.”

“Why do I have to be the one?”

Grumbling, Seohyeonji still burned everything up with her fire.

She was probably leveling up at light speed right now.

Kim Taeyang and Kim Inho were also taking down anything that made it out the entrance.

There was another reason I was clearing out these hatcheries, aside from experience points.

In all insect colonies, the queen was always in the deepest, safest place. She was literally the only one capable of ensuring the survival of the species.

Naturally, the road to the queen was harsh. You might have to fight for days and nights to reach her. So I did the opposite.


I planned to wipe out all the eggs and larvae so Queen Mago would have no choice but to come herself.

Or so I thought.

‘Hmm, looks like something unexpected took the bait first.’

Instead of Queen Mago, something else had fallen into my trap.



 
  Chapter 36: Butterfly Dungeon (2)






Right now, it seemed that the only sound inside the Dungeon was the crackling of flames devouring their prey.

‘Six?’

A suspicious movement was felt.

When I closed my eyes and focused my mind, I heard footsteps—other than Kim Taeyang, Kim Inho, and Seohyeonji.

The footsteps were so subtle that if I didn’t concentrate, I wouldn’t have noticed them at all.

If they had good intentions, there’d be no need to sneak up like this.

I drew my Longsword from the Inventory. The sharp blade gleamed for a split second. When I blocked the entrance to the Hatchery, the hidden enemies froze in place.

-Olivier.

-Synchronizing with the enemy detection system. Synchronization complete. Now targeting hidden enemies.

With Olivier’s message, the figures of the Assassins stuck to the wall became visible. I immediately drew my Dagger and threw it.

The Assassin, startled, reflexively blocked with a Dagger. But he didn’t expect me to charge at him right away.

Slash!

I cut the Assassin’s thigh.

“Are we playing hide and seek?”

I asked, but only a scream came in response. If someone asks you a question, you should answer.

Apparently, their comrades couldn’t stand by and watch such rudeness, so the other hidden Assassins rushed out all at once.

-Close Combat is being activated.

The more enemies there are, the more my attack, defense, and reflexes increase dramatically.

I pushed the captured Assassin forward and toppled him.

Maybe they couldn’t cut down their suddenly airborne comrade, so the others dodged to the side.

I picked off those who dodged, slicing their arms and legs one by one.

The Assassins screamed in turn.

Soprano, alto, tenor, bass.

They should each have their own distinctive tone, but unfortunately, all I’m hearing is soprano.

I asked if anyone could make a different sound.

They only grimaced in pain, refusing to answer.

-They’re from the Mercenary Guild.

Mercenaries.

Just as the name suggests, those without a Guild affiliation who take on Dungeon jobs as a minimal form of belonging.

The only thing forced upon affiliated Hunters was the payment of union dues.

Weren’t these guys banned from entering the Dungeon?

-Only Winners Guild received a six-month suspension order. Not the Mercenary Guild.

The Assassins hadn’t given up the fight yet. The wounded ones gulped down Potions and stood up.

Ha, using those expensive Potions?

One Potion costs, on average, a hundred million won.

Five of them used one, so that’s half a billion gone.

For Mercenaries who follow nothing but the logic of money to waste cash chasing me—there must be a reason.

‘A grudge, I guess.’

I twisted my lips into a grin.

Is this happening because I’ve always behaved badly?

No, that’s not it. I swept out all the dirty connections tied to Kim Kimon and his ilk, like harvesting bad crops.

These guys in front of me might be a message sent from the end of that thread.

‘I knew it wouldn’t end that easily.’

Did I mess with something I shouldn’t have?

No, I don’t think so. Watching these filthy types gather to lick each other’s wounds is sickening.

Cautiously, they tightened their encirclement around me, gripping their weapons with white knuckles.

This time, they didn’t recklessly charge. I waited, relaxed, until the balance broke.

At that moment, a woman’s voice shattered the tension.

“Huh, what are you all doing?”

‘Of all times, she shows up now.’

It might have been fine if it was Kim Taeyang or Kim Inho. But Seohyeonji was different.

Her attack power using Spirit Arts was overwhelmingly strong, but it would be hard to withstand a swift Assassin ambush.

One of them lunged toward Seohyeonji.

“Dodge!”

“Uh, how?”

Why is she asking that now, of all times?

Seohyeonji froze, looking flustered, even though a man was rushing her with a blade.

With no other choice, I threw a freshly generated belt Knife. Fortunately, my Dagger struck the Assassin’s shoulder.

The guy’s body faltered for a moment.

During that opening, I broke through the encirclement and ran toward Seohyeonji. 

Of course, blades targeting me flew in from every direction.

-Phantom Step Activation.

Suddenly, everything around me slowed down. 

The approaching footsteps and the trajectories of incoming attacks were all laid out before me.

-Close Combat is being activated.

A blade crept toward my neck in slow motion. I dodged and cut at the same time.

Spinning, I slashed the abdomen of the Assassin coming from the side, then rotated again to cut the closest enemy.

Three fell in an instant, and the Assassins’ eyes blazed with agitation.

Fwoosh!

Seohyeonji fired Egnir at the Assassin charging her.

Thank goodness. There was still distance left, but if she’d been frozen in shock, the Assassin’s blade would’ve reached her throat.

“Gaaaaaah!”

But seeing the Assassin’s flesh melting away in Egnir’s flames, Seohyeonji’s face hardened.

Her face turned pale.

It felt as if all her nerves had gone numb, a suffocating sensation enveloping her.

To have inflicted overwhelming violence on someone with her own hands.

If she found joy in that, she’d be mentally unstable.

Seohyeonji was showing a normal reaction. As for me—

“Duck!”


I cut down an Assassin clinging to me, and rushed at the one aiming for Seohyeonji’s back.

Stab!

Blood spattered.

Seohyeonji’s trembling eyes looked up at me.

I shielded Seohyeonji and swung my blade.

The Assassin, startled by how quickly I closed the distance, barely reacted before coughing up blood in a single strike.

“Uh, uh. Huh?”

Seohyeonji touched the blood splattered on her cheek and hair, then looked at me.

If I’d made a mistake, her shoulder could’ve been slashed. But I protected her with a coating of magic.

Thanks to that, she didn’t suffer major injuries. Instead, my HP dropped sharply from the Assassin’s attack, and my Power Suit was torn apart.

“Ah…”

Only then did Seohyeonji realize I was hurt while protecting her, and she chewed her lips.

Not knowing what to say.

Anyway, we were attacked because of me. Maybe she feels guilty that I got hurt because of her?

Maybe I could use this to tease her a bit. Get her to listen to me more.

Inside, I was amused, but I faked being hurt without showing it.

“Uh, a-are you okay? Wh-what should we do… Shouldn’t you go to a hospital? Quickly?”

I saw Seohyeonji’s pupils trembling.

I furrowed my brows and bit my lips, trying not to laugh.

“Taeyang! Inho! H-hurry and come here!”

“It’s fine.”

“Huh?”

“Don’t say anything.”

With that, I took out disinfectant from the Inventory, applied it to my wound, and wrapped it with a bandage. 

Seohyeonji flinched, wanting to help, but I told her I’d do it myself.

“We haven’t taken down the Boss yet. If everyone finds out I’ve been ‘seriously’ injured, it could shake them up.”

“Ah…”

If Kim Taeyang or Kim Inho saw, they’d realize it was just a lot of blood, not a severe wound.

But Seohyeonji wouldn’t know that.

Do not announce my death.

Seohyeonji seemed to interpret it that way.

It seems to be working. Seeing her terribly guilty and confused face, teasing her was starting to be fun.

“Huh, what’s going on?”

Right then, Kim Taeyang rushed out from the entrance, having noticed the battle. Kim Inho, too.

“We’ve been ambushed. Looks like Mercenary Guild members.”

“They’re nuts. I mean, there’s more than one Guild in this Dungeon right now, and they try a sneak attack? Hey, are you hurt, Team Leader?”

I curled my lips into a smile at Kim Taeyang’s words.

“A bit?”

“Team Leader, you’re slipping. Even if I begged you to take a hit, that’s just my afterimage. All you do is make jokes lately.”

“Th-that’s…”

Swish.

Seohyeonji was about to admit I was hurt because of her, but I cut her off.

“They all attacked at once with Stealth, what else could I do? If you’re upset, get six people to rush me next time.”

“Oh, really? Is that okay?”

“If we’re using real blades, that might be fair?”

“Ah…”

I put all the Assassins into the Inventory. Honestly, the Inventory skill is really handy at times like this.

For them, it’s literally a prison without bars.

Until now, I’d only ever put unconscious enemies inside. I wonder how it feels for the conscious ones? I’m curious.

I leveled up from 16 to 18. Kim Inho and Kim Taeyang each gained 4 levels, and Seohyeonji’s level went up by a whopping 8.

After clearing out a few more Caterpillar Hatcheries, the experience points flowed in. Even better, we’d suffered zero casualties.

“But Team Leader, are there usually this many eggs in a Dungeon…?”

“Right? Feels like we’ve already burned a few thousand. Maybe even tens of thousands?”

“Yeah.”

Usually, the number of monsters in a Dungeon is around 100 to 300.

We weren’t fighting an army, but if we’d been late clearing the Dungeon, Hunters could’ve ended up facing tens of thousands of Bugs.

“It’s nice to rack up all this experience, but aren’t we going to hunt the Boss?”

“No, we’re not. The Boss will come to us.”

Already, about three Hatcheries had been smashed. However many more there are, there’s no way the Queen wouldn’t notice.

Thud, thud, thud.

Just then, a faint sound could be heard. Something was heading toward us en masse.

“It’s finally here. Even insects have maternal instincts. Doesn’t it make your heart swell?”

I spoke cheerfully, oiling everything in sight.

With plenty of spare space in my Inventory, I could carry all the Oil I wanted.

Spreading Oil everywhere, I retreated toward the entrance we’d come through. If we burn them all and just handle whatever escapes the inferno, that’s ideal.

But things didn’t go as I’d expected.

“T-Team Leader…”

I’d prepared to face Bugs, but there was something troublesome mixed in with them.

“Well, this is new.”

Mixed among the Bugs were Hunters. I even recognized some familiar faces from the Martial God Guild.

“When did you get so friendly with the Bugs?”

At a glance, they looked normal. They weren’t shambling like zombies. But moving in unison with the Bugs—this was a headache.

-They seem to be conscious, but in a trance state.

With Olivier’s helpful analysis, I realized I needed to change my plan.

“Let’s put the Dungeon Firestorm Operation on hold.”

No matter what, I can’t burn people who are still conscious.

“Remember how we took down the Orc last time?”

“Huh?”

We’d once lured and defeated an Orc Champion.

“Let’s do that again.”

Behind the writhing Bugs, a giant, elegant Butterfly Queen appeared.

To break the hypnosis spell, the best way is to take the Boss’s head. And with the three people I’ve personally trained, we can hold out in this cramped space.

“Orc hunt? What’s that?”

Only Seohyeonji didn’t get it and asked again. I chuckled as I answered.

“There is such a crazy thing.”

“What is it? Why aren’t you telling me? If it’s crazy, let’s not do it, okay? Hey? What are you doing?”

With a deep breath in, I charged forward.

I drew my Number 2 two-handed sword and coated it with Ether.

Even grazing it would shatter the hard insect carapaces.

A path packed with monsters.

I charged in alone.

With every swing of my two-handed sword, the road widened around me. I walked atop a carpet of crushed insects.

Crack! Crunch!

Insect limbs and armor shattered, clinging to the cave ceiling and walls as they slid down.

“You bastard…!”

A clueless Hunter swung a sword at me, and I slammed him in the ribs with the flat of my blade.

Crack.

There was a breaking sound, but he shouldn’t die, right? The Power Suit has basic healing functions, so he’ll be fine.

The monsters all converged on me. Behind, I heard Seohyeonji yelling something, probably calling me a madman.

Kim Taeyang and Kim Inho had gained new abilities. Both were far stronger than before. On top of that, they’d each been equipped with cutting-edge personal gear developed by Hanul.

They wouldn’t fall easily to these Bugs.

Crunch! Crackle!

The sound of bones and shells shattering was satisfying. Even if they stabbed at my sides, the Power Suit’s defense bounced it right off.

I felt the Butterfly Queen’s gaze lock onto me.

She must have been surprised.

From her perspective, everyone looked the same, but one was abnormally strong. That bewilderment—that’s all she could feel.

The Elite Bugs guarding the Queen moved to block my advance.

She’d learned that ordinary Bugs couldn’t stop me, no matter how many times she tried.

The Elite Bugs charged at me, while the regular Bugs formed a blockade. It was truly a desperate stand to protect the Queen.

-I’m using Stealth.


The Bugs froze for a moment.

Because their target vanished from their sight.

I had snatched the Stealth skill from the Assassins I’d stored in my Inventory. I sprinted along the wall.

As soon as the Stealth skill wore off, the Butterfly Queen spotted me, now right in front of her.



 
  Chapter 37: Butterfly Dungeon (3)






“Whoa, damn!”

Returnee, switching careers to Hunter.

I can’t even begin to count how many times I cursed at the Party Leader for working us to the bone with endless training.

But Kim Taeyang thought things would be different this time.

“Crazy bugs!”

Hideous insects, looking like giant silverfish, charged in like tanks. 

Normally, he’d never stand his ground against one of them, even one-on-one. But there was no way out now.

“Get the hell out of here!”

Kim Taeyang swung his Kukri with all his might, almost desperately.

The brand new, exclusive Red Label Kukri he’d received had a cutting edge that gave him chills. 

He thought he’d just grazed the monster, but its head was already severed, sliding down the wall.

Kim Taeyang’s basic ability was Regeneration.

Annoyed as he was, he stood his ground at the front. With the Party Leader gone, he knew he was the only one who could hold out the longest.

Squelch! Thud!

Right beside Kim Taeyang, Kim Inho was supporting with his newly-learned Spear Mastery.

While the Red Label Kukri focused on sharpness, Kim Inho’s spear was a Blue Label weapon, focused on hardness.

At first, Kim Inho had felt awkward with it, but he quickly grew fond of the new Sahbok Spear. Its extending shaft was just like the Yeouibong.

With Kim Taeyang and Kim Inho blocking the narrow passage, corpses of bugs piled up. But it wasn’t just the two of them who were strong.

“Close your eyes!”

Seohyeonji summoned the Spirit of Light, Lux. In the pitch-black Dungeon, a dazzling white light flashed.

The bugs, blinded, stumbled in agony.

As soon as the light faded, Kim Taeyang and Kim Inho smashed through the monsters blocking their way.

“Huff, huff.”

“Haah!”

Sweat soaked their bodies as if it were pouring rain.

It was impossible to tell how much time had passed. It felt like hours, but a glance at the clock said only three minutes had gone by.

“Kim In…ho…!”

Startled by someone calling his name, Kim Inho glanced over.

It was Kim Changyeol, formerly his senior in the Special Task Force.

He stabbed at him with an Arming Sword.

Crack!

Kim Changyeol, who had been aiming for Kim Inho, was sent rolling on the ground by Kim Taeyang’s kick.

“Tired already? Huh?”

“As if.”

“If you’re tired, say so. Go rest in the back with Hyunji noona. The Party Leader would chew you out, though.”

“Are you tired? You’re talking too much.”

As Kim Taeyang and Kim Inho exchanged brief banter, Seohyeonji grumbled in annoyance.

“Who are you calling noona?”

It seemed relaxed, but in truth, it wasn’t.

War God’s Party Leader, Baek Juhwan, was drawing his bowstring. He was a C-rank Ranker, a skilled ranged dealer.

Ssshh!

With a sharp whistling sound, a magic arrow was fired.

Kim Taeyang split Baek Juhwan’s arrow.

“You arrogant… punk…!”

Baek Juhwan, bewitched, muttered haughtily.

He fired again. This time, one arrow of light split into ten and rained down.

Kim Inho joined in, deflecting the arrows. The ranged attacks were powerful, but the real problem was B-rank Ranker Kimchiguk charging in.

“Step back!”

Seohyeonji summoned the Spirit of Earth, Terra. A brown golem rose from the ground, forming a massive wall.

She created barrier after barrier.

Thanks to the multiple walls, a shield was formed against the endless flood of monsters.

But B-rank Ranker Kimchiguk dodged the barriers with ease and thrust his spear.

Clang!

Kim Inho blocked Kimchiguk’s spear. The speed was too fast to follow with the eye.

He would never have managed to block this strike before.

Kimchiguk quickly withdrew his spear and unleashed a sweeping attack in a circle.

Kim Inho struggled to block, stepping back, then back again.

Shhk!

Kimchiguk suddenly dodged Kim Taeyang’s sneak attack and immediately countered, landing a spear strike on Kim Taeyang’s body.

“Ugh!”

Kim Taeyang felt a burning, searing pain. He thought he’d dodged, but the spear had torn his abdomen.

Kimchiguk could feel the clear feedback at the spear’s tip. A definite critical hit. He activated a skill to finish it.

Ilsseom (Flash Slash).

Just as a flash of light was about to burst forth, a sudden darkness covered his vision.

Seohyeonji timed it perfectly, summoning the Spirit of Darkness and blanketing the area in shadow.

Kimchiguk switched targets.

He had been annoyed by Seohyeonji, who kept summoning spirits to support her allies.

Kimchiguk thrust his spear where Seohyeonji had been. But she had already moved.

The Spirit of Darkness didn’t last long. Kimchiguk targeted Seohyeonji, but Kim Taeyang blocked him.

He’d definitely landed a critical hit earlier. Kimchiguk tried to brush him aside and go for Seohyeonji.

But Kim Taeyang didn’t budge. In fact, he evaded the attacks and lunged in close.

Kimchiguk was startled and tried to create distance, but it was too late—he was already within Kim Taeyang’s reach.

Slice!

Kim Taeyang’s strike slashed deep into Kimchiguk’s abdomen.

Kimchiguk’s pupils widened in disbelief.

His gaze fell to Kim Taeyang’s abdomen, where he’d landed a blow.

There was no wound.

Super Regen.

It was an auxiliary skill developed through training with Lee Hyunbin. But Kimchiguk had no way of knowing that.


“Urgh!”

B-rank Ranker Kimchiguk collapsed. C-rank Ranker Baek Juhwan also suffered a critical hit from Kim Inho’s Sahbok Spear.

If other Hunters saw this, they’d never believe it.

A pair of C-ranks taking down a B-rank Ranker and a C-rank Ranker.

“Damn it.”

Kim Taeyang wiped the blood from his lips and looked at the bugs swarming again.

“This is insane. Should’ve just run away.”

Seohyeonji bit her lip in despair.

She couldn’t abandon her companions and escape, so she’d stayed to fight, but the situation was grim. Her mana was already depleted.

The three of them recalled the failed plan. Their Party Leader was unusually strong for a porter, but, truthfully, it had always been a reckless task.

‘No way….’

Seohyeonji felt a sense of foreboding. Lee Hyunbin had been injured because of her.

With that body, charging alone into the center of the enemy, his chance of survival was slim.

No, he couldn’t have survived.

At that moment.

A miraculous message appeared before their despairing eyes.


	Successfully hunted Queen Mago.



“Ha…!”

“Ah, couldn’t you have finished it faster? That was nerve-wracking!”

Kim Inho and Kim Taeyang grumbled, while Seohyeonji let out a sigh of relief and collapsed in place.

The prey before their eyes had been too strong, and their king was dead.

The bugs, their control lost, scattered back to their nests in a panic.

The boss was dead.

Queen Mago had used her charm skill to control the Hunters and commanded her minions.

Her radiant wings, which let her fly through the air, had been torn apart.

From her body, cut so deep that her insides were visible, blood trickled out like a dried-up stream.

Queen Mago’s withered eyes were fixed on my face.

I gazed back into those compound eyes.

I was seized by an inexplicable sense of unease.

-Hero…. You… us…!

From Queen Mago’s dying eyes, something resembling tears dripped down.

Her hand, outstretched like a final flutter of her wings, trembled faintly before crashing to the ground.

The death of the boss.

This creature knew me.

And I did not know her. No, of course I couldn’t know a monster.

A few level-up messages appeared. Then, several body parts of the hunted boss monster began to glow.

I checked the items for which I’d acquired ownership.

