
            In the end, I knew it would come to this.

That insane fellow had really pushed me to the edge.

I writhed as if my head was about to split open on the asphalt.

Seeing my fingers and toes twitching, it seemed like I was still alive.

"...I love you."

Even in a situation like this, confessing felt just the same.

Stalking to this extent was already chilling enough in daily life, but hearing it in this otherworldly place was dizzying.

Just twenty-four years old, barely known at a school, and facing death before anything even began.

It was a deception to believe her final plea to stop her four-year obsession.

No, it was more of an accident than being deceived.

"Ugh, my head is killing me. What kind of trick are you pulling this time?"

"...Trick?"

They say taking a picture in front of the fountain in the grand park was her last wish.

Normally, I wouldn't have gone, but I was somehow led there by the mention of it being the last time.

She seemed fine, even pretty, but the fear of not wanting a stalker to steal a kiss was the issue.

Thanks to that, after colliding with the fountain and heading, I came to my senses now.

"So, you're saying you didn't do it?"

"Yeah."

That innocent face I'd seen for four years still had an unreadable expression.

It was a blow to the ego of a psychology major, unable to see through someone even a bit.

Regardless of the whole story and who I am, it doesn't matter.

Those are all in the past. What truly matters is this moment right now.

"...Chaeseol, then what exactly are these things in front of us?"

"Yeo Han-wool."

"No, don't look at me."

That.

Is that really drool? Can drool stretch out like that?

If that's real, then the club she's holding must be real too, right?

But for some reason, I've been feeling a bit angry since earlier...

"Hey, those guys who look like Sh**X. I think I know what they are, don't you?"

If I were hit by a bigger club than mine, it would be impossible to find the body.

Not only does a fight seem out of the question, but the reason for being in this situation is also unclear.

So, there's only one answer left.

"They seem like people similar to us, but if we want to survive, we should run when they're on guard. Three means they'll chase us all the way over there. And stop touching the butt."

"Sorry."

"One, two..."

It's eerily silent, as if my heart has stopped.

The silence begins to fill the surroundings, and just when those guys start looking elsewhere!

"Three!!!!!!!!!!!!!!"

"Kwaaaaaah-!"

Despite their dumb appearance, they seem to possess some level of intelligence.

It seems they've realized that the sound was a signal to flee.

As much as I'd like to throw away the culprit of this situation and the stalker girl who had followed me for four years,

I can't.

Why did I come here, and how do I get back?

Am I even alive in reality?

Alone, with no way to know anything, there's no advantage.

The central area of the 'Oben Forest,' discovered later.

The scream echoing through this dense forest became the signal announcing our adventure.

        
            Damn.

It's been a while since I've run to the point where my breath is being cut off.

My arms and legs move tirelessly, causing a tingling sensation.

The dryness in my parched mouth tastes as if salt has been sprinkled inside.

I briefly turned my head back to check on them.

I hoped they might have made a mistake or stopped following me, but they were following me perfectly.

If I continue like this, I will eventually be caught. I need to find a place to hide.

As I searched for a place to hide, a large thicket leading to an alley caught my eye.

"Last chance."

The fact that there would be no more chances flashed reflexively through my mind.

Before getting caught by them, I had to jump into the thicket at the end of that fork in the road.

"Kuah...!"

The thundering sound ringing in my ears and the thudding vibrations of the ground beneath my feet reverberated through my skin.

Although I managed to hide my body barely, I started frantically looking around as if suspecting our sudden disappearance.

Please just leave us alone.

Why do these guys, who look like orcs, relentlessly chase us to kill us at a mere glance?

There's nowhere else to run, and I'm running out of energy. If they catch me, it's really over.

When the sound of rustling leaves reached my senses,

I took one last breath and suppressed any signs of breathing.

...

A short time of just about 8 seconds felt like an eternity.

When I cautiously raised my head between the bushes, I saw the figures of those guys getting farther away.

Fortunately, it seemed they weren't meticulous enough to search the vicinity thoroughly.

"Huff...!"

Only after confirming that their movements had diminished could I finally exhale heavily.

My heart raced so much that it felt like someone was squeezing it.

"I almost died. What are those guys, anyway? Well, now that they're gone, stop licking my hand and back off."

"Look, there are eyes here."

"Yeah, there are eyes, so... Wait, what?"

In this warm weather, there's no way snow would fall from the sky.

And there wouldn't be human eyeballs rolling around in the middle of the forest.

Eyes here? What on earth does that mean?

Following his fingertip, I could see leaves with eyes attached.

"What, what is this?"

"They've been watching us since earlier."

"Is it alive? Isn't there a moment of peace in this damn world?"

Though they appeared to be ordinary-sized leaves, upon closer inspection of the crack in the middle, human-like pupils became visible.

As those red irises stared endlessly at us,

I tried waving my hand or blowing air, but there was no response.

Maybe...

"Ouch!"

A scream erupted as I casually poked my finger.

A deep voice. The owner of the eyes seemed angry just with his gaze.

Tears began to flow from the leaf's eyes, and all the hidden eyes in the surrounding bushes began to open.

"You damn bastards! After hiding you when you were being chased, are you repaying kindness with enmity?"

A commanding voice echoed throughout the entire forest.

Though slightly dazed by the momentum, I snapped back to attention, thinking I might be able to extract some information.

I can't afford to miss this hard-earned opportunity.

"A person...? Judging by your appearance, you don't seem like an adventurer. You need to explain why a wanderer like you is in this forest."

The opponent is neither friend nor foe but a monster.

Therefore, I can't spill everything.

Upon pondering the words of the eye-filled bushes, it seems this world contains 'adventurers.'

I understood that this wasn't where I originally lived, but I never thought the otherworld I had imagined would actually exist.

First, I need to set aside the idea of leaving and focus on solving the problem at hand.

Should I reveal my identity?

"..."

"Why no response? Could it be that you lot are from the royal family...?"

"I-I'm an adventurer! Despite my appearance, I'm just a sprout dreaming of cutting off the Demon Lord's head."

"Oh, is that so? Initially rejecting wanderers but eventually accepting them as part of the group, huh."

Wanderer.

What does being a wanderer entail? It seemed to imply something akin to being a stranger.

In other words, there are 'people' besides us.

More than that, the idea of rejection didn't sit well.

There was nothing conclusive yet. More information needed to be unearthed.

"Yes, now that I can breathe again. Say, rather than that, could you tell me how to get back to town? I got lost on my way back."

"Are you saying that an adventurer forgot the location of the only village nearby?"

Sharper than expected.

After all, people don't just drop from the sky or pop out of the ground like we do.

They must have started from a village where they lived. Impatience clouded my judgment.

But here, maintaining composure in this situation was key.

It's a request, so please overlook it.

"You guys too..."

Thud!!

"Aaargh!!!"

A sudden turn of events.

While listening quietly, Chaesol suddenly jabbed the guy's eye with her raised index finger.

As he writhed in pain, every leaf around began to tremble.

Hundreds of leaves started rustling and attracting all sorts of aggro.

"Goodness!!"

Now, the only option left seemed to be to run.

I picked up some dirt from the ground, threw it in his eyes, and had to run without hesitation.

I didn't know how far his territory extended, but once out of the forest, a path would surely appear.

"Oh, there was still so much to find out, why attack like that!"

"Have you ever conversed with my kind for so long? I haven't even... "

Was that the sole reason?

Just being with Chaesol seemed to lead to strange incidents, not to mention my heart racing as if it would burst.

...Still, maybe this was the right move now.

Continuing to stall or hide my identity had its limits.

If I delayed any further, who knew what he might do, or when the monsters from elsewhere would return.

Amidst all this, the gathered information was about adventurers and wanderers' existence. Some wanderers were being rejected.

It was woefully inadequate, but I had to be grateful for still having my life intact.

The series of complex events was causing confusion in my mind.

And so, without looking back, I ran frantically.

"Crack!"

My abdomen hit Chaesol's arm, halting me in my tracks.

I sat down on the ground immediately, trying to catch my breath.

Upon closer inspection, it had been a while since I exited the forest; a little more and I would have fallen off the cliff.

I found solace at the cliff edge that appeared after passing through the forest, though I wasn't sure where exactly I was.

"Phew... at least for now, a sigh of relief."

"Hey, I see something."

He pointed beyond the downhill slope while still holding me from behind.

Though the distance made it unclear, various structures and vast lands came into view along with wisps of smoke, suggesting a place where people could gather and live.

"It seems like we've come near the cliff by the village. Looks like we landed quite close by. That's fortunate..."

At that moment, a part of the cliff that supported our feet crumbled, collapsing soon after.

The momentary sensation of floating due to the dizzying feeling of falling made me briefly lose consciousness.

It was almost miraculous that I managed to grab onto the edge.

The cliff rumbled, sending a portion of my body rolling far below into the abyss along with a flurry of dust.

"W-what, why is it breaking all of a sudden?! Why is this happening?! Why...!"

"..."

"Why is it only the spot I'm standing on breaking apart?!"