The rare skill Sleep and the unique item Mago’s Leather Boots. And—

-Synchronization rate has increased.
-Restoring Soul Breaker.

I regained an attack skill I’d used in the past.

-Congratulations. You have acquired a Legendary-rank skill.

The extracted eyeball from Queen Mago was transformed into a skill USB.

-This is the first time a Legendary-rank has appeared in an intermediate Dungeon. You really are something, aren’t you?

Olivier sent a congratulatory message.

-Sleep is a mage-type skill, and the boots have a floating option. Mago’s Eye has the Insight skill effect. What would you like to do?

I didn’t need Sleep or the boots, so I’d sell them. The Legendary skill was better kept for myself.

In the past, facing enemies with Insight abilities in this world had been a real challenge.

If I mastered it to the highest level, I’d be able to instantly see even my opponent’s innate skills.

Being able to see the other side of someone’s cards was an incredible advantage.

-I will use Mago’s Eye.
-Legendary: Insight acquired.
-Stage 1 effect allows you to check your opponent’s status window.

After collecting my loot, I headed back to where my teammates were.

After all that hellish training, I wasn’t about to lose to opponents of this level.

If I did lose, it would just mean I needed to ramp up the training intensity even more.

-Olivier.

-Yes? Are you going to share some of that loot with me since you scored big?

She teased, and I replied calmly.

-That boss knew who I was.

There’d been other strange things before.

Like that villain office worker I met in the Dungeon where I awakened. He knew how to offer sacrifices to the Dungeon.

Yes.

You’re the hero.

Even with his face a mess, the office worker had grinned with mad glee.

And the dying monster had called me “hero” in perfectly clear words.

Something was definitely going on. This was no mere coincidence.

You. No, you all are hiding something from me, aren’t you? Am I right?

-…I don’t know about that boss.

Olivier’s voice was quiet.

-But it was probably someone who knew you, Hero.

Someone.

At her words, I used Insight to look at Queen Mago’s corpse.

-Queen Mago ★★
-Strength: 35
-Agility: 45
-Stamina: 85
-Magic: 88
-Luck: 45

Queen Mago’s stats appeared.

-Origin: Rania Territory

A familiar territory name appeared.

-True name: Diana Christon

The moment I saw that name, I remembered the young girl who always waved with a bright smile.

The Uiwang Railroad Museum Dungeon had been cleared. Without its boss, a Dungeon could no longer grow.

Sometimes, there was a slim chance that a remaining monster would awaken as a new boss, but usually Hunters would hunt them down for resources before that could happen.

A Dungeon with all its monsters eradicated would gradually collapse and disappear without a trace.

The Hunters who had been charmed by Queen Mago were back to their senses now.

“Did Hanul Guild take the boss again?”

“If it weren’t for Hanul, we would’ve been wiped out. Seriously, why are there so many monsters in this Dungeon?”

For the Hunters, this insect Dungeon had been a living nightmare.

Just like real bugs, monsters poured in from everywhere, and their lives had hung by a thread the whole time.

“War God got controlled by the boss.”

“I heard Hanul newbies beat Kimchiguk and Baek Juhwan?”

Someone muttered. Since they remembered everything from when they were controlled by the boss, it was inevitable.

War God’s Baek Juhwan and Kimchiguk couldn’t lift their heads.

Both were renowned as a B-rank and a C-rank, each among the top ten.

Even if they’d been mind-controlled, losing to rookie Hunters was humiliating.

‘No, those guys were just that strong.’

Baek Juhwan ground his teeth. Kimchiguk knew it too, so he slunk away with a sour expression, saying nothing and practically fleeing the scene.

“Seohyeonji! What was your first Dungeon raid like?”

“They say it would have been a wipeout without Hanul’s help—Is that true?”

“Seohyeonji! When’s your next Dungeon raid…!”

No sooner had the Dungeon raid ended than Seohyeonji was swarmed by reporters.

Kim Taeyang and Kim Inho, experiencing this for the first time, just blinked, unsure of what to do.

“Thanks to my teammates’ help, we successfully cleared the boss despite my shortcomings. I’ll continue to train hard and strive for even better results in the future.”

Seohyeonji answered with a calm smile, as if she’d expected this all along.

While everyone else emerged from battle looking ragged, Seohyeonji had prepared herself with items from her inventory, looking effortlessly put together.

After clearing the Butterfly Dungeon, S-rank Hunter Seohyeonji was suddenly in the spotlight. Special features about her ran on the news and in newspapers.

Leaving the public’s attention behind, I returned home for some rest.

“Uncle.”

Back home, Karin gazed quietly at me.

“Did something happen?”

“What?”

“It just feels like it.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s not nothing. Are the Justice members not meeting up these days?”

“I’m not into that kind of thing.”

“Yeah, right.”

We exchanged pointless jokes.

Karin smiled bashfully, studying my face.

Awkwardness.

Feeling it, I stood up to head to my room.

“OF.”


“Yeah.”

“Have you been in contact with the territory’s residents?”

At my question, Karin’s round eyes curved with a faint smile. And her reply followed.

“Yeah.”



 
  Chapter 38: Ramyeon (Instant Noodles) and the Person from Another World






“It’s possible?”

“Yeah. Want me to show you?”

I Change Jobs from Awakener to Hunter

The government presented various perspectives and observations about the Floating Island hovering over the airspace of the Republic of Korea.

Currently, the Floating Island was moving slowly. 

Various tests had been conducted, but the reasons for the Floating Island’s appearance, and the phenomenon preventing entry, were still being researched.

Even with satellite observation, nothing inside the Floating Island could be seen apart from its exterior.

Physical attacks were also useless; even contact with the Floating Island was impossible. It was as if it didn’t exist in this world.

“You can show me?”

“Of course. Uncle, are you feeling homesick? Want me to show you?”

“Show me.”

Since I’m originally from Korea, I don’t really feel homesick.

For the first time in a long while, Karin shrugged her shoulders, making an exceptionally arrogant expression.

It was as if she expected me to bow and beg if I wanted to see it.

“If you don’t want, I don’t have to show you.”

“Huh? W-wait. I’m going to show you, I just connected the call!”

Karin, who had returned from her high and mighty attitude to a meek one, put her hand on the empty table.

A dome-shaped semicircle formed on the table. The image inside looked just like a SimCity game.

It felt like looking down on Rania Territory from above.

It was a picture as if someone had lifted up a whole city and placed it there.

“You can zoom in like this.”

Saying that, Karin dragged her finger across the semicircle. And, to my surprise, the screen started zooming in.

As the view zoomed in, what once looked like mere dots turned out to be people.

I saw the city gates that had always protected the city, and the Rania Soldiers standing guard above them.

I even saw the familiar Market and the busy streets filled with people going about their day. 

It was the landscape of Rania Territory that I’d experienced myself.

It’s been a while since I last saw Rania Castle.

Karin already looked lost in nostalgia.

“At first, everyone was really confused since we were completely cut off from the outside, but now things have stabilized somewhat.”

“Cut off?”

“Yeah. All transportation to other regions has been completely severed.”

She said it so casually. 

As if she were saying, “I got a package yesterday, but starting tomorrow I won’t get any more.” Her tone was just that comfortable.

“If economic activities are cut off, what do those people eat? How do they survive?”

“That’s what the Relief Skill is for. We’re supporting them with food supplies.”

Relief.

It literally means helping the common folk.

“Where would you get money for that?”

“I sold all my items when I quit the game, remember? I solved it with that.”

Huh, something feels off.

“How does selling game items have anything to do with providing relief to your territory?”

“Why wouldn’t it?”

“It doesn’t, does it?”

“It does.”

Karin pointed to a box of ramen.

“Now, I select the ramen.”

I watched, blinking in confusion, wondering what nonsense she was up to this time.

“If I drag it on the screen—”

The box of ramen vanished.

“There, ramen supply to the territory’s residents complete.”

Now, on the screen, I could see dot-like graphics of the residents cheering with their hands in the air.

Wait, what’s going on here? Why are the territory’s residents so happy over a box of ramen?

“One box of ramen here turns into a hundred boxes over there.”

That’s insanely convenient.

What, did getting stuck on the Floating Island turn the territory’s residents into ants or something?

What’s a snack crumb to a human is a year’s food for an ant?

No, there’s a more important question I should be asking.

Why are physical goods able to cross over to the Floating Island? And do the residents even know what ramen is, and that it’s something to be happy about?

As if she could read my mind, Karin zoomed in even further on one of the territory’s residents.

There, two of the residents were having an argument.

“Looks like there’s a disagreement between one who says you should put the noodles in boiling water first, and another who says the soup base goes in first. How should I judge this?”

Karin said this with a troubled look on her face.

Seriously, it’s fine if she’s the only ramen fanatic, but she’s made all the residents into ramen zealots.

Even though it’s all dot graphics, if you look closely, their hair is all curly like ramen noodles.

I saw something I shouldn’t have. Should’ve just kept my mouth shut.

“My lord level is still low, so I can’t use many features yet, but as the synchronization rate rises, more menus unlock.”

“Hey, this isn’t some weird game, is it? You didn’t just slap the name Rania Territory on some game and now think you’re on the Floating Island, right?”

Honestly, it’s a bit hard to believe.

“It’s not.”

“Yes, it is.”

“I said it’s not.”

“Fine, have it your way.”

At my words, a faint wrinkle appeared on Karin’s beautiful brow.

Maybe because of what happened in the dungeon today, I ended up asking her something pointless without realizing it.

“Can you talk to them? Like, have a conversation?”

“Didn’t you say you don’t believe me?”

“I’m just curious if you can.”

“You can. It’s like, you know, chatting—like texting. You can talk back and forth.”

Texting, she says.


Honestly, it’s really hard to believe.

I get that Hunters and other abilities-users are all connected to the System.

But are those ordinary residents on the other side also connected to the System?

‘Since the entire territory crossed over here, maybe they all connected to the System too.’

I don’t get it, but since even top researchers haven’t figured out the System, I sure wouldn’t know.

“Can you also see a list of people born or dead in the territory?”

“Out of the blue?”

“Yeah.”

At my question, Karin’s face stiffened slightly.

“Why do you want to know something like that?”

“Just curious.”

Karin let out a short sigh.

“Uncle, don’t worry about things like that.”

I’d heard that before, once.

At Karin’s words, Hyunbin let out a faint, bitter smile.

He’d seen that look on her face before. No, he’d seen it often.

Hero Bin.

The one summoned from another world who could wield the Heavenly Sword to defeat the Demon King who spread terror across the continent.

He fought for a world that had nothing to do with him. He was a guardian of peace, and achieved many accomplishments.

All in just a few years.

Yet he never received proper rewards.

All he got for his sacrifices was the title of the strongest, and the glory of wounds.

After the Hero defeated the Demon King, a brief peace came to the continent.

But soon, the Seven Kingdoms began fighting for supremacy.

With the great evil gone, they all sought to claim the empty throne.

As a result, more people died than during the Demon King’s reign.

Hero Bin watched countless people die. And he saw the forces seeking supremacy turn their threat toward the innocent Rania Territory.

The Hero picked up his sword once again. This time, against the very kingdom he had once protected.

So much blood was spilled. Every time the knights at his side met their end, the Hero kept a calm face, but inside he was rotting away.

Time passed, enough for the little lord to grow into a beautiful lady.

The Hero seized supremacy over the continent.

But he gained a deep trauma. That was…

“Can you check if Diana Criston is alive?”

He was extremely sensitive to the deaths of others.

Sometimes he suffered extreme anguish, and sometimes, extreme rage.

Karin searched the residents in her System window.

Diana Criston came up.

Karin felt a wave of sadness. She had lived in the west of Rania Territory as an orphan.

She lost her mother early, and her father died as a soldier in the war.

Left an orphan, she lived with her younger brother. But her misfortune didn’t end there—

‘Deceased…’

She didn’t understand why he suddenly wanted to know about Diana’s life or death. There was no way he could know Diana had died yesterday.

“You can check, Uncle, but why do you want to know?”

“So she’s dead.”

He was quick-witted, hard to fool.

“No, she’s totally fine, living well. Don’t you see her there, eating ramen with everyone? Should I send some kimchi too?”

“Did she die yesterday?”

Karin flinched inside, but forced a smile as she answered.

“No, really, she’s fine.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. Uncle, can I order delivery food? I’m hungry.”

“Do whatever you want. Since when did you need my permission?”

“True.”

With a silly giggle, Karin started browsing her favorite restaurants.

Anyone could see her guardian wasn’t in a good mood. She guessed something must have happened on his last hunt.

‘I’m curious.’

But Karin didn’t ask.

She thought asking might just make things harder for him.

‘I’ll look for a chance to ask later.’

Karin was patient.

From her childhood, she had learned to hide her feelings and smile as if nothing was wrong.

Soon, the food arrived.

Seeing the complimentary fried dumplings from the usual Chinese restaurant put her in a good mood.

Eating something tasty always lifts her spirits. If it works for her, it should work for her guardian too.

Having devoured the extra-large bowl of black bean noodles in no time, Karin glanced over at Hyunbin, who was still picking at his spicy seafood noodles.

“Uncle, don’t you have an appetite?”

“…Maybe not?”

‘He’s eating just fine, though?’ Isn’t it weird that she finished an extra-large black bean noodle in a minute?

Getting her usual scolding from her guardian, Karin just laughed it off.

She was relieved to see Hyunbin seemed a little less upset.

“Uncle, should I become a Hunter too?”

“Hunter? Out of nowhere? Why?”

“Like I said earlier, I need money to support the residents.”

She partly did it for the residents, but she had another, bigger reason.

Ever since Hyunbin became a Hunter, more and more wounds kept appearing on his body. 

She always snuck in at night to heal him, but someday, an enemy might come that even she couldn’t handle.

Her guardian was stronger than anyone, but he still wasn’t the strongest being here. 

No matter how strong he was, a sudden mishap could still put him in danger.

“What about school?”

“Who cares about school? My residents are more important.”

“That’s a good attitude, but don’t.”

“Why not? Don’t you trust me?”

Hyunbin let out a small snort as he looked at Karin.

“I’ll give you money, so just go to school. Back in your original world, you never even got to hang out with kids your own age, did you?”

At those words, Karin closed her mouth.

In truth, in the territory she’d only had subordinates and vassals, never any friends.

No, she hadn’t even had the luxury of making friends. If her judgment slipped even a little, everyone’s lives were on the line.

“Even if it’s not my guild salary, I make quite a bit of extra income, so don’t worry about money.”

At his thoughtfulness, Karin beamed. She was grateful for his concern.

“Then just give me, like, a hundred bills. That should do it.”

“A hundred thousand won? That’s all?”

Karin answered with a mock-serious face.

“What are you saying? Make it a billion.”

“Where should I hit you so it’ll be famous for being a proper smack?”

“Go ahead and try. I’ll make you an internet star by tomorrow morning.”

Karin snorted and waved her phone with her SNS account open.

With such trivial bickering, the two headed to their own rooms and fell asleep.

The next morning.

Karin yawned as she stepped out of her room, but Hyunbin was nowhere to be seen.

His daily routine.

Whether before or after awakening, Hyunbin never skipped his daily running and training.

‘Today’s the day.’

Karin checked the reminder she’d set in her phone’s calendar app.

Normally, she would have grabbed a good breakfast, but she had a lot to do today. She quickly slipped into her room’s shower.

After a refreshing wash, she dried off, wrapped a towel around her head, and started putting on her base makeup.

Thanks to a great sleep, her makeup went on flawlessly, making her feel almost like someone else.

Finishing her preparations, Karin stepped out of her room. 

Just then, Hyunbin returned from his run and was lifting dumbbells in the yard.

“What, are you going out?”

“Yup!”

Hyunbin put down the dumbbells and, toweling off his sweat, spoke again, sounding a bit unimpressed.

“Your skirt’s too short.”

“Please. What era are you from, the Joseon Dynasty?”

“How does someone from another world even know about the Joseon Dynasty? Wait, are you wearing makeup?”

“Yep.”

Hyunbin looked a bit flustered.

Karin smiled brightly and said,

“I’ll be back later.”

“Not eating breakfast?”

“Nope.”

“Where are you going?”

“On a date.”

At that, Hyunbin blinked.

Soon, he snorted, and Karin snorted right back.

As Karin left, Hyunbin finished his workout and went into the living room. 

Come to think of it, it was about time she started dating.


‘Still, she’s sharp enough not to end up with some weirdo.’

With that peace of mind, Hyunbin listened to the sound coming from the TV.

-At first, I thought it was just a phase. But I never imagined he’d change course entirely…

Hearing the laments of a sobbing father on the TV, Hyunbin’s pupils began to tremble.



 
  Chapter 39: Conducted a Surveillance






The viewer’s lament about their adolescent child fills the broadcast, with an expert offering comforting solutions in response.

Somehow, I can’t help but feel that it’s not just someone else’s problem.

I know Karin’s parents personally. 

And their deaths are not unrelated to me.

So I carry a sense of debt. 

Karin might be upset if she ever finds out, though.

Karin is different from other kids.

All parents say that, but this girl really is different.

At a young age, she inherited her parents’ domain and ran it without trouble.

Even in the devastation of war, she grew up admirably as a proper lord.

And she’s brilliant, too. 

I heard she only recently transferred to Raon Academy, but already all her grades are among the highest.

And someone like that would go astray just because she dated the wrong guy?

The thought makes me laugh.

When I try to imagine Karin going off the rails, the only thing I can picture is her eating a little more than usual. 

She’s just that put together.

“Oh, right. I was supposed to buy new workout clothes today.”

Without even realizing it, I muttered to myself. Not that there’s anyone at home to hear.

I skipped a shower and just threw on my gym clothes before heading out.

Which way did Karin go earlier? Ah, toward that utility pole over there.

It’s not that I’m worried about Karin. 

It just so happens that the shop I want to visit is in the same direction as where Karin went.

With brisk steps—well, just my usual pace—I set off and soon spotted Karin’s back in the distance.

Seeing Karin all dressed up in the city, she doesn’t look like the kid I know at all.

There’s no need to call out to her.

She’s here to run her errands, and I’m just here to shop for clothes.

Since we’re both headed our own way, there’s no need to stop each other.

“Hey, that girl’s cute, isn’t she?”

“Should I try talking to her?”

Two guys grinned as they turned to look back.

Hmm, this isn’t just my imagination. They’re definitely looking at Karin.

The two guys start to follow after Karin, but then they meet my gaze.

Without thinking, I smiled at them.

It’s like a reflex at this point.

After all, I’ve become something of a celebrity in the Hunter world, so I have to manage my image.

Call it corruption if you want. 

It’s just the result of choosing money, fame, wealth, and honor.

The two look startled at the sight of me.

Did they recognize me because I’m famous? Should I give them an autograph or something?

Even if they were making moves on Karin, I can’t exactly glare at them in public. I do have a friendly-looking face, after all.

“Hey, let’s just go.”

“Yeah.”

The two of them exchanged glances, then slowly edged away from me. Soon, with pale faces, they broke into a run and fled.

As if something urgent had come up.

Well, good. Now that the nuisance has disappeared on its own.

I continued after Karin—no, I kept looking for the clothing store.

Which sportswear brands are good these days?

NaikX, Xra. I personally like Xdidas.

“Seoyeon, were you waiting long?”

Just then, a familiar voice sounded.

Seoyeon is Karin’s Korean name. Karin beamed as she greeted the boy approaching her.

“No, I just got here too.”

So my suspicions were right. 

The usually diligent Karin acting strange about suddenly going on a date—it didn’t sit right with me.

You can always tell with guys, even from their voices. 

Something about him feels unreliable. 

Good thing I came along—well, good thing I came out for clothes. Let’s see his face.

Blond hair, rough-looking features, solid build. He looks oddly familiar.

‘Kim Taeyang?’

If my eyes aren’t deceiving me, it’s Kim Taeyang. I mean, who else could look that much like a delinquent?

“Alright, let’s go.”

“Yeah, oppa.”

Oppa?

Did I just hear Karin call him oppa? My inner ear feels like it’s about to leap out and ask if it really heard that.

Karin is dating Kim Taeyang?

It’s shocking, but possible. Kim Taeyang, despite his looks, is only twenty-one. That’s young for a Hunter.

Young people meet, fall for each other, go on dates—it happens. Sure, I can accept that. I’m not that conservative.

Yes, I can forgive this. But will he forgive you?

“Huff, huff.”

I barely managed to calm myself as I slipped the Tactical Knife back into my Inventory.

I could feel a few stares but ignored them. My plan to check out clothing stores had now vanished.

From this moment, I was on protection duty.

As a Hunter, Kim Taeyang is promising, but as a romantic partner—well, I have my doubts. Seems like the type to make girls cry. 

Doesn’t look like he has any connection with studying, either.

The two went into a café. I watched them order coffee, collect the pager, and swap it for their drinks.

-Code of Conduct, Rule One.

-Has your daughter recently shown any changes?

-Yes/No

I glanced at the booklet that had somehow appeared in my hand, and selected ‘Yes’, flipping to the next page.


-Is the change triggered by a friend?

-Yes/No

‘Yes.’

Flip to the next page.

-Is the friend a boy?

-Yes/No

‘Yes… Yes….’

Next page.

-Your daughter is in danger. Your daughter is being replaced by another.

Crrk.

The “Textbook for Fathers: Princess Maker. You Can Do It Too!” booklet in my hand crumpled.

This book is famous for being right on the mark.

Even the band around it says it’s expected to sell fifty million copies.

That’s the entire population of the Republic of Korea.

If everyone bought one, it would really be an amazing book. There’s no way a book like that would contain meaningless nonsense.

I could see Karin laughing and chatting with Kim Taeyang.

I’ve watched Karin since she was seven. 

In all that time, she never had anything like a proper boyfriend, so she’s almost entirely immune to men.

In the other world, sure, she was busy as a lord. But here, she’s just another student living off her allowance.

It looks like the two of them are having a fun conversation, but I can’t hear what they’re saying.

If I get closer, I’ll get caught, so I can’t move any closer.

Kim Taeyang’s gaze toward Karin seems dangerous. This is bad. Very bad.

Suddenly, Kim Taeyang looked startled, stood up, and glanced around.

I pressed myself against a column, afraid he’d spot me.

“Team Leader?”

Just then, a familiar voice called out.

I turned my head to see a man with a short, sporty haircut.

“Kim Inho, Hunter?”

“Team Leader, what are you doing here? Even carrying a weapon…”

Ah, I must have unconsciously pulled out my Tactical Knife again.

I said I could forgive him, didn’t I? But this thing keeps wanting to jump out and get angry against its master’s wishes.

Hey, back in you go.

“What brings you here?”

“Ah, training was canceled today, so I just came out for a bit. But now that I’m out, there’s nothing to do. When you work out your muscles every day and suddenly stop, it feels like something’s missing…”

See? How diligent is that?

If it were Kim Inho, Hunter, I’d give him my approval.

With this level of dedication to training every day, Kim Inho looks like an upstanding guy.

But Kim Taeyang, Hunter, is a friend I raised, so I want to think well of him, but somehow I just get a bad feeling about his relationships with women.

“Oh, isn’t that Taeyang over there?”

Kim Inho raised his hand, about to greet Kim Taeyang.

Is Kim Inho greeting Kim Taeyang? -> Is Kim Taeyang looking at Kim Inho? -> Is Karin also looking where Kim Taeyang is? -> Will the two of them end up seeing me?

Yes. Oh, yes indeed.

Finishing my mental calculations, I struck Kim Inho in the abdomen.

“Gah!”

Kim Inho gasped, staring at me.

“T-Team Leader, why…!”

“You’ve come in too deep, Kim Inho, Hunter.”

“It can’t be…!”

I carefully sat the fallen Kim Inho in a chair. Out of guilt, I ordered him an iced Americano.

He’ll probably drink the coffee and head home once he wakes up. 

He said he had nothing else to do, after all. 

Enjoying a lazy afternoon nap in the city isn’t bad, either.

This won’t do.

This area is close to my old workplace, so there’s a chance I might run into someone by accident.

Now that I think of it, I’ve appeared on TV a few times, so there could be people who recognize me.

Those punks earlier recognized me, after all.

Even now, people are sneaking glances at me.

This won’t do. I need some kind of disguise—maybe a hat or a mask for tailing.

A mask?

Oh, come to think of it, I have something good.

I took out the Justice Armor from my Inventory.

Justice Armor. 

This embarrassingly tight spandex suit is made from cutting-edge materials.

Wearing the mask means no one can see my face, and my voice is automatically modulated.

But Karin knows about the Justice Armor. 

However, this Justice Armor comes with a new feature.

Camouflage.

Like a chameleon, it blends in with the surroundings to hide the wearer.

Olivier once mentioned the suit had a new feature, and I got curious enough to check it out.

Ah, of course, it was just curiosity. 

Not because I wanted to try it on alone at home or anything.

I activated the Camouflage function.

-Camouflage activated.

Everything around me turned ashen. 

Oh, this is the real deal. 

Now I can tail the two without getting caught.

The two finished their coffee and stepped outside. They headed to a clothing store.

Karin picked out a few outfits and held them up to Kim Taeyang’s body. 

They looked just like a dating couple.

I watched as Karin bought a men’s Cashmere Coat. 

That’s expensive. 

She gets her allowance from me—what money does she have?

Kim Taeyang opened his wallet, but Karin waved her hands in refusal.

You should buy it. 

Even if she refuses, you should insist. What money does she have, huh?

Next, they went to a restaurant. 

Looks like they’re having Steak, but for some reason, I want to cut up something else.

Grrr.

Following them around has made me hungry, too. 

I looked around and ducked into a convenience store for a red bean bun and milk.

You’ve got to eat this kind of food for this kind of mood.

There’s another new feature in this Justice Armor: the Meal System Support.

When eating, the helmet’s mouth area opens up. 

That means you can eat normally without taking off the Justice Armor.

It’s a little embarrassing, but honestly, it’s probably a great feature in combat. 

Now that I think about it, the Demon King isn’t an idiot—there’s no way he’d design something like this without thought.

Just then, someone tapped my shoulder.

I turned to find it was the Police.

“Excuse me, sir. Sorry, but we’ve had multiple reports.”

Are they talking to me? But I’m in Camouflage mode right now.

“Could I see your ID, please?”

Now that I think about it, how did I pay at the convenience store?

I’m pretty sure I paid for the bread and milk with my card like normal.

That’s when I noticed a tiny message at the bottom of my display.

-This is still in development mode.

Seriously, if Camouflage isn’t fully functional, don’t even claim you’re using it! It’s not even working yet!

Why bother making this kind of useless outfit? Do something productive instead.

“Sir? May I see your ID?”

When I didn’t answer, the Police asked again, suspicion in his eyes.

But I hadn’t brought my ID. I left the house in a hurry.

Even if I had it, I can’t just hand it over here.

They’d definitely think something was off if they saw me following a girl around in this ridiculous spandex suit.

I’d be socially finished.

“Sir?”

The Police slowly moved his hands behind his back.

Not a good sign.

I ran for it.

I could hear the Police chasing me. 

The sound of whistles, urgent radio chatter, and squad cars roaming the city.

As I was being chased, I saw a crowd gathered around people screaming.

A burning building. 

Inside, a little kid clutching a teddy bear cries out for her mom. 

The mother, belatedly spotting her child, is trembling in fear.

My body moved before I knew it. 

It’s only a three-story building, but with my hands’ Spider Adhesive, I can climb this easily.

I rescued the child in an instant, greeted by cheers from the crowd. Then I spotted the Police, still panting, still chasing after me.

Persistent guy.

I took off running again. 

I blocked a falling signboard from hitting people, subdued a knife-wielding drunk.

Before I knew it, the Police who’d been chasing me was giving me a thumbs-up and taking a commemorative photo with me.

After getting a commendation and returning home, it was already late evening.

“Coach, you’re late.”

“Yeah.”

“Have you eaten?”

“Not yet.”

“I thought so, so I made kimchi fried rice.”

Karin brought over kimchi fried rice with a suspicious green smoke rising from it. What did she make it with to get green smoke?

“Did you have fun on your date?”

“What date? Ah. It was alright, I guess.”

Karin replied and sat across from me as I ate, placing something on her lap.

“Coach, here.”

She set something on the table, as if she’d waited for me to finish eating.

“What is it?”

“A present.”

“A present?”

A present, out of nowhere?

I looked inside the shopping bag—it was a Cashmere Coat. The same one she bought with Kim Taeyang earlier. Why is it here?

“Coach, it’s your birthday today.”

“My birthday?”

Is it? I’d lost track of the days. I’ve never had good memories on my birthday.

“What money do you have to buy something like this? It must have been expensive.”

“Actually, Taeyang oppa said he owed you a lot and wanted to buy it for you, but I wanted to. Ah, I met Taeyang oppa today. You two have similar builds, so it helped. He was a big help today.”

So she’s not dating Kim Taeyang after all.

She’s not dating him.

Thank goodness.

Finally, I took a good look at the coat Karin bought for me.

Hmm, it’s a nice coat. Whoever picked it has good taste. 

I’ll have to wear it often.

Suddenly, I felt sorry for Kim Taeyang. I hope he forgives me for judging him by appearances alone.

“But he kept insisting on being my boyfriend, so I had to scold him.”

“Boyfriend?”

“Yeah. He said I was his ideal type. Heheh, guess I’m kind of popular.”

Maybe I should beat up Kim Taeyang after all.


That’s what I thought, but I didn’t actually go after him.

My phone vibrated, asserting its presence.

-Found the Office Worker’s whereabouts.

It was a call from the Demon King.



 
  Chapter 40: Met Again






I entered the 8th floor of the Guild to meet Im Jaejoon.

Just in time, I saw a group coming out of the president’s office.

“Hey, Team Leader 3.”

“Hello.”

I greeted them, but their faces didn’t look so welcoming.

They were Team Leader 1 and Team Leader 2, key figures in Director Beom Jeonghun’s faction, which was different from Im Jaejoon’s side.

I’d met Team Leader 1 once before when he talked about coffee, but it was my first time seeing the others in person.

“You’ve been quite impressive lately.”

“Busy showing off these days, huh?”

The tone of Team Leaders 1 and 2 was very different. Team Leader 1 was similar to Kim Kimon. The only difference was that Kim Kimon had no real power, whereas Team Leader 1 did.

Team Leader 2 had the image of a street punk.

He was famous for tarnishing Hanul Guild’s image with all kinds of incidents. 

To Hanul’s Legal Team, he was practically a Blacklist-level figure.

But he was also Hanul Guild’s top dealer.

“I’m not as bad as you.”

“What did you say, you punk?”

“You must be really out of line for the paparazzi to follow you around. You must have your hands full keeping those reporters fed.”

It was true—wherever Team Leader 2, Kim Changsu, went, there was always a story for the news.

Watching his face turn red from the open insult was quite a sight.

“Hahaha, Team Leader 2. I’ve never seen anyone talk like that in front of Changsu before. Entertaining, really entertaining.”

“Do you avoid crap because you’re afraid of it? No, you avoid it because it’s dirty. I just can’t stand filth. If I see it, I have to clean it up.”

“What, crap?”

Kim Changsu seemed ready to hit me right then. Honestly, I’d provoked him on purpose, but I didn’t expect him to take the bait so easily.

“Oh my, you kids. Youthful energy, huh? All right, that’s enough. Team Leader 3, I think I told you to watch your mouth before.”

“If you speak kindly, you’ll get kindness in return, right?”

“That’s enough. Team Leader 3, this time, Team 1 and Team 2 are going out to tackle a Gate on an agency request. Can you bring Seohyeonji with you?”

“Hunter Seohyeonji?”

“Yes. Normally, teams are divided up for smooth raids, but we’re all in the same Guild, aren’t we? For important events, teams need to cooperate.”

Director Beom Jeonghun’s side kept eyeing Seohyeonji. Of course, it was natural—she was an S-rank.

Even if she was still inexperienced, that title carried enormous weight.

“This time, the Wizard System put out a new forecast. It predicts over twenty Gates will open in Seoul and the Capital Area, so all the Guilds’ S-rank and A Grade members are being mobilized.”

“I see.”

“We also have S-ranks in our Guild, and it wouldn’t make sense not to send them out just because they’re in different teams. If you’re not comfortable sending Seohyeonji Hunter alone, you can go with her, Team Leader 3.”

He said it like he was being considerate. But I could see right through what they were really thinking.

They just wanted to parade Seohyeonji around in public, get her noticed, and eventually swallow her up for themselves.

At first, I’d considered sending Seohyeonji to another team. 

But seeing how much they wanted her made me not want to send her at all.

More than anything, Seohyeonji had been working harder than I’d expected. 

In other words, she was worth training.

If I polished her properly, she’d become a brilliant jewel—it would be a waste to leave her buried in this trash heap.

“Hunter Seohyeonji isn’t ready to run Gates yet. How well do you think someone who’s only danced until now will do in a hunt? And another thing.”

Let’s make it clear so they never look at my team again.

“Stop worrying about someone else’s bowl—mind your own, so you don’t end up like Kim Kimon.”

At my words, Team Leader 1’s smiling face hardened. Team Leader 2, Kim Changsu, moved first.

“You crazy bastard!”

He threw a punch at me. He was pretty fast.

Rumor had it he was always drunk and causing trouble, but he was a top B-Rank.

‘He’s coming in too honestly.’

It was obvious he hadn’t received proper training.

He was the type who just trusted his own talent and the power he got from his Awakening.

If you connect to the System, raise your Stats, Level up, and get good gear, you can manage hunting somehow.

I took half a step aside and swept his legs out.

“Wh-what!”

As he lost his balance, I finished it by giving him a light push on the back.

Kim Changsu fell flat to the floor. 

It probably hurt his pride more than his body.

“You punk! Do you even know who I am?”

“If you want a fight, do it in the ring, not on the Royal Floor. If you cause a scene where everyone can see, it’ll just look like we don’t get along.”

I mimed holding a phone to my ear as if waiting for a call.

I’d provoked them enough—they’d probably come after me soon.

The look Team Leader 2 gave me was like he wanted to eat me alive, and Team Leader 1’s glare was deadly. 

The combination was quite something.

There was no way I’d ever get along with these two. 

So I’d draw the line and warn them—cross over or don’t.

“You punk, you could end up dead. Seriously.”

Oh, I see. The mighty B-Rank Hunter is really angry.

I just smiled.

A lot of guys had threatened to kill me before. But none of them ever did.

Even the Demon King himself couldn’t, so I wasn’t scared of some thug snarling at me.

“Smiling, are you?”

This time, he wasn’t talking to me. 

Glancing to the side, I saw the security team trying to keep a straight face.

“You little punks!”

“Let’s go.”

“Boss! These punks—!”

Team Leader 1 frowned and told the raging Team Leader 2,

“Let’s go.”

The former gangster’s firm tone left the thug with no choice.

“We made quite a scene, didn’t we.”


“Not at all. Actually, that was refreshing.”

I heard a quiet chuckle from the desk staff at the Royal Floor Security Team’s words.

I guess no one likes troublemakers, wherever you go.

Guided inside, I entered the president’s office.

“Can’t you do something about those idiots?”

“Sooner or later, they’ll all be dealt with. Thanks to you, we can pull Director Beom Jeonghun down.”

Im Jaejoon sat with his legs crossed, savoring expensive tea. So relaxed.

Once this is over, I’ll sweep away all the eyesores like Kim Kimon. 

Whatever you do, cleaning comes first. Make it neat.

“By the way, do you really have to find the Office Worker?”

“It’s good, isn’t it? Catching a wanted criminal and all.”

Im Jaejoon snorted and took another sip of tea.

“This time, the Wizard System has predicted a large-scale Gate outbreak.”

“I know.”

The Wizard System.

It predicts where Gates will appear, analyzes Dungeon data using Algorithms, and quantifies it all.

Its accuracy is so high that our country’s prediction rate is among the top three.

This time, Wizard predicted over twenty Gates opening at once.

And three of those were said to be A Grade or higher. 

That’s why all the S-rank and top Hunters in the country were called up.

Except for Seohyeonji, of course.

“Growing fast. Making a lot of money, getting famous. This Gate is a bit disappointing, though.”

“It’s not going to make much of a splash anyway, overshadowed by the S-ranks. More importantly, where can I find the Office Worker?”

“I’ll send you the location.”

A shared location popped up in my phone chat. 

The Office Worker’s current location was a village covered by a Magical Field.

If a Gate forms and isn’t stopped in time, it becomes a Dungeon. 

When that happens, a strong Magical Field turns everything into Death’s Land.

With no people around, it’s the perfect place for Villains to hide.

“Olivier told you, right?”

“Yeah. She told me why you’re so eager to find the Office Worker.”

Im Jaejoon finished his tea.

His eyes gave nothing away.

He knew already, but didn’t tell me in advance.

“As you guessed, what you caught was a resident of another world. The Office Worker is probably from another world, too.”

“Yeah, I thought so.”

Some people are reincarnated, but there are also Awakeners like you and the young lady who returned after crossing dimensions. 

Like me.

Of course, you’re not the only ones crossing dimensions.

Maybe the Gate is an entrance to another dimension. 

But that’s not what’s bothering me.

The Office Worker. 

That guy tried to offer a sacrifice and summon something.

“But do you really need to get involved?”

He’s right.

Like Im Jaejoon said, I’m neither a cop nor a guard. 

There’s no reason for me to go hunting Villains.

But a doubt had arisen in my mind, a thorn stuck in my mouth.

Above all, the Villain recognized that I was a Hero.

In other words, he was from my world.

Karin and her vassals crossed into the modern world to help me. 

But for them to truly be happy, to live their original lives, they need to return to their own world.

“I’m just after the bounty again.”

“You’ll get even more famous. Good for the Guild, too.”

Im Jaejoon smiled wryly.

“What? Where is he?”

Seohyeonji had cleared her schedule to come to the Guild for the first time in a while.

But the person who always lived in the training room was nowhere to be seen.

“Team Leader took a day off today.”

“Day off? That guy? Seriously?”

At Kim Inho’s words, as he dutifully trained, Seohyeonji’s delicate brow furrowed slightly.

She’d made time to come, only to find him gone.

“Unni, you’re always looking for Team Leader. Is it love or what?”

“What? Why? I came to complain about the weird training he’s been making me do.”

“Let’s say that’s true.”

At Kim Taeyang’s teasing, Seohyeonji snorted.

For once, Kim Taeyang was running hard on the treadmill, his clothes soaked with sweat.

“Such a clown.”

“Why not? Our Team Leader said he wants to Awaken as a Hunter, make a ton of money, get famous, and marry a celebrity wife.”

“Him?”

“He said that back when he was a trainer.”

Seohyeonji looked surprised at Kim Taeyang’s words.

“What does that have to do with me?”

“Everything. You’d better hold on to our Team Leader tight or someone else will snatch him up.”

“Funny. I’m Seohyeonji. Just ask anyone on the street if they don’t know me.”

She said it arrogantly, but she wasn’t wrong. 

The drama she just filmed was such a massive hit she barely had time to breathe.

“Even if Team Leader isn’t famous yet, you never know what’ll happen.”

Kim Inho wiped his sweat after working out and said. Kim Taeyang grinned and nodded.

“I’ll admit that. If you ask me, he’ll reach S-rank soon. Actually, isn’t he already stronger than most S-ranks?”

There was a reason Kim Inho and Kim Taeyang thought so.

Lee Hyunbin had something special. 

Normally, getting punched wouldn’t hurt this much.

Hunters have the HP System, so some of the shock is absorbed. 

But getting hit by Lee Hyunbin was different.

Above all, the fact that he could solo a Boss only a month after Awakening was monstrous.

“Even the Villain he caught—the Office Worker—has been evaluated as S-rank at times.”

Seohyeonji muttered softly.

The reason she’d chosen Hanul Guild over others was Lee Hyunbin’s overwhelming potential.

While the three of them were gossiping about their Team Leader, the man himself had arrived in the wastelands.

Seoul Station Dungeon.

What was once known as the first Gate had descended here and swept everything away.

A place that was once the hub of all transportation, always packed with people, was now Death’s Land, where not a blade of grass grew.

“I want to ask you something.”

Hyunbin easily found the person he’d wanted to see.


“If I catch a wanted criminal I already caught once, do I get the bounty again?”

To Hyunbin’s question, the man in a suit—a White Collar—gave a faint smile.

“We meet again, Hero.”

Facing the Office Worker, Hyunbin calmly put on his open-finger gloves.