Perhaps it was a blessing in disguise that only one side collapsed.

Alone, if I had endured a little longer, it would have ended with me falling. But if I hold hands and climb up, I might survive.

Seeing my fingers losing strength quickly, instead of enduring a bit more, it was a moment where I almost met my end like this.

"...Um, could you hold onto me?"

"In exchange for holding on, promise me."

"What kind of promise is there in this situation!! We're going to fall!!"

"Do XX with me."

This is insane.

I knew very well that something was not right, but negotiating in the midst of this situation? And to say XX at a time like this. No matter how much I want to live, rather than dealing with Chae-seol and all that, it would be better to just fall...

The chain shackle on my foot broke, and along with the dust, it fell into an unseen place.

...

...I guess I'll have to live for now.

"Huh?"

Suddenly, my body felt heavy.

More precisely, I could feel gravity as heavy as my own weight. My hair started fluttering in all directions, and the sharp sound of the wind brushed against my ears.

Somehow, the distance between that guy and me seems to be increasing.

"Yeo-han...!"

Ah.

I did ask to be caught quickly, didn't I?

...You damn woman.

If I die like this, I will resent it forever. How hard I struggled to survive until now.

Indeed, being twenty years old doesn't help in situations like this. If only I had just pretended not to know.

If that were the case, at least falling into another world wouldn't have happened. There wouldn't have been any chasing by monsters either.

Thanks to that, I couldn't even have a proper relationship.

...If only I had known.

It feels like I'm about to die for real. The nape of my neck is tingling.

Thud!!!!

        
            "Groan...."

A sound different from waking up.

Literally a dying sound, flowing down the spine. The head throbs like when it first landed here.

It feels like doing intense exercise with a cold or flu.

Anyway, it must mean I'm still alive.

They say if you know how to fall properly or get caught on a structure midway, your chances of survival increase.

Even considering that, human resilience is still...

Falling from that height and just spraining an ankle, maybe I'm not so ordinary after all.

Of course, not me.

"...Ugh. Hey, are you okay?"

"...It hurts. Hold me."

If I had fallen as is, I would have undoubtedly died.

However, in a life-or-death moment, thanks to Chaeseol pulling me close, I wasn't seriously injured.

Considering I only sprained my ankle, I should be thankful it ended with just this level of injury.

I'll have to carry the little guy for a while.

"I'm happy."

"Is it necessary to bury your face in my back? More importantly, is this the time for such talk?"

"How about 'I love you' then?"

"No, that's not the issue..."

Forget it.

And thank you.

After those words, we silently made our way forward.

Below the cliff was a series of lush forest paths.

The dampness reminiscent of the Amazon seemed to sap energy with every step, causing a dot damage effect.

About 10 minutes passed imperceptibly.

As the consequences of lack of exercise approached my thighs.

In the distance, the smell of food and voices began to drift towards us. Finally, we entered the outskirts of the village we had been searching for.

But joy was short-lived as we were soon dumbfounded by what we encountered.

"...Honestly, I expected it, but deep down, I didn't believe it."

Elves, epitomes of pointed elegance, stood beside rugged, muscular beings of various races.

There were horned demons with heads more eye-catching than wings.

Lastly, even knights clad in plate armor.

It was truly a fantasy spectacle.

Although it seemed straight out of a comic, it was undeniably real.

"This seems really messed up, doesn't it?"

Even if you don't want to accept it, you have to.

If you can't adapt anywhere, you're bound to be left behind. Moreover, in this world, difficulty directly correlates with survival.

Just as poking your cheeks several times starts feeling meaningless.

"Stop right there!"

Wait a minute.

Come to think of it, they're all still speaking Korean.

As I turned my head in disbelief, a knight with crimson feathered shoulders halted us.

Despite being closer to elves than humans, I hadn't misheard.

Expectations rose that communication might be possible despite using Korean.

"You seem like unauthorized wanderers. Why are you roaming the village?"

While words may get through, conversation might not.

As expected, "wanderer" seemed to refer to people like us.

The problem was the imminent danger that had just dropped on us.

I need to think. I have to come up with something.

Otherwise...

"Refusing to answer questions is also punishable."

I might face that huge, sharp sword.

But my mind had long turned into sand squeezed dozens of times.

No more good ideas came to mind. Is this how I die?

Seemingly impatient, the knight began to point his sword towards us.

"Wanderers, for refusing to answer, you are... Hrk."

"...."

"Hrk, hrk."

What's going on?

As he approached to strike us,

He sniffed our necks, exploring every nook and cranny as if inhaling a scent sample.

"Daring to have the scent of Yehanwool..."

"Hey, hold on for a moment."

"...I see. So that's what it was."

The elf knight, having smelled enough, sheathed his sword as if realizing something.

With a fluttering cape, he turned his back and started heading back to the group.

"The wanderers who went out to scout the forest have all returned."

Forest scouting?

Are they talking about the forest we were just in?

I don't know what's going on, but it seems like there has been a misunderstanding.

Judging by a glance, it seems like they are entrusting the dirty work to people like us.

Are we the last resort for them?

"From what I can gather, it seems they failed to find the 'Oben leaves' again. Why is that person assigning such an important task even to insignificant individuals like us?"

Tsk.

Tsk? This guy not only looked down on us blatantly but also insulted us.

Oh well. My second goal now is to pluck all your fur before going home and get myself a long padding jacket.

You can keep it stored in the closet during summer and use it when winter comes.

"Don't stand around foolishly, report to the alliance."

With those words, he moved his steps somewhere else.

Although I'm grateful for being guided here by chance, it seems like everyone living here is unlucky.

Anyway, things seem to be falling into place. Now that we know about the existence of the alliance, it's a decent development.

"Looks like a dog's nose despite its appearance. Maybe it takes after your personality."

"Nope."

Chaeseol rummaged through her pockets with a pout.

Soon, she pulled out a leaf that emitted a familiar scent, though there was no response, those bright eyes were a memorable sight.

"This, could it be?"

"Just brought it in case."

"It's quite big. Thinking ahead in that situation."

For now, let's consider this matter settled.

After hitting my head on the fountain, I ended up here, chased by monsters.

Passing through a strange forest and arriving at the village, we are classified as wandering individuals without freedom.

It seems there are authorized individuals among them.

We don't know how long it will take to return home, but at least to live somewhat humanely, we need that authorization.

First things first.

"There doesn't seem to be anything else here."

I don't know how the place the guy mentioned looks or what it is for, but speculating from the name "alliance," it might be an institution where various races come and report tasks or convey information.

In our terms, it could be a government. In gaming terms, maybe a currency exchange or guild lobby.

From the start, it was so conspicuous that you couldn't just pass by.

Creak-

When the old latch caught the attention of the alliance leader, the various beings inside fell silent.

Even though we are mere wanderers, why would all eyes be on us just because we opened a door?

If not, maybe the place he mentioned isn't here.

As sweat dripped down my spine, a momentary gaze stopped due to a sudden mood shift.

The concentrated attention dispersed in an instant.

"Why were they staring so intently? Did they think we did something wrong?"

More importantly, where are we supposed to report?

Carrying Chaeseol is becoming a challenge.

Despite brushing it off due to the mood, the fact that we still stood out remained unchanged.

Then, I noticed a pile of familiar-looking grass clippings in the distance.

This ordinary yet oddly shaped grass was unique in the world.

Excited that I finally found it, I started running towards it.

"Oh, the wanderers back from scouting. You can leave the 'shells' over here."

"Shells?"

The owner of the clinking voice was a cat-like humanoid.

With striking yellow hair, surprisingly kind...not that it matters.

Shells?

It seems reporting what happened in the forest is not the end.

I tried to mix the similar-looking leaves together, but upon closer inspection, those "shells" were completely different.

The only similarity was the scent.

In the end, it's another crisis.

Time is of the essence. If you delay, you'll raise suspicion. Finding an unknown object, especially one that seems different only to you, undoubtedly spells trouble.

Escaping is no longer an option.

I picked it up on my way here.

It turns out it has a mutation.

But what was I supposed to bring?

Darn it, no matter what I say, it feels awkward.

Is there no way out?

"Phew, we really need to find the O'ben leaf quickly. Even with the alliance of wanderers, there's been no progress..."

"Um, excuse me! What is the husk, and what about the O'ben leaf?"

"Oh my, are you a newcomer? Seems like you didn't receive the message."

Ironically, the direct approach worked.

Indeed, being shameless wasn't a unique trait of this world but rather a characteristic of that elf.

To think I obtained such crucial information so easily.

She kindly and thoroughly provided answers to my questions.

"The husk is similar to the O'ben leaf but consider it a low-grade product with 1/10th of the effect. On the other hand, real O'ben leaves, well, you know without me saying. They're so sought after that they become blood feuds in various places."

"Is that so...?"

"I've never actually seen one, but they say there are eyes embedded in the leaves."

Wait a moment.

"...What happens if a wanderer finds an O'ben leaf?"

"Most likely, apart from receiving a permit, they'll end up with significant injuries."

This...

It seems like things might resolve more easily than expected.

        
            Usually, in games or novels, there are instances where the protagonist obtains sudden wealth through a stroke of luck.

It could be money, exceptional equipment, or deceitful skills, with various types.

Often considered cheat codes given by developers or writers to players or readers, they truly have a remarkable effect.

"But do you know how most of these end?"

"How do they end?"

Bankruptcy.

Or fraud.

A horse made of golden miracles won't shine till the end. Often, reckless spending or falling into gambling traps is quite common.

If bankruptcy is the outcome, it's almost fortunate. If such a grand opportunity slips away, it becomes truly hopeless.

Especially when approached by those with impure intentions, one must be even more cautious. These individuals are usually looking for more than just their main goal.

The point is, we lack both the knowledge and ability to utilize this opportunity.

The villagers here are so fixated on finding something that they've even stacked up union badges in the middle for inspection; it must be of great value.

That's why we decided to hide it.

That's why we're painting the outer walls of the union hall right now.

"If you come back from reconnaissance empty-handed, they'll make you pay with your body. It's lawless."

"So, are we going to keep hiding the leaf?"

"No, it's just not the right time yet."

There are many unsettling factors.

Without any kind of fancy permit, we're just rocks in their eyes as we walk around.

We also have no solid ally to guard us.

If we were to lose a large sum without a helper, the risks would be too high. In the worst-case scenario, even the leaf entrusted to us might get stolen.

...I don't even want to imagine it.

Great achievements always attract villains, so one must always be cautious.

So, we wait and keep waiting until the perfect moment arrives.

Surely, a more suitable time will come.

"Rather than coming all the way here to paint, you're quite meticulous. Meticulous."

"Hanul, do you really want to live here?"

The abrupt question from him made the brush stop.

Simultaneously, doubts about the question arose.

One secret, or rather an open fact, is that I'm a fan of this otherworldly setting. But no matter how fervent a fan I am, I would bow my head if I had to live here for the rest of my life.

Moreover, starting not as a scam character but with a leaf of uncertain value in hand, walking forward alone.

After thinking about it, the answer came naturally.

"As if. I want to go home right now. I wish this was all just a dream."

"Are you dreaming of me, Hanul?"

"Don't imagine weird things."

"In the end, you wanted to go back."

At that moment, while responding to the unexpected conversation.

As the sound of painting ceased, Chaeseol grabbed my hand that held the brush.

Then, she placed the brush on the ground and began wrapping her hand around my neck.

"What are you suddenly doing?"

"You know. If you love me, it's okay to twist your neck."

"What?"

"I probably wouldn't even feel pain and would be ecstatic with just the fact that I received your love."

Another sudden confession. While his advances were known for being untimely, this time felt different.

It felt weighty.

Or should I say, it felt deeply rooted.

Although it was a repeated phrase.

In his usual demeanor, an unusual face was shown.

"There's nothing more I can express in words. I can give my body as much as you want, but you hate me."

"..."

"But it doesn't matter. You are my entire world, and I won't let go even in death."

Was this the usual feeling?

Suddenly, his black hair shining like the night and his eyes as red as blood seemed to sparkle, and when asked about the meaning behind his words.

He smiled mischievously and answered without hesitation.

"It means I love you."

"...."

Why is my face inexplicably heating up?

At this timing, blushing might lead to misunderstandings. It's just a temporary thing due to working for a bit and raising body temperature.

Mentally berating himself, he deliberately stared at the wall.

"So, I've decided to help."

"To help with what?"

"Actually, whether it's here or where I used to live, as long as you're there, it doesn't matter."

'You seem to look more beautiful when you smile.'

He was engulfed in a sense of foreboding.

Let's talk about an old story for a moment.

Now, no matter how hard he tries, he can't get anywhere, so he gave up and feels no emotions.

But back then, stalkers were scary, annoying, incomprehensible beings.

Moreover, since the moment Chaeseol found out about me, she had been so obsessed for four years that she followed me everywhere, showing her affection in her own way, insisting on doing whatever she wanted.

That's how relentless she was.

"I'll help you go back. I've come up with a good way."

Originally, everything started with you, but now you say you'll help.

Of course, if we must compare, being obsessed with in this world is better than being obsessed with in South Korea.

However, the problem is that despite portraying him as if there were some backstory, the fact remains that Chaeseol is a strange woman.

The emotions he feels now are just meaningless illusions.

In summary...

...Can I trust Chaeseol?

"I agree with Hanul about your thoughts. We can't just hand over valuable leaves without knowing anything."

"So, is waiting the only option?"

"But before that, why are the people here so obsessed with that leaf?"

Obsession.

An emotion that constantly attracts one's mind, making them unable to forget and always engrossed in it.

The reason why the people here are fixated on a leaf with eyes...

Come to think of it, why?

Even at a glance, why are these aristocrats who seem like they'd burst into flames if you provoke them, so dissatisfied?

It doesn't seem like such a simple leaf would fetch such a high price, nor is it a treasure passed down through generations.

Perhaps it promises a long and healthy life if consumed.

One thing is certain: there is a secret.

"...In games and novels, there's usually one place where magic doesn't work."

"The only place where magic doesn't work?"

"Usually, if 'that' works, it's too unfair."

Right.

Come to think of it, Chaeseol was more of a fan of otherworldly stories than I was. After all, we first met at a bookstore.

Looking at the definition of fantasy literature, the foundation of otherworldly stories:

Events unfolding in a virtual world, countless inexplicable things happening, breaking conventions repeatedly, be it in literary works or movies.

She listed places where magic doesn't work in such a worldview.

"So, it means that this eye-catching leaf plays an impossible role as a life-giving herb through magic?"

As Chaeseol painted, she gestured towards the back.

A drawing of a leaf on the yellowed wall.

In the center of the picture, as if a notorious criminal or the worst villain were being wanted, there was a leaf drawn.

And somewhere, a bustling crowd kept moving inexplicably.

They were running so fast that it was hard to see clearly, but it seemed like they had dirtied themselves all over, as if they had been rolling in grass.

"Well, seeing them so busy, it seems like someone important is in danger."

"In that case, maybe there's no need to wait. If what you say is true, that person could die from the delay."

That's when it happened.

"Clear the way!!"

Far away, something began to advance slowly, raising a sandstorm on the barren land, reminiscent of an ancient king's procession, causing everyone to hesitate and make way.

Some hesitated to move and listened intently, while others hurriedly vacated their spots.

Five words. With horns here, probably unicorns.

On top of a massive carriage led by five unicorns, a bloated furnace exuded the smell of money, glaring down at everyone with a sinister face.

"Everyone out! Those who block the path of our great leader will die where they stand!"

Leader.

At first glance, he seemed like a king, but judging by the words of the one who had just issued a command and the expressions of those around him, that was not the case.

Quite literally a leader, or perhaps a tyrant.

No matter how high his position, openly displaying tyranny in front of a crowd. Judging by the atmosphere of the village, it was not a situation where one group dominated the whole.

Moreover, if such behavior were to be exposed to those above this man, he would surely not escape responsibility.

It is clear that there was a time of kings and knights, but since this doesn't seem to be Earth in the first place, perhaps it holds no significance.

Amidst the hushed atmosphere, no one dared to step forward.

"...The timing is perfect."

"What did you say?"

"Now, Hanwool."

Chaeseol grabbed my wrist and hurried into a narrow alley.

"What are you trying to do?"

"Right now."

"Right now?"

Then, she whispered so softly in my ear that no one else could hear.

"Herbs, let's go."

        
            The perfect balance of humidity, not too damp nor dry.

The temperature in the room, where coolness and warmth coexisted, was as delicate as his condition.

Outside the door, the incessant clamor continued. It was only natural since the person in charge could not attend to the patient's needs.

A mysterious illness that refused to improve.

As the days passed and his condition worsened, the loyal crimson-feathered servant began to tremble.

"Great Sage...! This won't do."

The marching band and chaotic commotion from outside tormented his eyes and ears.

Perhaps the current world leader and Great Sage lying incapacitated.

He seemed to be posturing as a king, convinced of the death of 'Rumpel.'

The Royal Knights of Behimos were not solely tasked with protecting Rumpel.

They were individuals driven by his desire to protect all life in Behimos, fostering harmony among different races.

Rumpel embodied such ideals.

A leader known for dedication to coexistence and selflessness, rather than self-preservation.

However, the very person entrusted with his closest counsel seemed to be secretly celebrating his demise.

Witnessing this, the Deputy Knight Commander rose, embracing a fiery resolve.

"Though you are my direct superior, I can no longer stand idly by and watch the folly of a naive fool! I will go out immediately, whether to cut off that blockhead or set fire to the O'ben Forest and bring back the leaves."

"...Leave him be."

His voice, weak even with a raised staff, barely carried.

A voice so faint that it would go unheard if not listened to carefully, signaling his dwindling strength.

One who had a habit of explaining everything now refrained from stating why he should ignore the reckless behavior.