 
  Chapter 41: Seoul Station Disaster (1)






In this world, being weak is a crime.

From the moment you are born, your status is decided, and your life is set.

A life where you don’t even know your parents’ faces, and have to scavenge through garbage in back alleys.

The boy thought that was just the way things were.

He never wondered why he couldn’t wear clean clothes like other children, or why he never had a full meal like them.

Such thoughts were nothing but greed.

There were many children who died from being beaten to death after stealing because they couldn’t endure hunger, and many who simply starved.

The boy survived, somehow.

He didn’t know the reason. He just didn’t want to die in this filthy place.

With a dirty appearance, he searched for odd jobs, and was turned away again and again. But he met a kind person and found a job.

Of course, the world wasn’t so easy. The shopkeeper who seemed kind was a truly vicious employer.

The boy was abused, beaten mercilessly. The abuse didn’t last long.

He slit the owner’s throat while he slept.

He felt no revulsion at his first murder. Survival of the fittest. The boy knew this was the truth of the world.

He was dragged off for murder. But by a stroke of luck, he was conscripted into the army.

In the Kingdom, wars were frequent, and soldier training was harsh.

Still, to the boy, it was a decent life.

He could finally eat, and even receive proper pay.

Death always seemed to beckon from just ahead, but it wasn’t as dangerous as he thought. Even just moving as a cog in the machine, he could survive.

But that was only as long as the war was between humans.

One day, a war broke out against monsters, not humans.

The Demon King’s Army.

Ferocious Orcs led the vanguard, and an army of undying soldiers, unafraid of death, swept over the Kingdom. 

The royal army, which seemed invincible, was annihilated. The solid defensive lines at the front crumbled, and everyone struggled to survive on their own.

The boy sensed his death approaching.

The battlefield, transformed into a vast dining table, was overrun by monsters. Behind the collapsing front, even the Fortress City began to fall.

The walls broke, the gates fell. Inside, a feast and banquet began for monsters alone.

For humanity, this seemed like the end. There was nothing that could stop the Demon King’s Army, which was moving to conquer the continent.

Or rather, that’s what everyone thought.

At that moment, something extraordinary happened.

The monsters, who had been slaughtering mercilessly, began to fall rapidly.

Barely a hundred Knights rescued the people in peril.

The boy watched the miracle in a daze.

At the front of the miracle-working Knights was a man wielding golden flames.

He led a small, elite force of Knights, slaughtering the monsters ruthlessly.

Wherever he went, a path opened.

The people who witnessed the miracle chanted the name of the Hero who descended upon the Kingdom.

The young Hero, covered in blood, received the cheers of the people with a somber expression.

The boy thought he understood why.

Though many had been saved, just as many had died.

The boy wanted to become like that young Hero. For the first time, he wanted to become something, for the first time, he longed for something.

The young Hero, with sorrowful eyes, opened his mouth.

“You crazy bastard.”

A harsh curse cut through the center of past and present.

The boy—no, the office worker—was deeply amused. He hadn’t seen wrong.

It was the Hero.

The Hero who had saved the continent, whose name was carved deeply in the hearts of all.

“Everywhere you go, you leave a damn mess like this.”

Anger rose in the Hero’s face. It seemed he was blaming what he had made.

He was overly sensitive about the deaths of people unrelated to himself. As if he had a mission to protect everyone.

“They have nothing to do with you.”

Now, the two stood inside the Seoul Station Dungeon, a place saturated with gruesome death. It could be called a massacre. But what was unusual was that quiet moans still came from here and there.

Sacrifice.

An act to rouse the appetite of a monster sleeping deep within.

Even if you could kill them, you didn’t. Not death in a moment or an instant, but so that the desperate desire to live and thick despair could rise and fester.

“I was thinking of collecting another bounty, but I’ve changed my mind.”

The Hero muttered softly and drew his sword from his Inventory.

“You need to die.”

The office worker felt his heart pound.

The Hero he thought was dead was right before his eyes. Within reach, if he stretched out his hand.

The shadows hiding in his embrace seemed to be screaming to burst out.

When I first came to the place that the Demon King bastard told me about, I doubted a Villain would really be here. But the office worker bastard truly is here.

Near Seoul Station, now like a land of death, people move around to mine Magic Stones.

Like zombies. Wearing tattered clothes, with sunken eyes, feeling around for Magic Stones that might have fallen on the ground—they don’t even seem human anymore.

Well, who in their right mind would live in a place filled with so much Magic?

What’s the government doing, leaving people to live in a place like this?

First, let’s solve the problem in front of me.

The Villain stands before me as if waiting.

But his expression is strange. I thought he’d charge in for revenge after getting beaten and thrown in prison last time.

Now that I think about it, the last Dungeon was a narrow cave. It was bad for him, and here he’s got the advantage.

‘Insight’

I activated the Legendary Skill I obtained from Magic.

Depending on the skill level, I can observe my opponent. At my current level, I can only read their emotions.


	Shadow Summoner Yoo Ji-tae



Status: Excitement, delight, joy

‘What is with this guy?’

At least I know how insane he is.

He’s delighted after breaking people apart like Lego toys.

There’s no value in letting someone like this live.

He must die.


“I have something to ask before I kill you.”

“Who? Me asking you? Or you asking me?”

This guy still hasn’t come to his senses after that beating. Is he feeling so bold because we’re in this open area?

Well, the previous Dungeon was a tight cave. It was bad for him, and here he’s got the advantage—

“How did you cross dimensions?”

I kept thinking about it the whole way here.

I just don’t get it.

It’s one thing for people from another world to appear as boss monsters in Dungeons, but for this guy to travel across dimensions so easily—makes no sense.

That too, in perfect condition.

Everything.

“The usual answer, but…”

The office worker opened his briefcase.

“If you win, I’ll tell you.”

He grinned from ear to ear and threw out a pile of black folders.

The black folders writhed in midair like living snakes.

I immediately activated Phantom Step.

Everything in my field of vision slowed in an instant.

I dodged the black folders flying at me, and at the same time, chose the closest option and closed in.

The office worker’s face showed surprise at my sudden approach. He snapped his fingers in the air.

I felt an ominous energy rise from beneath my feet.

Rapidly sprouting Shadow Vines.

I slashed away all the branches and, at the same time, drew a dagger and threw it.

He reached out to block my dagger. A dark shroud deflected it. As I closed the distance, I threw a second dagger.

He blocked it again and retreated.

Meanwhile, I closed in right to his face.

He lifted the corner of his mouth. As if he’d been waiting for this.

I pulled back a foot, bouncing away.

Crackle, hiss!

A dark Shadow Flame scorched the spot I’d just been.

“!”

The office worker flinched, as if he hadn’t expected me to dodge. The moment he reached toward me, my sword struck first.

Crack!

His HP Shield sparked as it met my blade.

One hit.

I dodged his Shadow Smoke, spun halfway, and slashed.

Second hit.

Without checking the result, I continued my assault.

Third hit.

Fourth hit.

Reciting my only attack skill, Soul Breaker, I struck the office worker.

His HP system shattered pitifully, collapsing.

Even his Shadow Barrier broke, and he tumbled across the ground.

“How is it? Looks like we finally have time to talk.”

At my words, the office worker cackled, laughing to himself.

Does he like eating dirt? What’s making him so happy?

“We’re not even close.”

“Get up first before you say that.”

“If you were the Hero, I would’ve been flattened with the first blow.”

What a lunatic.

“You’ve grown soft, lost your edge to peaceful living.”

“Oh, did I hit you too hard? Sorry, did you get your head knocked loose?”

As I spoke, I checked the people collapsed nearby.

A person looking up at me seemed to be suffering from a terrible fever, probably due to massive blood loss. The look in their eyes pleaded desperately for help, tears streaming down.

I immediately stored them in my Inventory. Just as I had done the first time I met the office worker in a Dungeon.

“Answer me honestly. How did you guys cross dimensions?”

“Do you want to go back to the other world?”

The office worker’s eyes curved into a smile as he asked. Go back to the other world? Is he nuts? I barely managed to return to modern civilization!

Would I find ramen there, or TV? No cars—just horses for transport. Well, I saw carriages running like taxis, but with two horsepower, they were painfully slow.

“That’s not it, right? You want to send your little Noble back, don’t you?”

He smiled slyly, hitting the mark.

Katrinne.

The place she belongs isn’t this modern world, but the one she originally lived in.

Her birthplace, her home. Not to mention the lordless people left floating in another world.

“You know quite a lot.”

“I do, of cou—argh!”

What are you so proud of, smiling like that?

I drove my knife through the back of his hand.

Blood gushed from the pierced hand like a volcano.

“You don’t need to say anything. We’ll have plenty of time to get to know each other.”

This guy knows a lot. I have no intention of tossing him back in jail for a bounty.

He doesn’t have to talk.

I’ll just wait until he wants to.

“Your Inventory skill. Do you think it’s just a simple Inventory?”

Suddenly, the office worker rambles nonsense.

“There’s no need to cross dimensions. Everything is beginning, as planned.”

“Yeah, I don’t have time to listen to your nonsense. Let’s play some Pokem—”

As I tried to store him in the Inventory, the office worker laughed darkly.

“It’s already too late.”

Even before he finished, the Dungeon began to shake.

“The people offered as Sacrifices are already dead.”

I tried to store the office worker in the Inventory and save the others.

It was as if he could read my mind.


	Shadow Summoner Yoo Ji-tae



Status: Excitement, delight, joy

Even after getting beaten to a pulp, his Status Window still looked like that. Only someone this abnormal would do such a thing.

The Dungeon, which had received Sacrifices, began to collapse. An ominous force surged from deep within.

They had summoned something.

“What did you want to call out by sacrificing them? Don’t tell me you’re trying to call your childhood pet or something?”

“You’ll find out soon. It’ll be good for you, too.”

“Uh-huh. Well, bye now.”

I channeled Magic into my sword.

As I swung it down—

A chilling murderous aura swept in on the wind. An eerie roar echoed all around.

Something that seemed to deny the existence of all life began to smash through the Dungeon, coming fast.

“Cough, kuh…! Let me tell you something….”

Blood dripped from the tip of my sword. The office worker, barely blocking my sword with shadow, had his throat nicked.

“Today, kuh. You didn’t come here for me—I invited you here. And…”

Even with a blade to his throat, there was no fear in his eyes. Rather, his face was filled with ecstasy.

“Now, everything in the direction of that monster will be destroyed.”

From the Dungeon’s entrance, something massive burst out, making it look narrow.

Scales as tough as shields.

Eyes with vertical pupils as big as a human.

A dragon without wings—a monster known as an Earth Dragon—had manifested here.

It opened its giant mouth and roared once more.

As if warning all living things of death.


“Hero.”

The office worker caught his breath, managing a smile.

“How much do you trust the Demon King?”

Even in the other world, this creature was called the strongest on earth—and now it began moving toward the human-made Concrete Jungle.



 
  Chapter 42: Seoul Station Disaster (2)






“What’s this, you haven’t gone to school yet?”

When I stepped into the living room, I saw Karin slurping down ramen with a satisfied look on her face.

It wasn’t the weekend; it was a weekday.

“I have practical training today, so I’m going in late.”

“Practical training? What kind of training?”

“You didn’t get the parental notice?”

When I fiddled with my phone, a long message popped up.

It was roughly this: Like vocational students, she’d be going to the site where she’d eventually work, as a kind of field study.

“School’s gotten nice these days. Back in my day, if you were even a minute late, you’d have to stand with your hands up.”

“Says the eternal latecomer.”

“If you had any conscience, you shouldn’t be the one saying that.”

“…On behalf of another world, I apologize.”

The place Karin attends is called Hunter High School. In other words, she’s going to hunt Monsters.

“Seoul Terminal Dungeon?”

“Yeah, that’s where the first Gate Incident happened. They say there’s a lot of teaching materials there.”

When the Gate Incident happened eleven years ago, it was a living hell, but as time passed, it became abandoned and desolate.

The Monsters that show up there are usually E or F-rank, so it’s not considered that dangerous.

This morning, I’d just brushed off the story when I heard it.

‘Damn it.’

Of all times, right now, at this very moment.

I couldn’t understand why such an absurd Monster would appear at a time like this.

I shoved the office worker into the Inventory. Then, I drew Sword #2, the Two-Handed Sword.

Since I hadn’t used it once today, it still shimmered with a bright, bluish Aether energy.

The Earth Dragon was running rampant even now, slaughtering everything in its path.

The vagrants scavenging Magic Stones among the ruins didn’t escape in time, and were crushed like tomatoes.

How much do you trust the Demon King?

The office worker’s words still seemed to ring in my ears.

I had no idea how much this guy actually knew.

Not to brag, but let’s just say I’m the most famous person in another world, so it makes sense he’d know me.

But the Demon King is different.

After all, the image of that guy strutting around with giant horns doesn’t match up at all with that handsome Chaebol Second Generation.

How much do I trust him?

I don’t.

I’m not an idiot, and I don’t have the blind faith to trust him unconditionally.

We were enemies, clawing at each other for our lives. In the end, we just acknowledged each other as worthy adversaries.

We know each other too well. If we become enemies again, it’s a headache; if he’s an ally, he’s reassuring.

There’s no eternal enemy. There’s no eternal ally, either.

‘More importantly,’

The real problem right now is how to stop that absurd Monster.

Should I pull the office worker back out and ask him how to stop it?

No, that’s pointless. Once a summoned creature takes the bait and is called forth, it won’t stop until it satisfies its desires.

And the Earth Dragon’s appetite is tremendous.

Let’s think rationally.

With my current power, it’s impossible to stop that enormous Monster.

If I still had my Hero of Salvation powers from another world, maybe.

I called the Demon King.

—It’s going well.

“Going well, my ass. The Earth Dragon just showed up!”

—Earth Dragon?

“Anyone you can send to help?”

Im Jaejoon was silent for a moment before replying in a low voice.

No. By this era’s standards, the Earth Dragon is at least a 4-star Monster.

Currently, the strongest Boss Monster class worldwide is 5-star. The difference of just one star is huge.

Look at restaurants. The difference between a one-star place and a steakhouse is like night and day.

“So what do you expect me to do, shake a rattle and hope it goes away?”

—We have to request backup from other Guilds. It’s probably the same situation everywhere.

Today is the day the Wizard System predicted the Gate disaster.

Because of this unprecedented Gate scale, all S-rank and A-rank elite Hunters were called in.

“Don’t tell me you’re in a Gate raid right now?”

—Yeah.

Shit. I’m screwed.

Normally, a Gate raid takes at least three hours. 

That means to gather enough people to take down a Monster like this, I’d have to hold out for at least half a day.

—I’ll get in touch as soon as there’s cooperation with another Guild.

I hung up with Im Jaejoon and called Karin immediately.

The signal beeped a few times. She didn’t answer.

The Monster would soon leave the contaminated zone and come this way. And this direction is probably—

WOOOOO!

The Earth Dragon let out another deafening roar.

Just how loud could it be?

It lived its whole life in the forests of another world; the etiquette of modern humans was beyond its imagination.

Do you want to get reported for noise pollution?

I gripped Sword #2, the Two-Handed Sword, and poured in a huge amount of mana.

As if in response, Aether radiated out with a buzzing blue light.

Honestly, I know this is insane.

But I also know exactly what’ll happen if I let the Monster charge in like this.

I approached the Monster slowly. Time to slash with everything I’ve got.

Thunk!

With a dull sound, the Two-Handed Sword bounced off.


Well, of course. I expected as much.

My Strength stat is 42. With a normal max stat of 99, that’s far from weak.

But it didn’t even scratch this Monster.

Soul Breaker.

I unloaded my only attack skill into it. I should say I slashed, but to be honest, it was more like a blunt blow.

My attacks didn’t have any effect. It’d probably be more effective to use a club.

But maybe it tickled a little. The Monster suddenly turned and opened its jaws wide at me.

BOOM!

A split-second slower and I’d have been in trouble.

Rows of teeth on the roof of its mouth reminded me of a shark. If I got bitten, I’d be dead, HP and all, in an instant.

‘Still,’

The fact that it reacted at all is a good sign.

I stepped onto the Earth Dragon’s thick leg and climbed onto its back.

It’s huge. Really huge.

I swung the Two-Handed Sword wildly. Forget swordsmanship, I hacked away like a madman.

If it would even slow this thing down a bit, I’d have to do something crazy.

Crack, thunk! Squish! Crunch!

A few of the Earth Dragon’s scales shattered on its back.

Struggling had some effect.

I tried to run toward its head.

If I could stab its eyes, maybe it would hurt a little.

But the creature thrashed around as if it was at a rodeo.

Barely hanging on to its scales, I held on.

But only for a moment.

Damn.

The scale I was holding onto broke off. I plummeted to the ground and stared up into the monster’s fierce, slit-pupiled eyes.

It opened its mouth wide at me. I felt a chill down my spine.

Wait, it’s really going to use Breath just for me?

The most lethal attack of the dragon race. Fire, no different from instant death, spewed from its mouth.

FWOOOOSH!

The wedge-shaped blast of fire burned and vaporized everything in its path.

A sound like an explosion boomed as searing heat washed over the area.

Satisfied, the beast lumbered off.

Ring ring. Ring ring.

My phone rang. My whole body ached.

With effort, I looked at the screen and saw Karin’s name.

—Uncle, did you call?

“Where are you right now?”

Fortunately, it didn’t seem like anything had happened to Karin yet. I could see pillars of bright red flame rising from the fenced-off city area in the distance.

—I’m out for practical training, but we had to stop because of emergency evacuation. Uh, Uncle?

Karin’s voice sounded flustered.

—Uncle, I think I heard something weird just now.

She must have heard the Earth Dragon’s roar.

—Uncle, where are you? You’re not at home, are you?

At least Karin seemed safe.

The bizarre situation I’d been worried about didn’t happen. Now, the problem was me.

Let’s see. Am I okay?

Let’s try moving my hands. They move. Feet are fine too. Where’s my sword? Oh, there it is.

I picked up the sword, which had fallen where the flames hadn’t gone out yet.

I gripped it and poured in my mana. The Aether was still full. But the blade was badly damaged.

It was still usable, but I’d have to give up on any sharpness.

‘I’ve done all I can.’

I stalled for as long as possible.

The authorities moved faster than I expected.

KA-BOOM, BOOM! KRAKAKAKAK!

From my spot in the front row, I watched the Earth Dragon get pounded by all sorts of modern weaponry.

Would’ve been nice to have sunglasses.

—Uncle? Uncle, where are you?

“Just watching the fire.”

No matter how much of a Monster the Earth Dragon was, there was no way it could withstand modern weaponry. 

I started wondering how I could squeeze some experience points out of the soon-to-be-mangled thing.

WOOOOOOOO!

The Earth Dragon roared again. Explosions erupted from all sides, buildings collapsed, and everything went still.

—Where are you watching the fire? Uncle, don’t tell me…

I hung up on Karin for now.

I was sure the Gate Countermeasures HQ was evacuating citizens and had the Military pummeling the Earth Dragon.

I moved again. Quickly.

What I arrived at was literally hell.

The Earth Dragon had rampaged through the concrete jungle, smashing all the advancements of modern civilization that tried to stop it.

Survivors were trembling, foaming at the mouth.

A soldier who’d tried to hold himself together looked down at his torn-off lower body and sobbed, before losing consciousness. No, he died.

I snapped myself out of it.

I searched the survivors, but it was pointless.

They were all torn apart like rags. Something in my chest twisted.

I followed the trail the Earth Dragon left behind.

The whole area was filled with corpses. And, feasting on those bodies, huge bugs blocked my way.

Flesh Beetles. The parasites living on the Earth Dragon.

When they saw me alive and well, they bounced and lunged at me.

SPLAT!

I swung the Two-Handed Sword like a flyswatter and smashed them all.

KYYAAAA!

Screams erupted from everywhere. A citizen caught in the Earth Dragon’s grip struggled. He was sucked into the Earth Dragon’s mouth, and his screams were cut off.

“S-save me. Sa…!”

SPLUT!

The Earth Dragon, busy gorging itself, trampled a woman who’d pleaded for her life.

A child who watched, searching for her suddenly disappeared mother, began to cry.

It was reflex.

Before I knew it, my body sprang into action.

I sliced off the Earth Dragon’s tentacle as it reached for the child with the Two-Handed Sword.