No, he couldn't move an inch.

Each word to him felt like crossing into hell.

Despair.

His current state was truly one of despair.

Look at those outside who have lost their minds.

The faces showed the futility of losing a leader and the despair of facing a new world.

According to tradition and law, some foolish lackey would likely seize power. Moreover, time seemed to favor the other side.

With fists clenched in the face of a future without hope, there seemed to be no way out.

...Unless a miracle occurred.

"Deputy Commander!"

The lad who remained calm in any situation.

Even he, who remained composed even as his comrade lay dying, rushed breathlessly.

It wasn't just a hurried visit; he sensed something truly important.

Moreover, what he held in his hands was unmistakably a replica of the O'ben leaf shell. He must have been involved with O'ben leaves until just a moment ago.

His agitation began to convey hope in line with expectations.

"I found it...!"

"Found it, really?"

There was only one thing to hope for in this situation.

Seeing the lad's flushed face, it seemed the awaited moment had arrived.

Was there truly no way to avoid death?

It was a moment of grasping hope after reaching the depths of despair.

"Well done! Quickly, bring it to the Great Sage! Time is of the essence!"

He grabbed the lad's proud shoulders and shed tears.

Legends were not just legends.

Providing robust vitality when consumed, the mystical plant that offered stronger vigor than before.

The man who had been the strongest knight known through the ages reportedly ate an O'ben leaf between meals and snacks.

Although it took time to find, what could be more crucial?

As he hastened to receive the leaf, a sense of unease crept in.

"Why are you empty-handed?"

He couldn't answer that question.

The pallor that had been present when he entered had deepened, mirroring theirs.

Soon, he realized that the information he received was not secured but stumbled upon.

Behind great hope always lurked a shadowy aspect.

"...What, now...?"

“That... seems to be what the wandering man I saw during the day discovered. It's definitely authentic in appearance and emotion, but unless a 'deal' is made, he won't hand it over....”

“Do you not understand the current situation? Don't fall for such shallow tricks; instead, either rob or extort the money!”

“So, we are currently in a standoff, threatening to swallow it right here....”

“Damn it!!”

The deputy chief could hardly contain the rising anger.

To dare to trade with someone's life, especially the breath of one crucial to the world.

I don't know what tribe they belong to, but judging by their insistence on the document, they must be well aware of the current situation.

One day, they will have to bear responsibility for this.

“We have the Great Sage with us. I intended to hold my ground, but I can't afford to waste any more time.”

“Deputy Chief….”

“I will personally bring the Ovem leaf.”

And so, he took heavy steps towards the wanderers.

***

“...Will this work?”

“Yes. It won't break like this.”

This was a 'special sturdy spider web' easily available even in the market.

It boasted a strength that could not be cut without considerable skill or a good lever.

Although it was cheap compared to its performance due to its commonality, in their penniless situation, it wasn't easy to obtain.

...My arm hurts from moving things around so much.

“It might be better to wear it around your neck. My clothes are torn from falling off the cliff earlier.”

“What happened?”

Chaeseol asked about that.

“Oh, that.”

Just ten minutes ago.

The Alliance Leader couldn't have imagined that this simple wanderer would cause such a stir.

But his expectations were pleasantly overturned.

From the foolish subordinates to the apparent head of this place, everyone seemed so shocked that their eyes almost popped out.

No matter how you look at it, a unicorn is just a pearl necklace on a pig's neck.

Scenes from historical dramas or period pieces where those unable to ascend to the throne plot to assassinate the king or devise schemes came to mind.

He clearly seemed to be saying, 'If the king dies, I'm next in line, so maybe I should start making moves.'

As expected, the figure resembling a king was dangerous, and this could be the master key to curing that illness.

“Hey, don't touch it without permission.”

Where.

She reflexively slapped the hand reaching for the leaf.

“Oh, oh, oh, how...!!! How did you do this!!!!”

“Geez, your eyes are popping out.”

The cold gaze that had been watching us turned into a respectful one.

Although when they first came in, they showed such fierce eyes, now that they've got something they need, they're all polite.

After all, heroes in troubled times are treated exceptionally.

If even I were to solve a problem for them in one go, what wouldn't they offer in return? I understood their attitude perfectly.

Anyway, I'll give this to them....

“When will the permit be ready?”

“I-I will give it to you now!! I will give it to you right now!! Anything!! Please wait for the permit!!”

“What's so good about having it? I've lived without it until now.”

“If I had known you were such an esteemed person.... With this, you can move freely in any region and be relieved of the obligation to follow royal orders!”

Are they kidding me right now?

How great can a permit be? A permit. Do they eat with it hanging from their mouths?

If it's so hard to get, it should become a card that lets you get anything for free or a ticket that lets you travel anywhere easily.

Was this document, traded for a stroke of luck, nothing more than a piece of paper turning a commoner into a noble?

Perhaps it's a shabby treatment for a hero who may have saved the world.

“But if you tear it like this, won't it be useless?”

“Haha, it already has a binding spell on it, so it's fine. The document is just for record-keeping.”

“Alright. Since you gave it to me, I'll make good use of it.”

"Thank you. So, about the Oben leaf..."

She gently pushed away the approaching hand once again.

"I didn't say I would give it to you."

"...??? Pardon??"

"???"

No matter how you look at it, it's a rude thing to do.

Trying to exchange the esteemed and precious Oben leaf with a mere permit and a few coins?

Are the people in this world ill-tempered or bad at calculating money?

It would be a huge loss to end the deal like this.

If this is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, one must squeeze every last drop out of it to avoid regrets later.

"Haha, hahaha! Of course. Of course. Please just take it. Do you think we would only offer this? Naturally, there will be money involved...."

"Money is fine, but I need something else."

"If it's something else...."

That day, a demon whispered to the head of the alliance.

"Tell the guy playing knight with a red feather."

I have what you're looking for.

If you want it, come find me yourself.

After turning their hideout upside down and more than 10 minutes had passed,

A familiar silhouette began to appear in the distance.

"They're coming over there."

Even from this distance, it was clear.

The footsteps of the guy whose face was flushed from dancing in our grip.

He seems quite angry, so we should be prepared too.

As a precaution for unforeseen circumstances, I muttered to myself, "Chew on the Oben leaf."

Now, let's see who comes out on top.

        
            Rune.

That was the name of the guy who looked down on us earlier as if we were beneath him.

If there's a figure as significant as a king ruling the nation, then there must be a guard protecting him too.

The unique pattern engraved under his crimson feathers likely signifies this place, and he must be someone belonging to the ranks of knights.

"...Is what you want my information?"

"Well, more like wanting to know your name before making a big request."

"You suddenly got concise. Fine. Speak."

Judging by the atmosphere of the soldiers following behind, it's clear that the guy occupying the space is important.

I will demand three things.

"Of course, you need money. I want enough for a year's worth of lodging and wages."

"You heartless fellow. Do you even know how much the deputy commander of the royal knights earns?"

"Not yet. I'd be disappointed if it all boiled down to just money."

One must choose carefully.

I have no idea how long I'll have to stay here.

Money alone cannot ensure security.

Moreover, using money for settling down might quickly lead to bankruptcy.

Something necessary for living here, possessing more value than money.

"I need power."

"Power?"

"I've heard that wanderers like us struggle to find a way to survive. With humble origins, one must have some impressive abilities, right?"

"...Impressive abilities? I don't understand. However, I can't grant you magic powers, especially considering your uncertain backgrounds."

He firmly stated.

He cannot grant power.

This world operates with magic and supernatural abilities.

No matter how much money you have, without the strength to protect yourself, it's meaningless.

But why hide that fact? Can't even the market ladies use it?

It was time for drastic measures.

"Hey, wait! What are you trying to do now?"

"Oh, don't you see? Just wanted to taste a bit."

"You fool! If you damage the leaf, it loses its effectiveness!"

"I didn't know that. Do you happen to know if eating this will make fire come out of my hands?"

Do I look like I want to eat this unidentified weed?

Even so, it seems like I'm in a position to help you.

Since we both need something from each other, shouldn't we cooperate?

Judging by the look on your face, it seems like your patience is wearing thin. It's time to stop.

"...It's not going to work. It's impossible for weak wanderers to absorb magic with their bodies. I cannot fulfill your demands."

"Oh, I see. You're the one protecting this place, right?"

"What's with the sudden...?"

"In fact, before arriving here, I was also involved in protecting the country."

"Are you saying you're a knight in hiding?"

"Not a knight, but part of the army, where there's a legend that comes down."

Sizzle-

"If it doesn't work, make it work."

"Okay, okay, wait! I understand! I get it!!"

Although it didn't take long, there was a fact I learned upon landing in this world.

You can't say it in words.

By giving power to the Oben leaf and making a sound, the desired answer finally emerged.

Just by slightly twisting it, if this is the reaction, it must be something really important.

...I somehow feel like I've become a villain.

"So, you understand, right? A place to stay for a while, a year's worth of wages, and some magical thing to protect yourself."

Even if the guy is unlucky, how could you pull out all the hair on his body to make a long coat?

That would be too cruel, so this deal is quite gentlemanly.

"Since we're talking about it, bring it now. It's easy to deduct a year's worth of wages from the national treasury."

"...Fine. I'll introduce you to a place where you can infuse magic."

Should have done this politely from the beginning.

And it wouldn't hurt to smooth out that flushed face.

As a final act of waiting for a little while, he handed over a substantial bundle, a key, and a note.

Finding a place to stay before nightfall meant avoiding homelessness.

He shook the trembling hand and wiped tears of emotion with it after receiving the obin leaf.

"Well, with just this...."

"It was a good deal."

"...Wanderer with no name, let me give you one piece of advice."

Rarun delivered a heavy warning.

"If you go to the place written on that paper, stay alert."

With those words, he hastily withdrew from his position.

It's unsettling; I must be cautious.

The paper contained descriptions of a structure with no indication of the handwriting resembling a sign and an address.

That was all that was written.

Regardless, the deal was concluded well, so it shouldn't matter.

"Phew."

At least financially, he felt a bit relieved now.

Major events had transpired in less than a day, but what mattered most was that he was still alive.

To return with an intact body, he needed to adapt perfectly to this place.

For that purpose,

"Even if I'm a little tired, I have to finish what needs to be done."

Chaeseol-a also agreed with this.

According to the instructions, straight ahead for about 5 minutes from here, then turn east and follow along where there is a well for another 5 minutes.

If you continue without paying attention to the signboard at the front of the alley that comes out...

"It seems like no lie."

An old house with gilded walls on the outer wall.

Compared to the clean street just seen, this place seemed as though it had experienced an earthquake.

A door that didn't even seem like a place where people could live.

Knocking cautiously on the door that was slightly ajar, revealing the inside.

"......"

The door opened with just a knock before it could even fulfill its purpose.

The interior of the welcoming house creaked and was incredibly desolate.

It was cluttered like a house abandoned in wartime, emitting a nauseating smell as if cleaning had never been done before.

"Wait a moment, Hanul."

At that moment, Chaeseol-a suddenly blocked my path.

He began to guard the interior with a somewhat serious expression.

He showed an extremely heavy expression as if he had a foreboding feeling.

"Why, what's wrong?"

"I smell something."

"A smell? Now that you mention it, it does feel a bit damp..."

"No."

Eventually, Chaeseol-a uttered the words 'a woman's scent.'

"This won't do. Let's kiss."

"What, what are you saying?"

"We have to do it before you show yourself to another woman."

"What are you talking about. Suddenly, what...!"

Chaeseol-a tripped me over as I stood there.

Wait a minute. This is serious right now.

Whether he intended to passionately kiss in a place he had never seen before or not, his eyes showed determination.

It was when the face of the boy, who scratched his face with his long hair and blushed slightly, approached.

"Oh, what a lovely pair."

A white-haired fox appeared.

Moreover, she was completely naked without even wearing a single thread.

"But married couples should do that at home."

"Oh, no! Hanul, close your eyes! The knife, the knife...!"

"Oh my, have you never seen the body of an unmarried woman? Be ashamed."

"...I swear I didn't see anything. Please put on some clothes."

"I saw it, what."

Her name was Mary.

As she fumbled with the clothes stuck in the corner and sat down, she revealed her name.

From finding a remote house in such a remote place, our purpose seemed to have already been seen through.

"So, Rarun sent you."

"What is this place?"

"Nothing special. Just doing this and that."

This and that.

As the growing unease towards her turned into distrust,

Mary yawned loudly, saying, "It's all over," and then got up from her seat.

"Since everything you want is already inside, you can go in."

"So soon? Besides, we haven't said anything yet."

"To a genius magician, everything is visible. It's because of Rarun's request that I made it 'special' for you."

"No, at least an explanation..."

"I paid special attention, so you'll know when the time comes. I treated you specially because it's my style. By the way, while we're at it, would you like to date me?"

In response to those words, Chaeseol-a immediately grabbed Mary by the collar.

"XXX. XXX!"

"Cha-Chaeseol-a!"

"Oh, surprised, aren't you? Or did you misunderstand?"

Unbelievable things had happened.

Mary, who was being grabbed by the collar, pulled Chaesol towards her and kissed her deeply.

Startled and flustered, she tried to push away his shoulders, but once again he pulled her in, sharing a breath so deep it felt suffocating.

"Of course, even boys can be cute, but I was talking about you. If you're interested, feel free to come find me anytime."

"Crazy... crazy X!"

"You're cute, anyway, since business is done for today, I'm off to bed. Goodbye."

After causing a commotion, whether to really go to sleep or not, he lay down on the sofa just three steps away.

The snoring that followed hinted at her personality.

Leaving that place where Chaesol started to darken as he barely restrained himself from looking like he was about to kill Mary.

Once they were alone, it seemed like they calmed down.

Using that as an excuse, although not letting go of the hug, night had fallen anyway.

We couldn't know what tricks he had up his sleeve for us, but it was a gamble we had to take at least once.

Even if we end up stabbed in the back, there's no other choice.

We must follow our fate.

"That guy has a conscience, after all."

This is my home now.

The first house prepared in this world had only a table and a bed to share stories, but it was quite decent with its clean and spacious area.

Comfort bubbled up, fatigue rushing in.

Still, this is a pretty good start, isn't it?

It bothers me that it's not a room for one person.

"I'll say this beforehand, living together is strange..."

He was a beast.

Such quick speed.

I've been uneasy about the decreasing number of words since earlier.

Whether it's not completely calm, Chaesol pushed me onto the bed with force.

At the same time, his arms and legs that slowly wrapped around me began to embrace my body.

"I... this is strange."

"...You were always strange."

"Is that so...?"

This.

The atmosphere is a bit strange.

His hands seem to be moving on their own somewhere.

Something felt more intense than usual in his eyes, breathing, and face.

"Well then, I'll do something strange."

        
            "...."

"...."

The second day in this world.

Due to the events of the previous day, I picked up the bedsheet scattered on the floor.

It was a scene that indicated how much of a mess it had been.

Then, I roughly tidied my disheveled hair and started putting on the discarded outerwear.

Neither of us spoke. More accurately, we avoided eye contact as if we couldn't bear to meet each other's gaze.

Gradually, the sigh in my heart drifted back to the events of yesterday.

...

To be honest, the bond with Yi Seol wasn't always deep.

Regardless of whose fault it was, it always left behind shallow traces.

As if it were a predetermined fate.

Of course, it was sad.

There are memories of sadness, longing, and painful moments.

However, in front of the drug called time, those emotions became increasingly dull, forming a barrier that blocked any connection.

"...Cold."

But Chaeseol was different.

Simply put, she was someone who had been crossing over that huge barrier like it was her own doorstep from the very beginning until this moment.

I didn't like that.

The suffocating obsession, love tinged with madness.

The possessiveness that choked me, these were not things I desired.

Yet, whenever I came to my senses, the person beside me remained the same.

"Whimper... Whimper..."

Her hands exploring every corner of my body took my finger joints and brought them to her lips.

Her mouth, which used to only speak of love, now tenderly began to lick my fingertips.

The sound of our lips lightly touching tickled my ears.

Her single-minded focus on me, getting intoxicated by the sweetness like eating candy, gradually made her face blush.

Starting from the fingers, moving to the wrists, collarbones, and even the nape of the neck.

Her fragrant breath and eager lips tantalized every part of my body endlessly.

In the end, there was no hesitation in the sweet breath that met mine.

No, there was never any hesitation to begin with.

"Join..."

Softly, her eyes closed.

I should resist.

I should despise this person to death.

It's too far gone to admit to having feelings for her.

A better emotion than usual arose.

Delusion. This is clearly a delusion.

...It must be a delusion.

The vivid memory of soft pudding and sticky yet sweet syrup.

The disheveled bedsheets lay around us unnoticed.

"...Uh, ha, Hanyul..."

Breathing became rough, consciousness faded.

I pulled Chaeseol back and laid her on the bed.

Her black hair, contrasting with the white bed, even in its tangled state, was dazzling.

Her naturally blushing face, imbued with moonlight like a girl in love, radiated vitality.

Unconsciously, my outstretched right hand rested on her thigh along her waist.

The soft yet firm flesh triggered impulses hidden in the corners.

...However.

Was she always this beautiful?

...

Surprisingly, both of us fainted at this exact moment.

The cause was the eccentric magic of the white-haired mischief-maker.

Time passed until morning in that state, and upon waking up, we discovered a note in the pocket with the following contents:

Forgot to mention verbally, so leaving it in writing.

The magical power you've absorbed is a special force that's hard to control, so be careful.

Also, when first receiving it, you might experience temporary confusion and fainting a few hours later.

Lastly, if bored, feel free to drop by, ending with a heart symbol.

"...Yeonhanyul."

At that moment, I was startled by the sudden call of my name.

Turning my head, I saw Chaeseol, her mouth tightly shut as if she had something to say.