Dirty fluid splattered down like rain. I put a hand on the shoulder of the now-motherless child and tucked her into my Inventory.

If I’d moved a little faster, could I have saved the child’s mother?

If I hadn’t let myself relax, thinking the Military would handle it, would there have been less tragedy?

I don’t know.

I’ll never know.

—Synchronization Rate rising.

As I kept saving people, my innate authority started returning, little by little.


—Weapon Master LV Max has been activated.

—Hero of Salvation function has been activated.

A crisis only makes me stronger.

But this was no time to smile.
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The Earth Dragon, perhaps enraged by its failed attempt at a feast, opened its mouth wide, spewing out a stench of rot.

All over its body, tentacles writhed like earthworms. It was such a glutton that it mindlessly swept everything nearby into its mouth.

How much space was left in my Inventory? Roughly a dozen people had been stored inside, including that Office Worker guy.

How many could I save?

Ssshhh!

The Earth Dragon’s tentacle shot toward me. Though it looked like a worm, it darted at me like an arrowhead.

I swung my Two-Handed Sword in a wide arc, slicing the tentacle cleanly in two.

Watching the severed tentacle twist on the ground and spew liquid, I couldn’t help but feel a bit satisfied. But the real problem was its main body.

Dodging the Earth Dragon’s lunging jaws, I aimed to slice at its hind legs at the same time.

Or at least, I tried to.

Bang!

With a dull thud, my Two-Handed Sword was knocked aside.

Wham!

The Earth Dragon’s hind leg kicked me, sending me sprawling pathetically across the ground.

Blood spurted from my mouth. Did I break something? The pain was damn unbearable.

Unfortunately, my weapon had no effect. I couldn’t even cut it, let alone deal any damage.

The Earth Dragon scattered more tentacles.

There were easily more than ten.

I braced myself, slashing my sword diagonally.

The severed tentacles squirmed on the ground, gushing fluid like live fish.

The Earth Dragon didn’t so much as blink at the pain, charging at me once more. I had to avoid it.

This time, I didn’t get hit. Sliding across the ground as if tackling it, I slashed at its belly skin—no effect, as expected.

All I did was scrape my legs for nothing.

Damn, that stings.

A few hits had landed, but none were effective.

Time to check my Legendary Skills.

Insight was useless against this one. It would probably just say it’s hungry.

Close Combat only worked on humanoid enemies. Against massive monsters, it was useless.

Phantom Soul let me see attack trajectories, but the Earth Dragon’s attacks weren’t particularly sharp—they were just massive and hard to dodge.

My only offensive skill, Soul Breaker, was pointless here.

This thing didn’t use magic attacks to begin with.

My arsenal consisted of the Tactical Knife Karin bought me, three auto-generated daggers, one Longsword, and one Two-Handed Sword. I couldn’t take down a giant with this paltry kit. And their durability was at its worst.

“Damn it.”

I had no choice but to retreat.

It was humiliating, but with the strength I had, I could only taste helplessness once again.

“Ugh, aaah!”

Suddenly, a scream and frantic bursts of gunfire rang out.

A soldier who hadn’t managed to escape yet. His leg was stuck in a building, and he couldn’t move.

The Earth Dragon’s tentacle, shot by the soldier’s bullets, targeted the immobilized man.

He screamed again, firing his rifle wildly.

Tak-tak. But soon, only the click of an empty magazine echoed as he stared in disbelief.

Slash!

I severed the tentacle holding the soldier all at once. The man, nearly out of his mind, reeked of urine.

Even a soldier would be terrified facing such a Monster.

Without asking for his permission, I stored the man in my Inventory.

Then, dodging another attack from the Earth Dragon, I rolled across the ground.

The choking dust.

I needed to get out. I had to run.

That’s what my instincts screamed.

But I couldn’t just flee from here.

“Kyaaaah!”

“Sa-save me! Please, save…!”

Screams and terror echoed from every direction. Throwing daggers at the Flesh Beetles chasing the fleeing people,

Trying to capture the immobile into my Inventory while fighting off the Flesh Beetles alone was reaching my limit.

Still, if I moved—even once more—at least one more person could be saved.

If I backed down, people would die all the faster. It was as if I was forcing death upon them myself.

My mouth tasted dry.

What a damned meddlesome sense of responsibility. Saving someone when your own life is on the line is, paradoxically, a foolish act.

“Puh.”

I lost track of how many Flesh Beetles I’d killed.

“Puhaha.”

For some reason, I laughed.

I really was a sucker, wasn’t I?

Looking back, maybe this is why I was chosen as a Hero.

I’d fought with my life on the line in a world not my own, bled through brutal training.

And I swore I’d never do it again.

Yet back in the modern world, all I’d wanted was to get stronger, become famous.

“Get out of the way!”

Rip!

“Move! If you don’t want to die, run!”

Thunk!

I swung my sword countless times, lost some teeth, and my Ethere depleted.

Before I knew it, my Inventory was full. Wounds opened up all over my body, and my Power Suit was torn, no longer protecting me.

“Huff, huff.”

My breathing had grown ragged.

Something kept clouding my vision; wiping it with the back of my hand, I saw blood.

Must’ve grazed it on some debris while dodging earlier.

The Earth Dragon wailed, apparently annoyed I was still alive. The sounds of people around me had faded. Maybe this was enough.

The Earth Dragon charged again.


I couldn’t be sure I’d dodge it this time.

My whole body felt heavy.

A quick glance at my status window showed my HP was at zero. No wonder everything hurt so damn much.

I had to run now. But my body felt like a soaked sponge.

Damn, would I really die here playing hero? How absurd.

Summoning all my strength, I dodged the monster’s kick and slashed horizontally with my Two-Handed Sword.

Kraaaah!

For the first time, the Earth Dragon let out a cry of pain.

The broken Two-Handed Sword had lodged itself in its foot.

Come on, that’s like a splinter to a human.

Dropping the shattered sword, I reached into my Inventory for Sword No.1. Just then, a blinding light flashed before my eyes.

Creak!

Something slammed into my side and swept me away.

I felt a long moment of weightlessness before tumbling across the ground.

“Gah!”

A mouthful of blood sprayed onto the ground.

It hurt like hell, but my mind was razor sharp.

To deliver the price for my crazy actions, the Earth Dragon opened its massive jaws toward me.

Hey, isn’t using a breath attack on just one guy cheating? Huh?

KWAANG!

At that moment, an explosion struck the Earth Dragon’s flank. For the first time, it staggered. Gunfire followed, and a firestorm enveloped the monster.

“Hunter! Fall back now! All civilians have been evacuated!”

The amplified voice from the loudspeaker was joined by military reinforcements bombarding the Earth Dragon.

The battered monster slowly raised its head. I felt a sudden unease.

It opened its giant mouth wide and unleashed a wedge-shaped firestorm in all directions.

Whoosh.

Unquenchable flames incinerated everything, and screams of agony rose from every side.

When I slowly opened my eyes, I was surrounded by a sea of fire. The Earth Dragon began to move again.

I couldn’t breathe properly.

As my vision gradually faded, system messages appeared before me.


	You have Leveled Up.

	Porter Lee Hyunbin LV25

	Inventory greatly expanded.

	Porter exclusive skill, Domain Declaration, has been created.

	Synchronization rate has reached 40%.

	Hero Privilege is now activated.



My consciousness faded away.



“As of this moment, the entire area near Seoul Station is under lockdown.”

“A Boss Monster summoned from the Seoul Station Dungeon will soon be the target of a subjugation operation.”

“Right now! Here! The proud Special Strike Force of the Republic of Korea is on the scene!”

The Reporter’s feverish voice was caught by the broadcast camera.

He asked the helicopter pilot to fly lower.

The pilot shook his head, but after persistent requests, he finally flew lower—hoping for extra hazard pay.

“At SBC, we strive to bring you the fastest news, right from the heart of the action! At this very moment, the battle has begun!”

The Reporter’s excited shouts faded when he witnessed the horrific scene.

Barrage after barrage was unleashed at the giant Monster.

In retaliation, the Monster breathed fire. In an instant, as if erased with an eraser, the soldiers stationed nearby were all melted away.

Originally, they had hoped to secure exclusive footage of hunting such a colossal Monster. Instead, they broadcasted the army’s annihilation in real time.

This was the complete opposite of what the network had wanted. Broadcasting this would surely get them in trouble with the disaster agencies.

The Reporter, having lost his train of thought, glanced at a text message sent to him and muttered under his breath.

Cease filming.

Of course, it was only natural. Broadcasting a live hunt like this was clearly illegal.

More importantly, people who stood at the front lines to protect the citizens were now crawling like insects, their lives snuffed out.

To make matters worse, a 4-Star Boss had appeared just when S-rank Hunters and A Grade Hunters had all entered the Gate.

At that moment, the Reporter spotted something.

‘A Hunter?’

There was a Hunter.

Parasite Bugs, spawned from the dreadful Monster, were chasing down the fleeing civilians. And among them, someone was single-handedly cutting down Monsters.

The man received not a single word of thanks—heading straight for the scene where the giant Monster was attacking people.

He didn’t run. Instead, he faced the Monster head-on.

Who is that…? Don’t tell me…?’

His instincts as a Reporter screamed: That man isn’t crazy.

A thrill welled up inside. The Reporter gestured to the cameraman.

Ignoring the cease-broadcast message, they started filming the man.

“A Hunter has just appeared on the scene!”

The Reporter’s previously silenced lips finally parted.



Seohyeonji had no intention of staying long at the training ground, especially since Lee Hyunbin wasn’t there.

“Want me to grab something to drink?”

“Oh, noona! I’ll have a sports drink!”

“I’m fine with just water.”

Normally, it would’ve been unthinkable for a top star like her to go buy drinks herself. But since they were on the same team, she felt she should at least do this much.

Seeing Kim Taeyang and Kim Inho working so hard made her feel oddly proud.

As notifications kept popping up, Seohyeonji unlocked her phone.

The same was true for Kim Taeyang and Kim Inho.

They only realized the seriousness of the situation after watching the video.

“What the heck, this guy!”

Seohyeonji freaked out after seeing the linked video in the group chat.

The Team Leader who’d taken the day off was out there fighting a giant Monster alone.

Apparently, a lot of people were watching live, because the buffering was terrible. Annoyed, Seohyeonji kept hitting refresh.

“What the… Why is he fighting that thing alone?”

It didn’t have wings, but it looked like a dragon straight out of a fantasy movie. Each time the building-sized Monster spewed fire, everything nearby was turned to ashes.

A single Hunter was fighting the dragon alone, rescuing people in the process.

This wasn’t some movie or commercial shoot.


	Additional military deployment must be decided now! Without an S-rank Hunter, who will protect the people?



Right here, a mere C-rank Porter-classified Hunter was fighting a Monster alone, risking his life.

At that moment, Seohyeonji unconsciously clenched her fist.

Just as Lee Hyunbin barely dodged an attack and slashed at the dragon’s ankle with his sword.

For the first time, the dragon let out a horrible scream as it received a deep wound.

‘Damn, his sword broke!’

‘Whoa, he immediately pulled out another weapon.’

‘Wow, the delivery guy’s amazing. Is that really a Porter? He’s going full solo slaughter mode!’

As people gasped in admiration, the video showed Lee Hyunbin getting knocked aside by the dragon’s tail.

A wave of pity washed over them. Just then, the remaining troops rushed in to provide covering fire.

It seemed like the situation might turn around.


But in the next instant, the dragon’s flames exploded, destroying everything.

Kim Taeyang, Kim Inho, and Seohyeonji all froze in shock.

Just then, someone burst into the training ground, shouting urgently.

“The Union Chief has called for a full assembly! Everyone, gather at once!”
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“Some of you may have already seen the article.”

Im Jaejoon had gathered every Guild member currently available.

“As of now, all members are under emergency mobilization. We’ll be deploying immediately. Since all the Team Leaders are absent, I’ll be issuing field commands myself.”

At Im Jaejoon’s words, the Guild members murmured among themselves.

There were ten Guild members assembled now. Among them, six were Supporters.

Since Team 1 and Team 2 were currently raiding Gates, this was the maximum number they could gather.

“But, isn’t it risky with all the Guild’s elite out conquering the Gate?”

“Don’t worry. No one’s asking you to face the monster with just the people here. At least—”

Im Jaejoon looked around at the Guild members, focusing especially on the members of Team 3.

“Since the Team 3 Leader has already entered combat on site, we’ll focus on supporting them.”

Once again, the murmuring grew.

Thanks to the SBC reporter who illegally filmed the battle and streamed it in real time, many people already knew what was happening on site.

It seemed the Government Agency had managed to stop the live broadcast for now, but—

“Um, is the Team Leader safe?”

“Don’t worry.”

Im Jaejoon gave a gentle smile and continued.

“He’s not the sort of guy to die so easily.”

The people were unconvinced.

Even from the video, the scene was more than horrific—it was hell on earth.

To see someone rescuing the dying while fighting monsters alone was something anyone would find disturbing.

Especially since, just before the last video cut off, Lee Hyunbin was struck by a massive burst of fire and vanished without a trace.

No one said it out loud, but everyone assumed Lee Hyunbin—the Team 3 Leader—had died on site.

“Whatever happens, I just want to get moving.”

The man who spoke in a somewhat blunt tone had a sturdy, blond build. His eyes blazed as if he didn’t want to waste even a single second. His level was still low and his experience lacking, but he was a man even the Hero had taken notice of. To Im Jaejoon, it was clear at a glance that Kim Taeyang was a remarkable talent. And he wasn’t the only one.

Even without the S-rank Seohyeonji, Kim Inho’s excellence was already well known among the War God’s ranks.

“We’ll be moving out, regardless. Hunters from other Guilds have also been mobilized.”

Im Jaejoon reassured Kim Taeyang as he spoke.

Just as he said, a joint operation between the Military and Hunters was about to begin.

“Seoyeon, what are you doing here?”

Even when her classmate Hyekyung called out to her, Seoyeon didn’t reply.

“Seoyeon. The teacher says we have to get in the car. You’re the only one left.”

“”

Still, no answer.

She’d been acting strange ever since watching that emergency news broadcast.

Anyone would be terrified after suddenly witnessing a monster rampage like this. Even if she was a student studying to become a Hunter, it was the same.

Hyekyung misunderstood Seoyeon’s pale face as a sign of fear.

“I’m not going.”

“What?”

Hyekyung couldn’t believe her ears.

“What? Why not? There’s an evacuation order! We have to go, now!”

“Go on ahead. I’ll handle things myself.”

“Huh, Seoyeon? Where are you going?!”

Hyekyung was shocked by Seoyeon’s sudden behavior and shouted after her.

The scene was chaotic, just like a battlefield evacuation. People without cars were pacing nervously, and citizens were pushing their way onto the student buses.

In other words, even the school bus could no longer wait for just Seoyeon.

Hyekyung grew anxious.

Not because the world was turning into hell outside, but because Seoyeon’s expression was so unfamiliar.

The Seoyeon she saw now wasn’t the usual bright, gentle girl she knew.

“Oh, what do I do…”

Flustered, Hyekyung hesitated as she watched her friend walk away and the bus depart.

Seoyeon—no, Karin—was heading in the opposite direction from the fleeing crowd.

The Earth Dragon was terrifying enough on its own, but the parasites constantly spilling from its body were just as dreadful.

They spread diseases, attacked and devoured people, and even controlled them.

Truly, the Earth Dragon was a calamity.

Still, Karin was heading straight toward the heart of that calamity. The reason was simple.

Because that’s where the Hero was.

Without the Hero, she had no reason to exist.

In this world where she knew no one, the only reason she could smile was because of the Hero.

In short, she couldn’t be without him.

Karin called his number again. But whether his phone was off or dead, all she got was a recorded message about being connected to the customer’s voice mailbox.

She called over and over again.

Not just anyone—it had to be him.

The broadcast video made it look like he’d died, but there’s no way he’d go out that easily.

The Hero in the other world had survived greater dangers and tougher foes—and only grew stronger through them.

Most important of all—

‘He can’t die.’

Karin was certain.

The future she’d blindly believed in since she was a child—that future hadn’t arrived yet.

Back then, that future had made her pick fights with the Hero and torment him. Now, the certainty of that future was what let her feel at ease.

But even so, she was still anxious. After all, he’d been injured in the video.

That meant her power was needed.

The power to heal.

That cursed power that had saved the Hero many times before.

“Student!”

Suddenly, a loud voice made Karin flinch.

It was a soldier. He was gesturing at her.

“No entry here! The other way! Go the other way!”

Even if she wanted to ignore him and break through, the Military had already set up barricades and were blocking all civilian movement.

‘What should I do?’


She couldn’t just force her way through—she’d just end up stopped or detained.

More than that, the soldiers gripping their guns, defying their fear of death, looked as sharp as drawn blades.

Seeing them, Karin was reminded of the warriors from her domain who’d died glorious deaths.

As she hesitated, wondering what to do, Karin felt her phone vibrate and took it out.

Among the missed calls and texts was a new number.

It was Olivier’s, which she’d saved not long ago.

“Hello?”

-Seoyeon? Where are you right now?

At Olivier’s urgent voice, Karin replied, her tone chilly.

“Why?”

She was angry.

The very people who’d promised to stand with the Hero, and swore they’d help, had done nothing and left him on his own.

Of course, she was angry at herself, too, for being among them.

-We want to support the Hero, but I think we really need your power, Seoyeon.

Karin’s heart wavered at Olivier’s words.

There was only one situation where her power was needed.

“Where? Where do I need to go?”

-I’ll send you our location. And if you can wait just a bit, some of our members will come get you. It’s dangerous, so please just wa—

Karin didn’t reply to Olivier’s urgent words. Instead, she checked the Hero’s current location and hurried off.

For someone with no combat power, rushing alone into a disaster was suicide. That’s why Olivier wanted to send Guild members with her.

Karin hung up and moved immediately.

A terrible barrage of gunfire.

The massive Earth Dragon revealed itself, swarms of parasitic bugs pouring from its body, bursting out to hunt humans.

Raining shells shattered the parasitic bugs, but they didn’t stop—they just charged in to tear out people’s throats.

Dudududu, KWAANG!

Amidst the hail of bullets, the Earth Dragon’s breath turned the area into a sea of fire.

Countless soldiers were incinerated in an instant. Even modern weaponry was useless against the Earth Dragon.

Now only tactical bombing remained.

“Retreat! Full retreat!”

All they could do for the civilians still trapped in the city was buy time.

But for the first time, the soldiers felt true helplessness.

Their lives weren’t even enough to buy time.

Ka—

Karin was soon blocked by a Flesh Beetle. It leapt up and down, then spotted Karin and opened its jaws wide.

She’d expected to encounter monsters, so Karin didn’t panic at all.

Runic Magic Circles began to form on the ground around Karin.

Here, in this era, she’d achieved Lord Awakening, and in the other world, she’d held the power of the Eye of Truth. She, too, was a Dual Awakening like Hyunbin.

“Healing Factor.”

Green light glowed from the runes surrounding her.

At the flashing bright light, the Flesh Beetle hesitated for a moment.

In that instant, something began to rise—one after another.

The Flesh Beetles suddenly tensed up, wary of new enemies.

Dozens of shapes appeared in an instant. Some without arms, others with their guts torn out.

The dead, looking like zombies, rose to stand guard around Karin.

“Just help me until I find that man.”

Karin restored the dead, raising them to their feet. Even if it was an insult to the deceased, and even if it wasn’t like her, she didn’t care.

Because right now, there was someone she had to save.

In Karin’s cold gaze, the dead and the Flesh Beetles were entwined in a chaotic melee, biting and tearing at each other.

A gentle hand stroked my hair. A soft smile, like the sunlight.

She cradled the child in her arms and whispered.

The child answered her question.

I’ll become a Hero.

She smiled tenderly at the child’s words.

She asked again.

The child heard her question and smiled as he answered.

I hope there are always lots of people around me.

She hugged the child tightly, lovingly.

She apologized to the child.

“…Sir…!”

A familiar voice rang out from somewhere.

A sharp voice. Forcing my impossibly heavy eyelids open, I saw Karin looking down at me.

How long had I been asleep?

For a moment I was dazed, not knowing what was happening, but I quickly snapped back to my senses and looked around.

“All done.”

Karin’s face was smiling sheepishly—her whole face covered in soot.

“If you sleep here, your mouth will go crooked.”

“…I was just resting a bit, okay? Who said I was sleeping?”

“Yeah, right.”

I freed myself from Karin’s lap pillow. Thanks to her stroking my head, I’d had a strange dream.

I can’t remember who it was, but it must have been a dream from my early childhood.

A quick check of the time said I’d been unconscious for about twenty minutes.

“Did you get the monster?”

“No. But it’ll be over soon. The army and Hunters are joining the subjugation now.”

Will it really be that easy?

As someone who’s fought it myself, I know better than anyone. Getting up, my body felt light. All the aches throughout my body had mostly healed.

My HP shield was completely full.

It felt like a car with a full tank of gas.

“Back in the day, you used to play around with Earth Dragons like toys, Sir. Guess age catches up with everyone.”

“Hey. I can still play with it like a toy, you know?”

“Not without that Special Perk you used to have. Let’s just go home, Sir.”

Really? Just go home?

Even for the sake of all the people now packed inside my Inventory, that’s what I should do. But after taking all that, I can’t just leave with nothing to show for it.

I can’t just walk away from this pile of experience points.

“Sir?”

Karin called me again, sensing something strange.

Maybe, in the same situation as before, I would’ve gone home. But things are different now.

-The Hero’s Special Perk has been activated.

-The Hero Status Window is now active.

-Packhorse Hero Lee Hyunbin LV 30

-Strength: 42+99

-Agility: 62+99

-Stamina: 30+75

-Magic Power: 10+51

-Luck: 30+55

-Unallocated Stat Points: 30

The stat limit is 99.

On top of my original system stats, the stats I used to have are stacked.

The lightness in my body isn’t just because Karin healed me.

-The Hero of Salvation is now active.

-Your attack power increases for every life you protect.

-Attack power increased by 150%.

With increased synchronization, many of the Hero’s Special Perks have been interpreted and activated.

If I only had a weapon, I could fight just fine.

-Are you alive?

At that moment, a call came in from Olivier. The timing was perfect.

Judging from the unanswered calls, she must’ve thought I was dead—wait, is she—

“Hey, you got any weapons?”


-…Are you going hunting right now?

“Yeah.”

I paused for a moment and continued.

“I’m all warmed up now.”
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The evacuation of the citizens was underway, and the relentless advance of the Monsters brought only destruction.

A gigantic Monster.

Bombardments were launched to hunt what was commonly called a Dragon. But they proved useless.

Even if it wasn’t the tough scales, the Dragon’s ability to defend against firearms refracted all missiles and caused them to explode.

Upon witnessing this, the military brass fell silent.

Not all Monsters are immune to modern firearms.

But against those like that one, which blocks all attacks, only weapons infused with Ethere can be used.

The price of Magic Stones, which serve as the raw material for Ethere, was astronomical, making development costs sky-high, and as it was the first time such materials were used, it also took a long time to produce.

In short, except for conventional weapons using Ethere, nothing could effectively inflict damage.

“We’ll transfer all operational authority to the Hunter Organization.”

Shin Chae-ho, Director of the Gate Management Bureau, received the command authority and gathered all available Hunters.

It was sheer misfortune that such a disaster occurred when multiple A Grade Gates were breaking out at once.

Everything near Seoul Station was reduced to ruins.

Citizens who witnessed this incident trembled with anxiety. 

No wonder they would welcome a Guild moving into their area with open arms.

Even the rising land prices near Guilds could be a reason for that.

It was because the police or military could not guarantee their safety.

-I’m uploading proof. I can feel the disaster happening in real time.

ᄂYou crazy bastard, run away ㅋㅋㅋㅋ

ᄂHow badly do you want to get Best, risking your life for it?

A photo in a post looked like the backdrop of an Apocalypse.

The area swept through by the Dragon looked as if a hurricane had descended.

-Is the Delivery Man dead?

ᄂLooks like he is ㅇㅇ

ᄂThis is how scary a middle schooler’s delusions are. Thought he was an S-rank or something, and died instantly.

LThat upper comment’s personality, wth? Still, you shouldn’t say that about someone who died trying to save people. Mind your angle.

ᄂThe Delivery Man was so cool, going around to save people. Honestly, he could have lived if he just tried to save himself. Even now, with a bunch of Hunters rushing in, they can’t even scratch it, but the Delivery Man even cut off its leg.

ᄂIs that you? What do you mean, cut off its leg.

Send the link. Let’s just talk facts after seeing the link ㅇㅋ?

2 hours and 30 minutes since the Dragon appeared.

To reduce casualties, Hunters of A Grade and below and Supporters gathered.

Around seventy people.

First defensive battle. They launched a Raid. But the results were disastrous.

The Dragon itself was a Monster, but the number of Spore Parasites emerging from its body only grew.

In short, though the Hunters fought desperately in overwhelming disadvantage, they had to retreat.

But they couldn’t just stand by and watch.

The second defensive battle unfolded. This time, the military joined.

With overwhelming firepower, the military eradicated the parasites.

Special Forces risked their lives to guard the Hunters, and the Hunters attacked the Dragon with Ether Weapons.

And the result—

Seven Hunters died, and over thirty were seriously injured.

The Special Forces suffered even more. 

Nineteen dead, over sixty seriously wounded.

“Guh…”

“Argh, my leg! Aaagh!”

The groans of the wounded echoed everywhere. 

The Hunters who watched them wore devastated expressions.

Never since becoming Hunters had they felt so powerless.

At the same time, the importance of S-rank and A Grade was painfully clear.

“Damn it. What’s the point of having an S-rank!”

A Hunter with bandages over his eyes started to shout but fell silent when his gaze met Seohyeonji’s and pressed his lips together.

The only S-rank Hunter here, Seohyeonji, felt a heavy burden.

She had joined the defense team, summoning all kinds of Spirits to attack, but the Dragon wasn’t scratched.

All she felt was frustration.

She didn’t know why her power didn’t work, nor what she should do.

Even if she wanted to ask someone, she felt she’d just be rebuked for not knowing better.

“If only the Team Leader were here.”

Someone spoke out what she felt inside.

It was Kim Taeyang.

Because Kim Taeyang had regeneration abilities, he was still full of energy. 

But he kept stuffing things into his mouth, probably from lack of calories for regeneration.

“He’ll be here soon.”

Kim Inho responded to Kim Taeyang.

But, in truth, no one said out loud how unlikely that was.

They’d called several times, but he never picked up. 

All they heard was the message that the phone was switched off.

Even the commanders on site kept holding hopeless meetings, helpless in this dire situation.

“There’s nothing more we can do. All we can do is wait for the Elite Hunters inside the Gate to come out.”

The representatives of each Guild held a meeting on site. 

Though they had managed to eradicate many of the Dragon’s parasites, it only bought time.

The overwhelming difference in strength. They had to admit it.

“The only option is to evacuate as many people as possible, and keep avoiding engagement.”

“The damage will increase, but at least keep it to a minimum…”

The situation was nearly decided.

A man in a suit, with a pomade perm, drummed his chair’s armrest with his index and middle fingers.

‘Did something go wrong?’

It was different from his expectations. By now, he should have heard back, but there was no response.

‘Did I push too hard?’

That thought flashed by, but he shook his head.


The Hero he knew wasn’t someone who would die so easily.

His legion wouldn’t fall to someone so easily killed.

Synchronization Rate.

A value possessed by anyone who crossed over from another world.

An indicator of how much the self from the new world and the self from the old world have merged.

In other words, a certification System.

If the Synchronization Rate recovers, the Hero regains their qualifications and power as a Hero.

‘Compared to what’s coming, this is just child’s play.’

The meeting that was wasting so much time was finally ending.

Just then, Im Jaejoon felt his phone vibrate and unlocked it.

-The Hero is on his way.

Im Jaejoon’s lips curled into a smile.

‘Yes, he should come.’

He had gone out of his way to prepare a New Weapon, after all. 

There’d be no point if the Hero didn’t come.

Im Jaejoon raised his hand to draw attention to his remarks.

“I understand your intentions well. For the sake of minimizing casualties, we are tracking the Dragon’s movements in real time with Drones. As long as we can determine its path, we can reduce losses as much as possible.”

Now, the actor has stepped onto the stage; it’s time to gather the audience.

-We’ll provide the Dragon’s coordinates. And the weapon you mentioned will soon be ‘delivered.’

Right now, I’m chasing the Earth Dragon on a motorcycle.

It feels wrong to leave Karin behind in the ruins, and it’s not right to abandon someone who insists on following me.

Come to think of it, this kid isn’t your average girl. 

She’s got experience leading soldiers, and she’s hunted Monsters before.

“So she’s like an experienced newcomer.”

“What’s that supposed to mean, mister?”

“Nothing.”

The words I muttered in my head slipped out by accident.

The sounds of bombardment were getting closer. 

I heard the second defensive line had collapsed.

Of course it did.

The Earth Dragon blocks all long-range attacks. 

Physically, it defends with hard scales, and for ranged attacks, it blocks everything with Field Energy—a worst-case Monster. 

Of course, there’s a way.

This thing’s energy isn’t infinite, so if you keep draining its Field Energy, eventually it won’t be able to use it anymore.

‘There are other strategies, too.’

To fight as safely as possible, I see the military using heavy firepower to hunt the Earth Dragon.

Dudududu!

Bang!

Support fire rains down from attack helicopters. Hunters ruthlessly cut down the swarming parasites.

We’re not too late.

I spot familiar faces in that direction.

The Hwarang Guild is there, and so are my teammates: Seohyeonji, Kim Taeyang, and Kim Inho.

“Be careful, mister.”

“Don’t worry. This time will be different.”

Now, power fills my whole body.

It’s not quite my prime, but it should be enough to hold my own.

Now that I’ve caught the wave, my Synchronization Rate keeps climbing.

Then something unexpected happened.

“Huh?”

All the Hunters are looking up. So am I.

Right now, the government and Hunters are guiding the Earth Dragon in battle to minimize civilian casualties.

But suddenly, the creature leapt high. It jumped over the encirclement and suddenly began to run.

Startled, Hunters and soldiers chased after the Earth Dragon.

“Don’t just chase blindly!”

I ran in that direction, shouting. The Earth Dragon suddenly whirled around and opened its mouth wide.

Fire Breath.

“Get down!”

KWAANG!

A fiery storm that shook the ground swept through everything in an instant.

I clenched my teeth.

That attack caused even more casualties.

“Hey, when exactly is that weapon getting here?!”

-It’s on the way! 6 minutes 20 seconds from now!

Six minutes isn’t long. I have no idea how or from where it’s coming.

At that moment, a sense of dread struck me.

Suddenly, the Earth Dragon let out a thunderous roar. I saw brilliant light bursting from its body.

“Damn.”

Rank-up.

Hunters and soldiers stared, mesmerized, as light erupted from the Earth Dragon’s back.

If their eyes weren’t deceiving them, those were Light Wings.

“Rank-up…”

Im Jaejoon and the other commanders furrowed their brows.

There were rumors that Monsters could level up like people. But none had expected to witness it so blatantly.

Now, the Dragon had become not a disaster, but a true calamity.

They couldn’t subdue it at Four Star, and now it had become Five Star. Even if the S-rank Hunters trapped in the Gate arrived, there was no guarantee of victory.

No one needed to explain.

Soldiers, seeing the evolved Dragon, opened fire without waiting for orders. But the shells melted away against some invisible barrier.

The Dragon opened its mouth.

And let out an earth-shaking scream.

Dragon Fear.

A declaration that turned humans, who thought themselves rulers, into mere vermin.

Low-level Hunters wet themselves on the spot; some collapsed, trembling.

Everyone at the scene was paralyzed under the Dragon’s aura.

The Dragon’s Light Wings kept growing larger. 

The Monster now assumed the form seen only in the wildest imaginations, preparing to take flight.

If that giant Monster flew freely and slaughtered people, spreading its parasites everywhere, civilian casualties would become incalculable.

Everyone knew, but no one could move.

“We… we have to run…”

“How could we possibly… That’s impossible…!”

All they could do was tremble in fear.

“Get off, we can’t stay.”

“Mister?”

Worry clouded Karin’s face. There was no time for debate.

For a Hero, nothing is impossible. But that was in another world.

Because she was in touch with Hyunbin, Karin knew he had regained some strength.

But he hadn’t recovered all his power. He didn’t even have proper equipment. 

No matter how much of a Hero he was, it was reckless in this situation.

“They say a New Weapon is coming. Doesn’t that mean it’s worth a shot?”

At Hyunbin’s optimistic remark, Karin’s delicate brows furrowed.

If she couldn’t stop him, she’d chase after him to the end.

Hyunbin possessed power. And with that power, he bore responsibility.

Once, thanks to that sense of responsibility, Karin had survived and grown strong. 

Back then, she was grateful, but now, she resented it.

“At least take a buff before you go.”

“Can you?”

“Once you taste it, you’ll keep wanting it.”

Forcing a bright tone, Karin poured her magic power into Hyunbin’s back. Her power would protect him and heal him.

Of course, she would be defenseless as a result.

“Yeah, that’s the stuff.”

Hyunbin grinned.

He sent Karin to safety and started the engine again.

Whoosh, whoosh!

The Light Wings moved slowly. When the Monster roared again, people covered their ears and wept.

At the same time, black Subspaces began appearing all around.

KIEEEEK, KIEEK!

Monsters began dropping out, one by one, from the small Gates.

The Monsters, spotting prey, let out gleeful cries and charged at the confused humans.

“Everyone, move!”

While all others stood frozen, Hyunbin shouted. The first to recover at his cry were Kim Taeyang and Kim Inho.

It was thanks to their relentless training.

Kim Taeyang snapped back to his senses at once, saw the Monsters pouring out, and desperately infused his weapon with magic.


Hyunbin took the lead on his bike. With magic shrouding his Number One sword, he charged straight into the Monsters alone.

Kim Taeyang could hardly believe what he saw with his own eyes.

Monsters went flying.

The bike, skidding across the ground, plowed through the Monsters first, and behind it, a lone Hunter began the slaughter.
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“Kim Taeyang!”

I’m Changing Careers to Awakener and Hunter.

At Hyunbin’s shout, Kim Taeyang snapped back to his senses.

The Monsters that Hyunbin hadn’t managed to stop were now charging straight at him.

“Damn it!”

Kim Taeyang swung his Kukri and sliced through the neck of the Monster that broke free.

‘What the hell is that.’

Kim Taeyang followed behind Hyunbin.

He entrusted his back to him and calmly followed in his wake.

‘What is all this, really.’

Watching Hyunbin rampaging up ahead sent chills running down Kim Taeyang’s spine.

The strength he usually witnessed from Hyunbin seemed almost playful in comparison.

Huff, huff.

Kim Taeyang felt his breath growing ragged.

Before he knew it, Kim Inho was at his side.

The two of them held the line, plugging the gap Hyunbin had carved open, and waged a fierce battle against the Monsters.

One by one, the other Awakeners snapped out of their daze, alarmed at the sudden surge of Monsters.

But when they saw the three Awakeners holding the front and fighting to protect them, they tightened their grip on their weapons and joined the fray.

Even as a Four Star, this was a battle they never could have won.

A Five Star after Rank-up is impossible without an S-rank.

Yet, knowing that, no one ran—they fought.

Even they didn’t understand why.

Slash, rip!

Boom!

Finally, the Soldiers joined in, heating up their gun barrels.

Around a hundred Monsters were shredded to pieces and scattered, and at last, Hyunbin stood before the Dragon.

“Hello. Should we introduce ourselves?”

Bathed in the blood of Monsters, Hyunbin curled his lips up, looking fondly at the lump of experience points before him.

The Earth Dragon shyly extended its tendrils as if to introduce itself.

Quite the outgoing personality.

I charged straight at the creature.

It swung its forepaw at me.

Boom!

A shockwave and a cloud of dirt engulfed me.

I gripped the Number 1 Sword and slashed at the beast’s foot.

Grrr.

For such a hulking beast, it’s such a crybaby.

Are you really wailing just because I sliced off a few toes?

Just like before, getting careless only leads to real pain.

Right now, my Strength alone has surpassed the limit of 99—it’s at 141.

A number that transcends humanity.

The creature’s tail whipped at me like a massive lash, surging in like a tidal wave.

Can I cut through it?

-Hero of Salvation is activating.

-The more people you must protect, the higher your attack power rises.

-Current effect: Attack Power increased by 210%.

I can cut through it.

I poured all my mana into the sword.

Strength welled up at my fingertips gripping the blade.

It felt as if I could accomplish anything I wished.

Like I could even cut through a boulder before me.

And this feeling never lies to me.

Slash!

A geyser of the Earth Dragon’s blood burst into the air, splattering to the ground and steaming.

Its tail was severed.

But I, too, lost my weapon.

For cutting through the solid body of the Dragon, my Longsword was smashed to bits.

“Number 1 Sword, congratulations on your discharge.”

Now I was barehanded.

It glared at me with eyes full of hate for taking away my weapon.

The severed area was quickly cloaked in light and regenerated in an instant.

Now the Dragon looked as if to say, What will you do next?

No, how can a reptilian face look so expressive? Perhaps because it’s intelligent.

The creature began to dance, trying to stomp me to death.

Boom, crash!

Its huge claws smashed nothing but already-ruined building debris.

A utility pole was shattered, power lines trailing across the ground, and shop signs were crushed beyond recognition.

I dodged its attacks and pulled back.

My body was scraped and torn, but the wounds healed in an instant.

Have I gained a regeneration ability? No, it must be Karin’s power.

Even the mana I received earlier must have pushed me to my limits.

-All supplies will be deployed to the designated coordinates!

That was a close call.

I’m tired of just dodging.

With Olivier’s voice, a square object plummeted from the sky.

Was it delivered by drone? For real?

The box was torn apart, and a mysterious weapon flew straight for my head.

I raised my hand and caught it; the moment I did, light burst from the scabbard, and a long blade shot out.

At first, I thought it was an awl.


But as the point extended, it broadened into a massive weapon.

-Currently in development: monomolecular sword. Codename: Dragon Slayer.

Despite its huge blade, the thinness made it surprisingly light.

-Hero’s Authority: Weapon Master is activating.

The Hero masters any weapon the moment it’s grasped, no matter how unfamiliar.

Now, the creature opened its mouth wide, ready to unleash fire.

If I didn’t stop it, not only my team but countless Awakeners would burn alive.

Slash!

A sensation as if I were slicing paper vibrated through my hand.

Screeeeech!

The Earth Dragon’s scream echoed.

Its snout, sliced by the monomolecular blade, split into four directions, spraying blood everywhere.

This is incredible. I cut it with barely any effort.

But there’s a drawback.

This greatsword—no, calling it a greatsword feels silly, it’s so thin—feels like paper.

How many people could even wield such a weapon?

For most Awakeners, it’d be a disposable tool, easily damaged.

Meaning: limited uses.

‘But that’s enough.’

I charged the Earth Dragon again.

This time, it realized I was truly dangerous.

It roared and lashed out with its tendrils.

Slice.

Once more, the Dragon’s scream rang out.

Its tendrils thrashed on the ground like live fish, spewing blood.

Stamping over them, I dove for its chest.

It immediately lifted a foreleg to crush me.

Will it hold up?

Still fine.

I swept the monomolecular sword down.

Slice.

With a chilling sound, the Earth Dragon’s foreleg was severed.

Off-balance, the creature crashed to the ground.

Cheers rose from behind me.

It wasn’t over yet.

The bigger it is, the more tenacious.

Whether my blade’s durability gave out first or its regeneration failed, this was an all-or-nothing fight.

Now, the head.

I poured all the blade’s durability into this swing.

The Earth Dragon could still fly, but as I kept tearing into it, it couldn’t act as it wished.

Soon, it opened its mouth wide.

Suddenly, the surrounding temperature spiked.

The Dragon’s Breath aimed at me—no, at the people behind me.

I tried to behead it before it could breathe, but it shielded itself with its wings.

Intelligent. Cunning.

Just by blocking one attack, it turned the tables.

FWOOOOOSH!

A wedge-shaped torrent of fire shot at the Awakeners caught off guard.

Kim Taeyang’s pupils widened.

Seohyeonji’s body froze.

And Karin stood calmly, making no move to dodge.