"Yesterday doesn't count."

"Huh?"

"You're too reckless, annoying, and frustrating."

She looked like she was about to burst into tears at any moment.

"How dare you... steal my first kiss... and almost make a fool of me by mixing in jokes?"

To put it plainly, stealing the first kiss by matching lips recklessly and being led to move as if by some unseen force.

These two things tainted Chaeseol's 'love.'

"I was going to wait until you loved me on your own, but I've changed my mind."

"What..."

"Ye Han-wool, I will personally bring you down one day."

I knew he was audacious, but I didn't expect him to be this straightforward.

Rather than speaking in the tone of 'Someday I will surpass you,' as seen in typical boy growth novels, it's better not to say such things.

Although I felt like I had already spent a day due to the previous day's commotion, it was only now that the next day truly began.

The deep contemplation of how to proceed from here in this place.

The goal here is not settlement but return.

Not knowing what power Mary gave me, and with an absolute lack of information about this world.

At times like this, there is only one thing to hope for.

"Other wanderers?"

"Yes."

It was a concern from the start.

In this world, there exist others known as wanderers like us.

When grouped into the same category, they are likely similar in appearance or some other aspect.

In the former case, undoubtedly cases like ours who have landed here by chance.

Most likely starting from scratch, they would lack quality information.

But even a blank sheet can be much better. Useless content to one person could be invaluable to another depending on who receives it.

Therefore, the first step was to find those who have landed here and seek their cooperation.

"There must be more than just us. Their numbers may exceed expectations. We should approach them and gather all the information they know."

"But what if we find others who are uncooperative?"

"Don't worry about that."

Apologies to our comrades, but our starting line is different.

Of course, if we hadn't fallen into this forest, we would have been struggling for survival with nothing but our bare hands.

But don't blame fate. Luck is never just a coincidence.

The method devised to lure them in was to use Ovem leaves to trade for funds and entice them with the proceeds.

It might end at buying information with money, but with luck, they could become reliable allies in overcoming future challenges.

"They are surely struggling financially. If we use the money that Rune guy gave us yesterday, we'll easily win them over."

Ugh. It's so heavy; my arm will get sore if I keep holding it.

That guy, despite his appearance, communicates well and is more significant than I thought.

Come to think of it, I wonder what the currency looks like in this place.

I won't have to worry about working for at least a year...

"...."

"...Han-wool? What's wrong?"

Rustle rustle-

This, this can't be right.

Why is this all there is?

Inside the large bundle were black gravel and a few coins that seemed to be the currency of this place.

I couldn't believe it. No, I couldn't accept it, so I emptied it out mercilessly until the rustling sound disappeared.

"You...!!"

Caught off guard.

I should have checked right there yesterday. I was too careless.

I couldn't have imagined that people playing with their lives over a meal would pull such a stunt.

At that moment, something fluttered to the ground at the very bottom of the bundle.

"...A note. Did that guy write this?"

-To the wanderer who visited Behimos:

We commend the feats you have achieved.

Though we are different in appearance and status,

we must maintain the courtesy of expressing gratitude to our benefactors.

Thanks to this, we have been able to overcome great difficulties.

Once again, we express our heartfelt gratitude.

Additionally, we have left the money you desired.

I, Rune, have pledged a true reward without a single error

in the name and honor of Larun. Please appreciate this.

For your information, I have always refused money in favor of honor.

The gravel is complimentary.

"Argh!!"

As if punching his face, he crumpled the note and threw it against the wall.

Good grief.

Did I think the backbone leading the knights in this world worked for passion pay?

This idiot refused more money from the country?

"Darn it... This will barely cover a few meals."

"If you continue like this, you won't be able to entice others."

"My clothes are too different from the attire here; I'll have to buy new ones."

How long has it been since I let my guard down for this kind of problem to erupt overnight?

The most fundamental and crucial thing disappears at once, imposing restrictions on everything.

Taking the first step in this world, unable to even eat or rest properly—it's a rough start.

"...No, that can't happen. Until I return, I'll live without envy."

"How will you manage?"

A final measure left behind in case such unfortunate events occur.

Money tends to dwindle as you spend it.

No matter how much you use it, instead of disappearing, it grows steadily—the foundation, skills.

Here, power is synonymous with skill, the last means to extend one's lifeline.

"Yesterday, I heard from the Union Chief that there are no restrictions based on race or status when receiving requests."

Honestly, upon coming to this world, I expected battles to unfold like daily meals.

However, I am not someone who enjoys fighting, nor am I a martial artist who revels in exercise or combat.

Jumping into the battlefield just for money isn't exactly glamorous.

If that guy didn't incorporate tricks into his "cheat-level" ability...

If it truly is a cheat-level ability, life might be more comfortable than expected.

"Let's go. To stop the monster."

Since things have turned out this way, let's become wealthy.

        
            Starting from elves to various demi-humans and individuals who appear to be mercenaries, and even a fellow with the air of a swindler.

Behind the Union Leader stood an enormous notice board where beings from all races gathered from every direction for one purpose without discrimination.

What they were aiming for was the flood of requests pouring in from all over. Among them were missions lucrative enough to sustain a living solely through rewards.

[Belderos. Subjugation Reward 400,000,000,000...]

One of the atrocities of the Demon King, the only absolute powerhouse yet to be sealed. It is said that efforts are being made to awaken him once again after being sealed for countless ages.

"...So, this terrifying-looking fellow is some kind of atrocity or something, right?"

"Yeah."

This world... I couldn't believe it at first, but there really is a Demon King. It's such a cliché setting, but at least they seem to have succeeded in sealing him.

I thought things were peaceful here. Is everything going haywire again recently?

No matter how exceptional Mary's abilities may be, facing a boss from the start is nearly impossible.

The fact that there are probably so many zeros attached to that guy's name indicates he's practically untouchable. Since it's the beginning, we should find something more appropriate for a balanced match.

"For example, something like this."

[Looking for a hero to subdue the wild dogs invading Elise's farm.]

If it's just a family-run farm in the village, dealing with a mere pack of wild dogs is perfect for a beginner.

Although it's a bit tucked away at the end of the board, it shouldn't matter.

In fact, there might be a hidden gem that no one else has discovered.

"Alright. This looks good."

"...The woman's name."

It seems the gender of the client is a concern.

"Just in case, don't do anything weird if the client happens to be a woman."

"......"

"If you behave, I'll let you hold hands as much as you want."

"Really?"

Other than their first encounter back where they used to live, Chae Seol-A knew very little about Mary.

What she realized after coming to this world is that her physical abilities are better than expected.

Considering how she kept up with me, who did track and field in my younger days, her stamina had been proven.

That means cooperating with him would lead to a safer life in this world.

Perhaps until she can return home, she will have to toughen up and survive, as running away won't make things better.

A strategy of giving in and gaining strength.

"...Not right now, but after the mission is over."

"I'll manage somehow! So, shall we start now?"

Did he know she could smile so brightly?

Anyway, starting with the mission to defeat the farm's wild dog, she opened the door to a full-fledged life in this new world.

Tearing the request paper and tucking it into her pocket, she set off towards the Union Leader, feeling a mix of tension and excitement.

But that hopeful heart soon turned into regret.

As she rented a carriage through the permit she received the day before and embarked on a two-hour long yet short journey.

The scenery unfolding beyond the city limits was desolate.

If the village seemed barren, this area felt like it could dry up and die any moment.

Building a farm on land where it seems neither humans can live nor animals survive.

She didn't know who the farm owner and client were, but as the carriage ventured deeper, his figure became clearer.

By the time the horses pulling the carriage let out a loud neigh, they arrived at their destination with everyone's energy depleted.

"If the map is correct..."

Yesterday, she purchased a special spider silk thread from a store and also obtained an additional map. It's a bit worn and sparse in places, but it's undoubtedly accurate.

The continent 'Teia' is one massive landmass divided into 11 countries.

"Sernium" was a country mentioned in the letter from La Rune, right in the middle of "Behimos." Essentially, we found ourselves visiting "Erma," slightly to the right of Sernium's center.

In this outskirts area, a signboard boldly stating "Erma" caught our eyes.

"Behimos is a whole different story from this place. There are no passersby, and it feels ambiguous to call it a village."

"Hey."

Chaeseol pointed beyond the signboard to a guidepost.

It divided the main locations of the village into seven parts, with arrows pointing in various directions on a tall wooden statue.

Among them, one stood out with something previously painted over in black, and on top of it was written 'Alice's Farm.'

It could be that they were too lazy to make a new guidepost, but an uneasy feeling crept in somehow.

Moreover, judging by what was listed as the main places of the village, it implied either not on a family scale or quite large in size.

"Anyway, since we've come this far, we should go. Dealing with a few stray dogs is all there is to it."

"Yeah."

Following the arrows, we soon felt the ground becoming damp.

It was a stark contrast to the desolate village we had just passed through, almost as if saying that from here on, it was the path to the farm.

Soon, vast fields and a few buildings that seemed like barns came into view. And a house that seemed to oversee all of this.