An unreal flood of fire engulfed everything.

I made a mistake.

It’s a Dragon. Cunning, intelligent, a devil who loves destruction.

Did it remember I’d fought desperately to save people all this time?

Could I slash the flames with my sword?

No, my Sword Skill hasn’t recovered yet.

Should I block it with my body?

I might stop the attack, but I’d never stand up again.

Could I use Inventory to store everyone?

No, not unless I make contact.

As the flames scorched the air and poured down, I found the best solution.

Karin’s body melting into the fire flashed before my eyes.

Even in this split second.

Like this.

Someone whispered in my ear.

A woman’s pale hand traced the air, and the ground flashed with light.

A small baby nestled in her arms.

No, I mimicked her, with hands like maple leaves.

Her warm embrace, her gentle whisper.

Just like that.

“Inventory, open.”

I don’t know when this memory comes from.

No, I’m not even sure if it’s really my memory.

But I knew for certain.

“Domain Expansion.”

I raised my hand and sliced the air.

The system recognized the pattern and expanded the skill.

The area around me changed.

Hexagonal blocks of light inscribed on the ground began to spread in all directions.

In an instant, time slowed, then stopped.

Only my consciousness accelerated as I stored everything within the domain.

Even with the Inventory vastly expanded by Level Up, the weight was tangible.

It felt as if I’d shouldered an enormous burden.

Thoughts and feelings of those inside the Inventory pressed on my mind.

Like a tangled ball of thread, confusion descended and the world grew dim around me.

FWOOSH!

The Earth Dragon’s flames incinerated the spot where the people had stood.

Continuous explosions shook the earth.

Too late, the Earth Dragon realized its targets had vanished.

I gripped the monomolecular sword.

The Earth Dragon frantically flapped its wings, slowly rising as a storm of dust whipped up.

-Hero of Salvation is activating.

-The more people you must protect, the higher your attack power rises.

-Current effect: Attack Power increased by 1,800%.

With more people inside the Inventory, the buff skyrocketed.

The Earth Dragon spread its tendrils to block my approach.

I dodged.

Where its tendril grazed my cheek, it burned as if branded by fire.

One more step.

The creature realized it could no longer stop me.

It raked its claws at me.

Too late.

I was already in close.

Slash!

As the monomolecular sword’s durability shattered, a line of blood streaked across the Earth Dragon’s neck.

The cut widened, blood gushed, and the Earth Dragon collapsed onto the earth, gasping its last.

-Level Up.

-Level Up.

-Level Up.

-Synchronization Rate increased.

-Level Up.

With its newly gained wings falling uselessly, disaster met its end here.

Hero?

A dark-skinned, nimble-muscled warrior smirked as if mocking me.

-Are there still old men who believe in those kinds of legends?

When I was first summoned to another world, I was thrown into training with no idea why.

-You’d better earn your pay. Make sure the young master doesn’t die.

She was brutal.

I’d only ever studied, but she pushed me, and pushed me again.

Even with a broken leg, I had to run; with a broken hand, I had to wield a sword.

To go home, she said, the Demon King had to fall.

Why did I have to wield a sword? I never knew.

Just because they called me Hero?

Because I’d be beaten under the guise of training if I didn’t try hard enough?

Pathetic, but honestly, I never really understood.

Why did I have to suffer all this training?

But I endured it.

There was nowhere else to run.

-Not bad.

Even the always-harsh warrior bared her teeth in a grin.

-Listen well. As long as your sword can protect you, that’s enough. You were dragged here as a so-called Hero, but you don’t have to save everyone.

After being summoned as a Hero, I went to my first war.

I’d endured hellish training.

I knew I could die, but strangely, I wasn’t scared.

And on the first day of the war, the warrior died.

The one who believed in me died.

The one who followed me died.

War after war. Battle after battle.

I made countless connections, lost just as many.

I realized something fundamental.

I had to become stronger.

For the first time, a vague purpose became my guiding star.

And I grew strong.

I defeated the Demon King and brought peace to the continent.

Then, I realized a new purpose.

Strength alone wasn’t enough.

You must be a symbol. You must have a power base that supports you.

To protect what’s mine.

I opened my eyes.

The world was noisy.

“Just now, Hunter Lee Hyunbin has opened his eyes!”

“Viewers watching this Broadcast! Before disaster, the Hero who saved everyone is here!”

What is this.

I was being carried on a stretcher.

I could’ve sworn I’d just severed the Earth Dragon’s neck.

Outside the ambulance window, the Dragon’s gigantic corpse lay sprawled.

Reporters crowded, officials trying to hold them back.

The cheers of countless people chanting my name.


“Whoaaa!”

It felt so unfamiliar.

After just a short nap—

I’d become the most famous person in Korea.
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“The elite Hunters are returning.”

“Good. That’s a relief.”

The appearance of a colossal Monster that turned the entire country upside down.

Of all times, it emerged just as Gates were opening simultaneously everywhere.

It was officially declared an unavoidable, unstoppable disaster, but the Director knew very well that wasn’t the full truth.

‘Those organizations.’

The so-called Villains.

They had finally resorted to summoning creatures from another world.

Because of the Gates and Dungeons, humanity was under threat.

It was a situation that could have ended in even greater catastrophe. Yet, thanks to the timely arrival of a hero, the agency was able to regain its lost honor.

The Director was watching a video.

His gaze kept returning to a young man.

Lee Hyunbin, the Supporter Awakening holder who owned the largest Inventory in the country.

The agency had scouted him, but he had demanded a Freelancer Contract instead.

Thanks to that, he now had the authority of a contractor and enjoyed various tax exemptions.

He could also apply for entry into most Gates or Dungeons at his discretion.

Up until now, there hadn’t been any particular requests for his services.

He was just a card kept in play for the future—a bet for what might come. No one had expected him to grow this remarkably.

‘Team Leader of Hanul Guild…’

The more he saw, the more interesting this young man became.

Even the veteran Hunters, renowned for their experience, had been helpless in front of the giant Monster. They could only freeze.

But this young man charged in without a hint of fear.

To borrow the words of today’s youth, it was the literal definition of ‘unmatched.’

Modern boss raids depended on formation tactics.

Claiming advantageous ground and chipping away at the boss’s health bit by bit, sometimes even with military bombardment for support.

The young man’s outstanding combat skills were one thing, but the sword he wielded was also remarkable. A greatsword with a massive blade the likes of which had never been seen before.

There’d been no reports that Hanul possessed such technology.

‘Ranked 21st in the industry.’

Hanul’s ranking had been steadily rising, but for a guild backed by a major group, their position was unimpressive.

‘A great upheaval is about to happen.’

There was potential for Hanul Guild to grow much stronger than anyone thought.

This time, S-rank Seohyeonji had joined, along with two promising rookies this year.

And not just them, but Lee Hyunbin as well. He might even become the world’s very first to receive the highest rank.

S-rank Supporter.

There were A Grade Supporters, but no S-rank Supporters. Not anywhere in the world.

Based on the combat prowess Lee Hyunbin showed in the video, he could only be considered S-rank.

When the first Gate appeared and Hunters emerged, there were no ranks.

The word ‘Hunter’ didn’t even exist back then; they were simply called the Awakened.

In truth, the existence of Gates had been known in vague terms for a long time. The first clear manifestation had been the Gate Incident eleven years ago, when Gates descended across the globe.

At first, Hunters were only classified as professionals or amateurs.

It was only later that the Rank System, structured to comply with international conventions, was introduced.

The Republic of Korea also followed the international guidelines.

Most Supporters were D-rank or lower, with only a handful of strong Supporters. There were no Supporters above A Grade anywhere in the world.

Right now, I am at the Hunter Agency’s laboratory.

“Lee Hyunbin Hunter. Please place your hand on the Measuring Crystal Orb.”

“Oh, I’ve seen this so many times.”

That’s the one—exactly as I’d heard.

I know my own strength. According to the agency’s standards, I’m in the ‘Unable to Measure’ class.

“Huh, what?”

The researcher’s voice trembled with confusion.

Soon, the crystal orb burst with a loud pop.

“Uh, that’s impossible…”

Seeing the researcher so flustered made me feel oddly pleased.

Maybe those outside had caught on to the situation, because people were rushing in.

The classic cliché.

Once the door opened, a torrent of handshakes from the researchers was sure to follow…

“Hey, intern! Are you out of your mind? Didn’t I tell you that one was broken and set to be scrapped? Didn’t I?!”

“S-sorry!”

“Lee Hyunbin Hunter, our apologies. Are you hurt at all?”

“Ah, no…”

“In today’s world, what good is that kind of crystal orb anyway? That’s an outdated method. This way, please. I’ll help you with the Body Scan.”

Tsk.

“Lee Hyunbin Hunter, your full body scan is complete. We’ll let you know the results as soon as they’re ready. Please wait a moment.”

While waiting, I turned on the TV in the lounge.

A familiar scene.

There I was, fighting the Earth Dragon.

Beep. Beep.

It was the same no matter which channel I turned to.

The Republic of Korea was busy celebrating its newly born hero.

“Do they really have nothing else to broadcast?”

Thanks to one SBC reporter’s desire for an exclusive under the pretense of the public’s right to know, my battle with the Earth Dragon was streamed live.

As a result, I’d become quite famous.

Like a Superman-style hero.

From the perspective of the elite Hunters who had just returned after dealing with unprecedented high-level Gates, it might seem a little empty.

They’d risked their lives to close every Gate, but suddenly an unknown Hunter had become Korea’s new hero.

Even though I had stored everyone on site in my Inventory, anyone who came back out after I fainted would know exactly what had happened.

That I had beheaded the Earth Dragon.

Thanks to that, the entire nation’s attention was on me.

Beep!


I turned off the TV and checked the news on my phone.


	Lee Hyunbin Hunter of Hanul Guild. Currently undergoing detailed measurement at the agency laboratory.

	Lee Hyunbin of Hanul Guild, will he become the first S-rank Supporter?

	The hero who saved hundreds of thousands of lives, who is Lee Hyunbin?



Honestly, I did want to become famous.

But I never wished for the whole country to be turned upside down like this.

“Hmm.”

At this rate, did I have more impact than Seol Jihoon, the third S-rank Hunter and Holy Knight?

It wasn’t just articles about me.

Hanul had their hands full retrieving the giant Earth Dragon’s corpse, while rival guilds were desperate to buy its scales.

No wonder—dragon scales are incredibly valuable.

They’re items imbued with magic, impossible to produce with modern technology.

Today my phone was practically on fire.

Even on Talk, I had over 999 messages—far too many to read.

At least I was lucky I hadn’t delayed applying for personal information protection.

If I’d been even a little late, reporters would have besieged my house.

I’m fine, really.

But it would have affected Karin, who’s still in school. Thinking of that made me try to restrain myself—but in the end, she’ll return to her own world anyway.

Then, I saw some regrettable news.

-Due to the government’s disregard for safety, many people were killed or injured. Yet even after losing the cow, they refuse to fix the barn—no countermeasures in sight.

The government was being harshly criticized for not keeping an S-rank Hunter in reserve to deal with the recent Gate Incident.

To receive compensation for those who lost their lives in this incident, the victims would have to prove that they were killed by the Earth Dragon.

If it were an ordinary injury case, it’d be easy enough to prove.

But when the Earth Dragon swallowed everything whole, leaving no bodies behind, how was anyone supposed to prove it?

Especially with all the CCTV destroyed.

It wasn’t just the victims—Hunters who took part in the raid had problems as well.

Those who lost an arm or became paralyzed below the waist could no longer work as Hunters.

But there was no proper compensation from the state.

Because Hunters are affiliated with guilds, which operate as private military companies.

And from the guild’s perspective, once they paid severance and compensation, that was it.

It’s a bitter truth, but currently, there are virtually no welfare benefits for Hunters.

“Lee Hyunbin Hunter. Please proceed to the next test.”

“Yes.”

After finishing the full-body scan with the system-linked device, I headed to the VR Combat Machine.

It was a place where you could enter a game-like virtual stage and experience combat as if it were real.

Of course, the tactile sensations are different, so until you get used to it, your combat efficiency drops a lot.

So, the measurement values aren’t highly trusted.

The difficulty ranges from the 1st to the 99th floor.

“For Hunters of A Grade or higher, this test is standard, so please relax. If you feel nauseous or want to stop the test, just raise both hands. Even if you’re missing an arm, as long as you raise the other, we’ll notice, so don’t worry.”

That last part seemed unnecessary.

Just like in any ordinary VR game, I put on the goggles, attached sensors all over my body, and stepped into the VR world.

On the stage—something you might see at a martial arts tournament—I stood alone.

At the start, you could choose any weapon you wanted.

I picked a mace. Honestly, for any opponent, there’s nothing better than a mace. There’s no risk of damaging the blade, and it’s sturdy.

The first stage featured a Goblin. As expected, it was easy.

I approached the Goblin and gave it a light kick.

Stage clear.

The next stage had three Goblins. Since it was still an early stage, only weak Monsters kept appearing.

Easy, way too easy.

“Chief An, take a look at this!”

“What is it?”

“Check out this person’s reaction speed. Wow, this is on a whole other level!”

At the Principal Researcher’s words, Chief An looked at the monitor.

At first, Chief An watched without much interest, but after a while, he adjusted his glasses and spoke.

“Who is this person?”

“Right?”

It was only natural for the two to be surprised.

The VR system was very simple.

A stage would appear, and Monsters rendered by the system would emerge.

Due to technical limitations, the rendered environment still lacked realism, and the sense of impact was insufficient.

That’s why the VR system hasn’t been officially recognized as a ranking system. Korea is the only country to have poured taxes into developing what others mock as a waste.

Most people new to VR take time just to get their bearings.

But the person being tested now was different.

He cleared each stage within seconds of starting.

Same for the next stage, and the one after that.

‘What, was he a VR gamer or something?’

As they watched with interest, the man on the screen tilted his head, clenched his fist, and threw a few punches in the air. Then, as if he understood something, he nodded.

The next stage began.

Already at Stage 10.

Around him, five Orcs charged in, each wielding a weapon.

From here, the difficulty ramps up sharply. Even other S-ranks would have to brawl it out, taking them down one at a time.

But this test subject was different.

Puk! Splat!

Bang, bang!

Whoosh, thud!

“…No way.”

The two researchers spoke at once.

The man wasn’t hit a single time, taking out every enemy in one blow. It had only taken three minutes to reach Stage 10.

Chief An thought the man was moving faster and faster. No, he really was—as if he was just now fully adjusting.

“Seohyeonji only made it to Stage 3, and Holy Knight Seol Jihoon reached Stage 20.”

The man had just cleared Stage 20. He did take one solid hit, but it was a record-setting score.

Chief An looked up the man’s data.

“This is that guy?”

“Yes, the porter who killed the dragon recently.”

“Amazing.”

Chief An laughed, while the Principal Researcher was as excited as if it was his own achievement.

They kept watching to see how far he’d go, but unfortunately, he stopped at Stage 25.

The reason was absurd.

“Good job, Lee Hyunbin Hunter.”

“It was more fun than I expected.”

Watching the man, whose smile was gentle and warm, Chief An felt his resolve to remain single begin to crack.

“If you enjoyed it, please come again. We’ll ask the engineers to patch that bug.”

The bug.

Because the stages had been cleared so quickly, an unexpected bug had occurred.

Of course, if not for Lee Hyunbin, no one would have found it.

“I’ll come back next time.”

“You say that, but if you don’t, we’ll know. It looks like you’ll break another record today, too.”

As the lighthearted conversation ended, a new voice cut in.

“Lee Hyunbin Hunter. The Director is requesting you.”

“Ah, yes.”


Lee Hyunbin politely greeted the researchers and left, following the secretary who had come down in person.

The remaining researchers smiled contentedly as they sipped their coffee.

“Such a nice guy.”

“Right? I always thought Hunters were all rough types.”
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“By now, she probably thinks I’m a gentleman.”

“Why are you like this? Where else will you find someone as nice as me?”

“Try having a bit of conscience, will you.”

“Why are you like this? Where else will you find someone with a conscience like me….”

“As expected of an old man. Dropping those dad jokes again.”

“Why are you like this? If we’re talking about age, you’re practically my great-grandmoth—”

Olivier lunged, aiming to grab my hair. As if I’d let her.

As we left the lab to meet with the Director, I could feel people’s gazes on us.

“Hey, that person…”

“Lee Hyunbin?”

“Isn’t he the one who killed the dragon?”

Patients gathered on the first floor looked at me with faces of pleasant surprise.

They probably couldn’t recall my face exactly, though.

“They were all members of the Conquest Team.”

Olivier kindly explained, as people swarmed around like clouds.

“Did you come to renew your grade? How did it go?”

“I’m on my way to check now.”

“Thanks to you, Hunter, I survived. Thank you.”

“It wasn’t just because of me—it was everyone fighting together.”

My modest answer made them look at me with faces full of admiration and curiosity.

Thanks to my efforts, many members of the Conquest Party survived. But their sacrifices were great.

Those who lost an arm or a leg can never work as Hunters again.

In other words, it was forced retirement.

Some considered themselves lucky just to be alive, while others were in despair.

“By the way, isn’t there any compensation or welfare for Hunters?”

As we headed to the office, I asked Olivier.

“Hunters are high earners. Their welfare policy can’t be the same as the general public.”

Well, even I had earned about four billion in just a month.

Not to mention, once the compensation and material costs for slaying the Earth Dragon are settled, that amount will increase greatly.

“Director. Lee Hyunbin Hunter has arrived.”

Upon entering, I saw the office was as luxurious as ever. The Director, who had risen from a plush sofa, greeted me with a warm smile.

“Oh my, Team Leader Lee. You’ve worked hard since morning, what with all the measurements.”

“What hard work is there for me? The staff are the ones who really put in the effort.”

The Director gestured for me to take a seat, then sat across from me.

“How do you think the Grade Evaluation went?”

“I did my best, so I’m sure it was a fair result.”

“Congratulations. You’re the fifth S-rank in the country. And, the world’s first S-rank Supporter.”

I had expected to become S-rank.

If the total sum of your Stats exceeds 200 or if you have a Stat over 90, you’re considered A Grade.

For S-rank, your total Stats need to exceed 300, or you must have two or more Stats over 90.

But after awakening Yongsaui Him, my current Stats are 583.

I’ve far surpassed S-rank—by numbers alone, you could even call it SSS-class.

Of course, I didn’t mention any of this. Nor did I reveal my Dual Awakening.

It’s best to keep any cards I can hidden. Who knows what might happen in the future.

“Thanks to you, we survived. The Gate ended well, but then that dragon or whatever suddenly popped out. Got a real earful from the higher-ups because of that.”

The Director pointed upward and laughed heartily.

“I’d like to do something for you.”

“It’s fine.”

“No, really, say whatever you want. We all lived thanks to you, Hunter Lee. I’d feel bad just letting it pass.”

I raised the corners of my mouth, catching his generous gaze.

“What can I do to help?”

“Help? No, I want to do something for you.”

“Don’t you have something you want from me, Director?”

“Me?”

The Director placed his hand on his knee, giving a calm smile.

Almost as if waiting for something.

“And why do you think that?”

“I don’t think you’d show ‘favoritism’ for personal reasons, Director.”

He laughed, apparently pleased.

“Kids these days are great. Smart, capable. Or is it just that this Hunter is special?”

And then, the Director got to the point.

“I’m planning to declare war against the Villains.”

Villains. Awakened criminals.

Hunters who commit heinous crimes are a global headache.

“Orders from above came down. Root out the Villains, this time.”

This isn’t something that can be solved just by raising bounties or increasing security.

“It’s not easy to catch Villains. That’s the truth.”

In fact, only a handful of Villains have ever been caught.

Now that I think about it, I regret letting that Office Worker get away.

After defeating the Earth Dragon, everyone who had been in the inventory was released.

Regrettable. Truly.

“The higher-ups also seem to think there’s no one better than you for this.”

There are many variables with Villains. One wrong move and there’s only more loss of life.

In fact, once, twelve Hunters tried to capture just one Office Worker, only to get defeated instead.

So, having taken down such a dangerous individual alone, it’s no wonder they rate me highly.

Until now, the only reason I’d been underrated was that I was a rookie Hunter—and a support-type Awakener at that.

“Hmm…”

I pretended to consider it seriously.