"We've really come all the way..."

"Oh my, are you the heroes from the Union?"

Looking closely, a man who seemed to be the client was already approaching us. It was clear he recognized us right away, probably due to the headache he had been dealing with.

A bit peculiar with a mountain-like build that didn't match his rugged face and tone.

And a faceless suit of armor.

He introduced himself as Alice and explained the details.

"Have you seen our village? If you saw it on your way here, you'd know that it's a place where not even ants can survive, and people are gradually leaving."

"...Yes, it seems like even the farms are suffering."

"That's right! The land is already tough for anything to thrive, and those creatures are devouring everything in sight, making it impossible to live."

"Just ordinary stray dogs?"

"Well, yes, but there's quite a large number of them roaming around the village, so if you're not careful, you could get seriously hurt."

"We'll step in first. Let's try to solve this before they cause more harm."

"Oh, how courageous. Your arms are thick too..."

Chaeseol seemed ready to confront anyone, regardless of gender, but she seemed to hold back, perhaps recalling a promise made earlier.

Just by looking at her face, which seemed to be carefully considering something, I could tell what she was thinking.

According to the map he handed us, the most vulnerable and crucial supply point of the farm located to the right was the chicken coop.

Especially considering their blatant focus solely on the chickens, it was evident that they would undoubtedly attack the coop today as well.

The plan was to start with the basics since we didn't know what would happen. Two heads are better than one. We would take position a bit away from the coop and observe the creatures from afar.

Then, when they inevitably attacked, we would threaten them appropriately and drive them away.

Of course, things wouldn't be resolved so easily. Hence, the second plan involved the leftover special spider silk.

If they felt threatened and ran away, we would attach the silk to one of them and let go until they ran far away.

After some time, the silk would stop moving, presenting an opportunity to track down their leader.

Then it would be simple. We would counterattack the leader and finish the mission.

"By the way, is that a chicken over there?"

Come to think of it, this was another world, and the horse we saw yesterday was not ordinary—it was a unicorn.

Even the carriage we rode in looked different from what we were used to.

Perhaps that's why the chickens on the farm also seemed unusual.

"...It looks like a phoenix. To think that a phoenix is laying eggs in a chicken coop."

Lost in the mystical sight for a moment, as the sun began to set gradually, cries could be heard from somewhere.

Simultaneously, the phoenixes in the coop, startled, ran around in confusion without regaining their composure.

Seems like they are frightened by the predator's sounds.

Thankfully, they are signaling heavily while approaching.

Once they enter the encirclement, we must definitely ensnare them with spider webs.

Carrying stakes and wooden shields just in case made me feel more secure.

"They're here...!"

Suddenly, they appeared like arrows.

Swift movements filled with tension. Rough breaths and drooling at the sight of prey.

They roar deeply as if declaring this as their territory.

After finishing their declaration, they immediately started surrounding the phoenixes to aim at them.

"Wait, something's different."

An ordinary wild dog.

Far from being a mere wolf.

A body comparable to a tiger seen in a zoo when young, with tusks protruding long and sharp like an elephant's ivory.

The rugged appearance and fierce claws indicated that he was no ordinary creature.

Moreover, there were not just one but twenty of such creatures.

An unexpected situation.

Regardless of their numbers, they looked more ferocious than anticipated.

Especially, those spear-like tusks seemed so imposing that once pierced, it would be impossible to escape. Jumping into that would be nothing short of suicide.

"...Chaeseol, this doesn't seem right."

Gone.

The one who was beside me just moments ago is gone.

And now, standing right in front of me.

Facing a pack of giant wild dogs.

Their blatant appearance has already exposed our presence.

"Hah, this feels too easy somehow."

If someone were reading our story, they wouldn't understand.

Jumping into a perilous situation without even knowing what abilities the person gave us.

It would be quite incomprehensible.

However, time was on our side.

Before leaving for Erma.

Deploying into real action without any practice beforehand doesn't add up.

We found the forest where we first landed before heading out on our mission.

It was to confirm if we truly received extraordinary abilities.

I quickly scanned the surroundings and focused my mind.

Since I didn't hear any specific spells or rituals, concentrating on drawing out something from within seemed to be the right approach.

Visualization.

Clearing my mind of distractions and solely focusing on visualization.

Even if it's vague, it's fine. Just hoping for something to come out, I concentrated endlessly.

The subtle flow of unfamiliarity felt in meditation.

Converging that flow into a single point, branching out into dozens, hundreds of directions.

As time passed.

Finally, something began to flicker in my grasp.

"Honestly, I thought you were not just extraordinary but a trickster."

Suddenly, a lightning bolt as bright as molten metal streaked past before my eyes, leaving a massive trail behind.

The thunderous sound of the powerful lightning struck a tree, engulfing it in darkness as if it had been bombed.

'Visualization.'

Chaeseol's ability, after numerous thoughts, turned out to be visualization.

Without using any special weapons or techniques, she condensed pure magic to release it, a kind of explosive magic.

Black as her hair, accompanied by immeasurable high-voltage current, was its significant feature.

She could grasp it, wield it, and even throw it freely, truly a 'trickster-level' ability.

On the other hand, my ability...

"This is way too unfair."

"Hold my hand."

"Sure. It's a promise. But more importantly, since the operation didn't go as planned, it might be difficult to eliminate them."

When the smell of gunpowder fills the vicinity of the chicken coop.

From the bushes at the back of the farm, similar yet distinct sounds could be heard.

The moment the figure revealed itself, its identity was unmistakable without a word.

The ship was massive, with the size of a large fang, scars covering its entire body, and a completely different aura.

It referred to itself as the leader.

Upon seeing his own group wiped out in a single blow, he couldn't hide his rough breathing.

The clear gaze seemed like it would charge at any moment...

"Chaeseol!!"

In an instant.

In the blink of an eye, he disappeared from sight.

When he turned at the sound that followed,

A lone figure's shadow was about to ambush Chaeseol.

There's no way to avoid this.

Chaeseol is undoubtedly capable of defending against attacks, but if caught by that...

Thud...!!!

A few seconds later, a roar echoed through the village.

        
            There is a common saying in battles that the best defense is the best offense.

If we delve a bit deeper into that saying, it means that the moment an infinitely solid defense can completely deflect the enemy's attack, the enemy will disappear.

Enduring stamina, impenetrable body.

At least two conditions must be met to use the term "best defense."

For example, blocking a dog's body blow with just a wooden shield.

"Ugh... This is on a whole different level from hitting a tree. Are you okay?"

"......"

"Why is your face turning red and no response..."

Again.

He staggered, dragging his body and then rushed at me vigorously.

However, an attack that has been experienced once is too easy to respond to.

Lowering the center of gravity again, shifting the right leg slightly back, crossing arms to raise the guard, protecting the face, neck, and abdomen.

"Thunk, crack...! Nng."

When Chaeseol spat out a powerful lightning bolt using magic.

I couldn't do it like her.

More precisely, there seemed to be a difference in essence. The magic that came to me seemed to say that not only could I not make such an attack, but I couldn't do it in the first place.

It was a serious problem.

If one must always be prepared for any situation, any useless strength would only be a burden.

That made me so angry that I struck the tree next to me with all my might.

Even if I got angry at myself, this would be impossible.

To leave only the base so perfectly was something I had never imagined.

It's a fantasy setting, but isn't this an error? Being able to do this just because I received an unidentified power without any training.

Suddenly, her words came to mind.

She might have heard it, but I did.

The sound of her muttering that magic would be proportional to desire before we left.

Ordinary humans cannot smash a thick log with a punch. My strength would also stay at that level. So, if that's the case, it must be solely due to the power of magic.

'...If it's not emission but absorption?'

Chaeseol's ability literally explodes by flowing current through magic.

I couldn't do that either. But if it's the opposite, absorption.

Thinking it was worth a try, I found a huge rock and slammed my body against it with all my might.

The result exceeded imagination.

"...Since the leader fell, the mission must have been successful, right?"

However, through this experience, everything I knew became false.

My ability.

It's not about absorbing with a solid shield, unleashing an offensive with flexible skills, or even reflexes.

It's about annihilation.

Disintegrating the enemy proportionally to their attack.

So, when a strong contact occurs on my body filled with magic.

The opponent turns to dust.

"Thank you for saving me, Hanwool."

"...No. Well, it was dangerous. But I only allowed you to hold my hand."

"Ugh, suddenly my head... "

"I can see you smiling."

Through the gap in vision covered by Chaeseol, I saw the undead lurking in the corner.

Ten of them.

Considering the original number was roughly around that, they all seem unharmed.

Although I didn't find their main base, having dealt with this many dogs and what seemed to be their leader should be considered a success.

For a first mission, it's quite satisfying...

"W-why is this happening all of a sudden?"

An unbelievable sight unfolded before my eyes.

Unlike the leader who turned to dust, the rest of the guys still had traces remaining.

What's more surprising is that the undead, who were trembling from the dog attacks just moments ago, are now rushing out in a frenzy.