I, too, am interested in Villains.


Villains are proof of how dangerous powers can corrupt modern people.

They’ve spread like cancerous tumors across the city, and I wanted to catch them.

‘Most of all, that Office Worker.’

He crossed dimensions. I’m sure of it. But how he did it, I don’t know.

To send Karin back, and for the people trapped on the Floating Island, I have to uncover the secret.

“Is it too difficult?”

The Director’s face hardened slightly.

It was as if he expected me to accept right away.

Either way, I was already planning to catch Villains, and forming a good connection with the head of the government’s disaster agency wouldn’t hurt.

No—it’d be a good thing.

“To be honest, I do have some concerns.”

“About what…?”

“That someone who’s just awakened is being entrusted with such a weighty task…”

“No, you’re more than capable. More than enough.”

The Director wasn’t getting it. Let’s be a bit more direct.

“Villains can be anywhere, and nowhere at the same time.”

“…?”

“Villains don’t only exist at the bottom.”

“Ot, ot.”

Only then did the Director smile.

“You were a provisional Grade 9, right?”

When I made a freelance contract with the Director before, I’d been registered as Grade 9. In other words, I could only access the lowest Dungeons.

“Of course, I need to grant you Dungeon access. Of course.”

“Sometimes, I may need to check Dungeons that have already been claimed by other guilds.”

Guilds bid for high-level Dungeons to maximize profit.

This gives them exclusive rights to attempt those Dungeons.

Other guilds can’t move unless subcontracted. But someone recognized by a government agency is different.

“Director is like a king in his own domain, after all. And I’m the Director of the Disaster Agency.”

He spoke confidently.

“For this war against the Villains, I’ll issue you clearance for all Dungeons for a set period.”

His shoulders were squared with confidence.

Not bad. But that alone wasn’t enough for me.

“That might not be enough.”

A question mark appeared on the Director’s face.

“The inside of a Gate or Dungeon is outside the reach of state power. For me, being affiliated with another guild makes it even more complicated.”

Gates are entirely separate worlds—extraterritorial zones.

“I’ll need jurisdiction.”

A person who has the authority to discipline even other Hunters within Dungeons and Gates.

There’s only one such special ‘Guarder’ in Korea.

That’s Hanseong Lee, also known as Lucky Boy, the country’s second S-rank Hunter and top Hunter at the Disaster Agency.

“You’re a member of the Hanul Guild, aren’t you?”

“Half of me will be with the agency, won’t it?”

A short sigh.

“That’s a difficult request.”

He wasn’t refusing—at least, not yet.

“I know your talent, but isn’t that asking for too much?”

Right now, the Gate Disaster Agency is in dire need of capable people.

Does the Director really like me that much?

Who knows. He may say so, but with his experience, he clearly recognizes my value.

That’s why he’s choosing to embrace me.

He already has Lucky Boy Hanseong Lee, the second S-rank Hunter in the country.

The privilege, once reserved only for him, would now be shared. For the Director, that might be a problem.

“For the national interest, I need to catch Villains, and to do that, I need to be stronger. Ambition is only natural—and necessary, to accomplish big things.”

“If you want your ambition not to be excessive, you’ll have to scale it down.”

“If it rains, then you have to stop marching. Adapt to the environment.”

The Director lifted a teacup to his lips again, but realized only then it was empty.

He gave an awkward smile, having noticed too late.

It was a clear sign to wrap up the conversation.

“Which ambition do you think you’ll let go of first?”

Instead of answering, I just smiled.

“Alright. I’ll have the staff make the arrangements.”

From now on, I could act wherever I wanted, without anyone’s control.

In other words, all restrictions on my activities were gone.

“In fact, I have one more favor to ask.”

“Another?”

This time, the Director’s pupils dilated. Just granting me special privileges would already get him in trouble with his higher-ups.

“Please consider it an investment for the future.”

“Hey, over there!”

“He’s coming out! Lee Hyunbin Hunter! I heard the result of his Re-evaluation just came out!”

Reporters swarmed like a flock of birds.

A young, tall man stepped out of the building, bathed in the spotlight.

His expression was calm, as if used to the public’s gaze.

“Hello.”

As soon as Hyunbin opened his mouth, camera flashes burst forth.

“Have all the tests finished?”

“Did you get the result?”

Hyunbin smiled softly at the reporter’s questions.

“It’s just as you all expected.”

Everyone waited with bated breath for Hyunbin’s next words.

“I’ve become the fifth.”

There was no one there who didn’t understand what that meant. Every reporter present had watched the footage of Hyunbin’s achievements over and over.

They say even a dog recites poetry after three years in the schoolyard. No one doubted he’d become S-rank.

Once more, a barrage of questions and flashes rained down.

Hyunbin glanced around.

The red lights of cameras blinking. This very moment was being broadcast live nationwide.

“What are your plans going forward?”

“How do you feel right now?”

“Please, a word for the people!”

“No one in the world has ever soloed a 4-star monster before. What do you think about that?”

As the questions poured in, Lee Hyunbin smiled wryly.

“You’re mistaken.”

Everyone focused.

“I didn’t fight alone.”

When Korea’s first S-rank Hunter, Yomje Hwang Jaeyeon, was born, the nation’s interest had soared. But he was arrogant.

He loved to show off his power and had a rough image.

There were those who fought ahead, and there were those who risked their lives—that’s what made this possible, more than myself.”

Hyunbin humbly gave credit to others.

“The nation will remember the victims. Just as they remember me.”

Flashes went off without end.

A somewhat clumsy-looking reporter raised a hand.

“I heard the families of Hunters lost in the disaster only received 330,000 won in compensation. What are your thoughts on this?”

The other reporters frowned at the question.

There’d been news that a victim of the Earth Dragon incident received just 330,000 won as compensation.

Public criticism over that was slowly growing.

If a rookie Hunter fumbled his answer, it’d become an embarrassing headline. Even dodging the question would let reporters run speculative stories that would hurt his image.

It was prime bait for the press.

Because it was sensational.

But this was the wrong question to ask Lee Hyunbin.

For someone who had accomplished such heroic deeds to be flustered—it would be bad in many ways.

“That’s not quite the information I have.”

The reporters looked puzzled.

Unfortunately for them, Lee Hyunbin did not answer any further questions.

And a few hours later, the Disaster Agency released an official statement.

“What a strange kid.”

Shin Chaeho, the agency’s Director, rubbed his chin.

Just now, Lee Hyunbin had been sitting across from him.

According to his profile, he was a high school dropout with no social experience—a completely ordinary, no, a rather unremarkable person.

But he had felt something from their very first meeting.

Even now, he’d confidently requested special privileges.

He really didn’t seem like a rookie. He seemed as if he’d weathered every storm life had to offer.

Just being S-rank isn’t enough to grant such privileges.

What a Hunter who’d always chased both corporate profit and institutional power wanted, in addition, was unexpected.

He wanted everyone who fought in the recent disaster to be recognized as national heroes.

He had no particular ties to the victims, as far as Shin Chaeho knew. But that was his request.

Director Shin picked up the phone for an internal call.

-Yes, Director.

“It’s me.”

The Director chuckled briefly and spoke.

“Make a list of all the disaster’s victims and register them all as national heroes.”

-Sir?

The department head on the other end could hardly believe his ears.

“PMC, everyone—just put them all through.”

-Yes, understood.

At the Disaster Agency, the Director’s word is law.

“Leak the story that Lee Hyunbin personally requested it, too.”

Maybe he wants to be a hero. But for the Director, and the Agency, it’s not a bad thing.

No matter how talented an S-rank is, if you give them jurisdiction, there’s bound to be complaints.

But if that person is a hero, it’s a different story.

The Director wondered if Lee Hyunbin had foreseen this far ahead.

“Ah, and one more thing.”


He should give him a present.

“Those Kim Kimon thugs.”

A kid who could accomplish big things shouldn’t have to worry about trivial obstacles.

“Take care of them all.”



 
  
    Chapter 49: Declaration of War Against the Villains (3)






Due to the recent Earth Dragon Disaster, the vigilance of the entire nation skyrocketed.

There had been a similar incident in Australia.

The descent of the so-called Black Dragon, a four-star monster.

At that time, even the S-rank Hunters were fully mobilized, but they could not stop it alone and had to receive support from neighboring countries.

In the end, they managed to stop the disaster, but the damage was enormous.

If anything had gone wrong, Korea could have suffered the same tremendous losses as Australia.

Thanks to that, my own value shot through the roof.

With just a single successful raid.


	The cause of the four-star monster ‘Dragon’ incident lies with an awakened criminal…

	Disaster agency declares ‘Villain War’.

	Villain bounties! Rewards from 20 million to 1 billion for reports!

	Famous domestic guilds, including Myth, support the Villain Bounty. In favor of active crime eradication.



The danger of Villains who caused this incident was once again in the spotlight.

In truth, it had been 11 years since the Gate Incident, and people had gotten rather complacent.

Around Dungeons, unique business districts had formed, and even when a Gate appeared, people no longer felt fear and would pull out their phones to record.

It was an era where seeing a floating island drifting over the city led people to snap proof shots and upload them to SNS as if it were normal.

Of course, just because awareness had risen, there was no guarantee how long it would last.

Anyway, as the Disaster Director said, the war against Villains had been declared.


	Increasing Villains. Far too few Guards compared to the number of Villains.

	Hunter Lee Hyunbin appointed as Korea’s second Special Guard.



Normally, Hunters are indifferent to things that don’t earn them money.

News that I had been officially appointed as a Special Guard to face Villains spread quickly through word of mouth online.

⨽Isn’t the Delivery Man who caught an Office Worker the perfect fit?

⨽Looks like the Agency folks are finally working again?

⨽Of all S-rank Delivery Men, he’s the most likable.

⨽About the comment above, by any chance…?

Sometimes it’s fun to read the comments when an article is posted. Am I just an attention-seeker? I guess I am.

⨽But is it normal for a Civilian Hunter to have public authority?

⨽That’s true.

⨽It’s kinda shady.

“Shady…is your…face.”

Of course, there were some voices of concern. Most of those making such comments were from the Hunter circles.

Because they could enter a Dungeon without the need for bidding or anything, it must feel burdensome.

They’re worried about monopolization.


	Director Shin Chae-ho of the Disaster Agency, in response to a large number of petitions, including from Hunter Lee Hyunbin, is actively moving toward recognizing Hunters who worked hard during the disaster as National Merit…



Director Shin is certainly not some clueless man just sitting in a chair.

Usually, government agencies are always the target of criticism from the public. No matter what they do, people accuse them of wasting taxes.

Now, with my reputation at an all-time high, they put me at the forefront and began active PR campaigns.


	Hanul Guild’s Hunter Lee Hyunbin donates all shares of raw materials from the Dragon’s corpse to disaster area welfare.



The tough scales from the Dragon’s body fetched quite a price.

Since I took it down, it would seem natural that all the shares belong to me, but that wasn’t the case.

After all, those who participated in the battle also deserved recognition.

So, I boldly donated my entire share.

⨽Isn’t the Delivery Man a real big shot?

⨽Wow, if it were me, I’d be foaming at the mouth that it’s all mine!

⨽Honestly, people complaining that he got government privileges as a Civilian Guild member should reflect. If anyone deserves public authority, it’s someone like this who gives up all personal gain.

Thanks to that, favorable public opinion was spreading in the community.

Honestly, being praised everywhere is dizzying.

Still, who knows how long it will last. Public opinion can change in an instant.

Having a good image will definitely help with future activities.

After taking a break and web surfing, I checked the system messages.

-Current Assimilation Rate is 45%.

After defeating the Earth Dragon, the assimilation rate rose to 45%.

In other words, it means I’ve recovered nearly half the power I originally possessed.

-Communication with the Holy Sword Laevateinn has not been restored.

Unfortunately, communication with the Holy Sword still hasn’t connected.

-Hero Skill List

Close Combat (LV Max), Phantom Step (LV 3), Mago’s Eye (LV 2), Soul Breaker (LV 1), Leadership Increase (LV 3), Weapon Master (LV Max), Hero of Salvation (LV Max), Order of Knights (LV 1)

A new Order of Knights skill has appeared.

It’s an ability to train and strengthen knights who once served me.

Looking at the skill list brings back old memories.

The knights who were always by my side. With this skill, I’ve finally met the minimum conditions to create my own knights, just as the Demon King said.

There are a few people who come to mind for the Order of Knights. I’ll have to pick them when the time comes.

I know all the Hero skills, so that’s fine. But there’s a new skill on the Porter side that I have no idea about.

-Porter Skill List

Inventory Activation (LV 3), Inventory Freshness Maintenance (LV 2), Surface Invincibility (LV 1), Sterilization Invincibility (LV 1), Cleansing Invincibility (LV 1), Inventory Storage (LV 4), Domain Declaration (LV 1)

Domain Declaration.

A weird skill that seems exclusive to Porters.

“Domain Declaration.”

When I stretched out my hand and uttered the skill’s activation phrase, a pattern of letters appeared in the air.

Hexa Blocks spread out, centered on where I was standing.

“Storage.”

A can of soda within the Hexa Block’s range disappeared from my view. Checking my Inventory, I saw it was stored inside.

This is pretty neat.

An ability that creates a domain and lets me control the space within as I wish.

It’s fun. Checking out new stuff is always enjoyable.

Because I was low on mana, repeatedly activating skills made me feel a bit dizzy.

I checked my Status Window.

-Porter Lee Hyunbin LV 35

-Strength: 52 + 99

-Agility: 72 + 99

-Stamina: 40 + 75

-Mana: 10 + 51

-Luck: 30 + 55

Even with the buffs, my mana stat was only about 61. That means there’s a limit to how many times I can use skills.

Most of all, this new Domain Storage skill eats up a ton of mana, even though it’s a Porter skill.

With my current mana, I can use it consecutively about three times.


Maybe it’s because my proficiency is still low, or maybe for some other reason, but it’s oddly exhausting.

Well, if I keep using it over time and raise my proficiency, its performance will improve and the fatigue will decrease.

Still, the best way is to level up.

Having a high Level isn’t everything, but having good Physical stats definitely gives an edge.

‘I should raise my Level a bit.’

Right now, the average Hunter Level in Korea is between 30 and 40. For now, my goal is about Level 40.

I accessed the agency’s Network to check the Dungeon list.

I looked through the list of Dungeons spread across the country.

Let’s see.

From the lowest level to mid-level Dungeons, there are plenty right near my house.

I left home and set out alone to clear Dungeons.

After a long while, Im Jaejoon went to work at Hanul Group’s headquarters.

“You’re here.”

“Yeah, I’m here.”

The one he met in front of the chairman’s office was his eldest brother, Im Jaeho.

Still looking at him with hostility.

“Heard you’re doing well these days?”

“Yeah.”

“Lucky bastard.”

“It’s not luck.”

Im Jaejoon curled his lips and continued.

“It’s just that some people have a good eye for talent.”

“What? You little punk…”

“The Chairman wants both of you to come in.”

After exchanging tense stares, they fixed their clothes and entered the room.

There sat the giant of Hanul Group, Chairman Im.

“Im Jaeho.”

“Yes, Chairman.”

“What’s your problem?”

“Sorry?”

Caught off guard by the sudden question, Im Jaeho was flustered.

The Chairman picked up the newspaper on the table and tossed it at Im Jaeho.

Thud.

The newspaper, hitting Im Jaeho, fell to the floor, its front page reporting on Hanul Furniture’s CEO Im Jaeho’s secret night party.

“If you want to play, do it with your own money. I sent you over to the furniture division after you wrecked the guild!”

“Uh, this is… this article is wrong.”

“Wrong, you say?”

Chairman Im, tiger-like, clenched his teeth, showing his anger.

“The mistake was not kicking you out sooner.”

“F-Father…”

“At least try to measure up to your brother. Even half. No, even a quarter.”

That was why Chairman Im had sent the two in together from the beginning.

He spread out another newspaper.

There, a story about Hanul Guild’s rapid rise took up the page.

-Hanul Guild surges from 21st to 10th place!

-Hanul Group stock prices rising!

-Hanul Guild. If they could do this well, why didn’t they before?

While Im Jaejoon’s expression didn’t change, his brother Im Jaeho’s face was flushed red and pale in turns.

The guild he managed had plummeted from 21st, but once his younger brother took over, it suddenly gained fame and rose sharply.

“Father.”

“Am I still your father right now? Get your head on straight.”

“S-sorry. But if you gave me S-rank kids like Jaejoon, who wouldn’t do well? Honestly, the best Hunter I had running the guild was B+. Comparing us is a bit much.”

“A bit? A bit?”

Chairman Im sighed repeatedly as if he was at a loss for words.

Though still young, Im Jaejoon had the dignity of a king’s son.

He never acted rashly and always managed himself well.

Most of all, those eyes.

If only that kid were the legitimate heir, not an illegitimate one—how wonderful it would be.

Chairman Im savored the mood of an old king.

‘Of course, nothing’s impossible.’

Thankfully, this was not an era where everything went to the legitimate son alone.

“Recruiting an S-rank Hunter was Jaejoon’s—no, Director Im’s doing.”

“…”

“And what about that Porter? Isn’t it Director Im who brought him in and made him S-rank?”

“……”

Getting S-rank Seohyeonji was fine. She focused more on entertainment than on being a Hunter.

But now, the presence of Lee Hyunbin, who awakened as an S-rank Supporter, was enormous.

‘Lucky bastard.’

Im Jaeho bit his lip in frustration.

At first, he’d laughed at how Jaejoon spent six billion to recruit a newly awakened Porter.

He’d called his friends to mock Jaejoon for hanging himself with his own hands.

Even their father, who always sided with Jaejoon, shut his mouth after he became Guild Master, tilting his head in disbelief.

But in the end, that blunder turned into the best choice.

Lee Hyunbin became the country’s fifth S-rank Hunter, and thanks to the dramatic events and circumstances, was hailed as a national hero.

‘The bubble will burst soon anyway.’

He was doing well now, but it was just luck. It won’t last.

Im Jaeho poured curses upon his younger brother.

“What’s the current market share?”

“2.5%.”

In just a few months, they had reached a top-10 market share.

It was a guild, supported by the group, that had once been mocked for throwing money down the drain.

“With the FA Hunters and newly recruited members training and joining next season, we should be able to rise to the top five.”

“Top five.”

Chairman Im stroked his chin and smiled, apparently pleased by Im Jaejoon’s report.

In contrast, Im Jaeho’s face darkened even more.

“That friend is a real blessing. Invite him to dinner sometime, will you?”

“He’s quite busy these days. I’m not sure if he’ll have time.”

“Too busy to meet the group chairman?”

“He’s even busier now that he’s been appointed as a Special Guard.”

Chairman Im smiled at Im Jaejoon’s words.

“That guy is really sharp. How did such talent fail every guild interview until now? Company interviews, that’s the problem. Certificates, degrees. What’s the point? Hunters just need to fight well. Can TOEIC scores help you talk to monsters?”

Chairman Im joked, looking steadily at Im Jaejoon.

Im Jaeho resisted the urge to storm out as he saw how differently the Chairman looked at his brother.

“Raise that friend well. Watch out for competitors trying to stir up public opinion.”

“You don’t need to worry. He’s good at managing public sentiment.”

“Right. I heard his Level was still low. Isn’t there anything the group can support?”

“It’s alright. It’s not low anymore.”

“Why?”

Chairman Im’s question made Im Jaejoon smile wryly.

“He’s already reached Level 50.”

“What?”

“What kind of nonsense is that…”

Im Jaeho shut his mouth under the Chairman’s ferocious glare.

Just as Chairman Im trusted Im Jaejoon, so did Im Jaejoon trust the Hero.

The Hero who, in another world, won impossible battles and drew his sword for others without asking for anything in return.

The Hero who fell with fatal wounds, having pushed himself in an impossible fight.

The knights risked their lives to withdraw the unconscious Hero.

But the enemy bypassed the enraged knights and ambushed the Hero.

Im Jaejoon still couldn’t forget that scene.

Ordinary citizens became meat shields to protect the Hero.

Limbs severed, bones exposed.

Even as their bodies were pierced, they protected the Hero.


A gruesome display of death spread out before him.

The sight of the furious Hero rising again in the midst of it all left a deep trauma.

“That friend has trauma, too.”

If you’re not the strongest, you’re nothing.
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