Even more astonishing is that they've started devouring the bodies without hesitation.

Eating the carcass of another animal in the wild is not strange at all, but the fact that these guys, who were scared just a while ago?

Moreover, there's a suspicion that this prey isn't their first.

As if they've always eaten like this.

"Hoho, surprised, aren't you?"

"...Elise?"

"No need to be so cautious like that."

Behind us, Ellis appeared.

I didn't know when it started, but the fact that there was nothing to be wary of meant this situation wasn't new.

Approaching the phoenix engrossed in devouring the wild dogs, he spoke.

"Hehe. My offspring, they eat so well. Do you know? The moment you came to this village, there is no way out for you."

"What do you mean by that?"

"How foolish. Anyway, since it's the end, let me show you something fun."

It was a series of unbelievable events.

The phoenix in front of him twisted and soon began to transform into the appearance of the wild dog we had just defeated.

From the large body to the sharp fangs, everything was so identical that it was like a perfect replica.

It was not just a chameleon changing its body color; it was clearly a rebirth into a different creature.

"How, how is this possible?"

"Hehehe, you fools. This is called 'metamorphosis.' If you eat anything, you can not only take on its exact appearance but also mimic its habits and characteristics."

"...Now I understand why the client who stayed at the back all along. Was this your true form? No wonder things weren't resolved and just buried."

"It's useless to realize it now. My farm keeps getting stronger endlessly. The previous metamorphosis consumed has become the phoenix you saw. And this time, although it may look like a mere wild dog to you, if it devours you, the story will change."

So, the creatures on the farm were being upgraded step by step.

Then all the adventurers who had come here until now...

Even if they were the scum of this world, they must have completely lost their minds.

"Now, go!! Go and tear them apart!!"

Well, at least the numbers have doubled, and they are not just identical wild dogs.

I can handle them with Chaela's attacks or by blocking them like just now.

The problem is that the feeling I'm experiencing now is completely different from before.

"...Can I do this?"

Probably not.

"Oh, no! What is this...!"

It's too obvious. Losing to the same opponent just because I'm a bit tired.

And if I die here, there won't be anyone coming to help.

"My children, my offspring...!"

"Well, did you think things would change just because you held back a little?"

"You're not ordinary... Fine, then I'll...!"

Suddenly, a strange current flowed beneath his feet.

"It seems like someone didn't see our fight, be careful."

"...Electricity?"

"If it hits me, it's fine, but if it hits him, he'll be roasted."

"What is this...! Tu-turn it off!!"

It's blinding.

The current flowing on the ground gathered towards him as if watching a lightning rod.

Finally, when the screams ceased, we could defeat the final boss of the farm.

Thus, the first request concluded, leading to an investigation named the "Ellis Incident" under Behemoth.

I didn't expect there to be a police-like organization in this world.

After the investigation, the revealed truth was that despite Behemoth and Erma having a distant relationship but frequent interactions, the individual ruling Erma, known as "Ellis," severed ties and suddenly disappeared.

As a result, people from Behemoth also decreased their visits there, and gradually, as interest waned, those who happened to visit Erma one by one quietly disappeared.

It was not a simple disappearance but a clear case of murder. The culprit was Ellis, whom we subdued. No, it was a werewolf. He suddenly appeared in Erma, killed Ellis, and built his power while impersonating her.

Evil existed everywhere you went.

"We've accidentally gotten into big trouble."

"Yeah."

"Are you really okay? Your arm must be numb."

"I'll stay like this until I die."

"Since I'm not okay, come with me."

Returning home after everything was settled brought a particularly warm and nostalgic feeling.

Despite having been lying down with a pillow under my arm for hours due to rough handling, this wasn't the time for that.

"I finally have some money, but it feels like a waste to just stay at home."

"I enjoy being outside."

"...Don't say things that could be misunderstood by others."

Money.

Damn money.

I was supposed to receive the agreed-upon commission, but the job was too difficult, to be honest.

I managed to sweet-talk Rune, the person in charge, into paying me more.

It wasn't enough for reviving a whole city, but I received more than what was promised.

I almost wanted to pull out all my hair before the job, feeling deceived, but I barely held back.

"Anyway, now that we have money, let's go buy some clothes or whatever we need."

"Clothes..."

Chaeseol pulled at her current outfit and checked the quality.

"These clothes must be all wrinkled and smelly by now."

"It's actually nice. It smells like Hanul."

"...Fine. Anyway, hurry up and come out."

This, more than anything else, is exciting.

When I think about it, falling from the sky, being chased by monsters, doing *odd jobs, nearly getting scammed to death—it's been quite an ordeal.

*Painting.

After enduring this much hardship, I deserve a break.

The reason I'm looking forward to this so much isn't just because of all the suffering.

It's because this place is a different world.

In comics, haven't you seen the main character drooling while eating meat or enjoying special dishes?

Here, such delights are abundant.

It's a place filled with delicacies and mysterious sights that one can't experience in the original world.

Wait for me, comic book meat, heavenly foods.

With that thought in mind, anticipation surged within me, urging my steps forward.

        
            Not long after arriving at Behimos' shopping district.

If you have too many expectations for anything, disappointment will be as great as the expectations.

However, the unchanging fact, no matter how much I pondered, was that this is another world.

To put it simply, upon entering the shopping district and feeling what was ingrained in my mind.

"This... is beyond imagination."

One corner of my mouth couldn't help but twitch upwards at the sight that truly evoked admiration.

It was nothing special since it was filled with guys living near the front lines or the Union Headquarters, covered in blood, but the central area was definitely different.

Contrary to expectations, there were ordinary crowds in exotic attire and street vendors everywhere.

Restaurants with peculiar flora and fauna depicted on their signs, perhaps using ingredients from this world.

Especially the restaurants, even the scents wafting from them were exceptional.

And the diverse appearances of the people from this world stimulated the hidden fangirl inside me.

It was an otherworldly experience that couldn't be fully captured in words.

"Hand."

Chaeseol extended her hand within that moment.

She probably wants me to hold it. She seems to be cleverly utilizing our agreement.

Every time she mentions 'hand,' reaching out like this makes me feel somewhat like a dog, but it's a promise, so what can I do?

I don't even know.

"Haah...!"

"W-what's wrong? Why are you like that?"

"Sorry... I suddenly felt a tingling sensation."

I was taken aback by the sudden whimper.

Well, if a girl suddenly moans outright in a bustling area that's not home, it's easy to be misunderstood.

At some point, my hesitation towards contact with Chaeseol lessened, and psychologically, I seemed to become more stable.

Moreover, now I've learned that I'm sensitive to physical contact initiated by others.

...Needlessly, thoughts of yesterday's events in bed came flooding back.

"Well, shall we go?"

She took a step forward while holding hands.

When the fresh, clear wind and sunlight passed over her face, for some reason, I felt a flutter in my chest.

This feels like a date.

"Yes."

This girl was a stalker who followed me around incessantly just a week ago, engaging in lewd acts under the guise of love.

Things that couldn't be stopped under the pretext of love.

After avoiding it for four years, what's come over her now?

It will probably end in another misunderstanding.

"I'm hungry."

"Come to think of it, we haven't had a proper meal since we got here. Let's fill our stomachs first."

Looking back, all I could remember was running and running for almost two days without eating anything.

Upon arriving at the shopping district and surveying it, I found that the cost of living here was quite reasonable.

To be precise, it wasn't significantly different from where we used to live.

In easy terms, the compensation we received was about 5 million won. Looking back, it was a small amount considering the tremendous favor we were given, but it was a worry-free sum for the time being.

What surprised me was that there was a concept of tax here too, and the money left after giving it to the caretaker of the place we obtained was 4.7 million won. We still had some leeway.

So, we can afford to overspend for today.

"Is there something you want to eat?"

Chaeseol blushed silently, looking towards the inn.

"...Are you thinking about that all day? You said you're hungry."

"Even this is food."

"If you don't choose, we'll just go to a decent place."

And thus, our first restaurant visit in this other world.

From the outside, it looked like an ordinary restaurant with a drawing of meat replenishing energy when there were enough customers.

Of course, the chef, waiters, and others visible inside were not ordinary either.

"...Do cows sell beef here?"

"W-what? Beef?"

The waiter who brought the menu clearly resembled a cow one might see in the countryside.

Upon hearing the muttered words about meat being from cows and pigs, he soon began to show a disdainful look and started to look visibly scared.

"You, calling it beef. Even though it's an era where everything is treated as an ingredient, it's too barbaric."

"Oh, I'm sorry."

"Hmph. If our boss had heard, he would have kicked me out. Lucky me."

"...Then give me two of the best-selling ones.

It's a world where ordering beef at a restaurant can get you in trouble.

To blatantly mention beef in front of cows.

Rather, is it saying that this common ingredient, beef, is still considered a luxury food here?

Someday, if they also get the chance, they will not be able to forget the unique flavor and texture.

"Doing this, it feels like we're on a date."

"Just eating together, nothing more."

"Well, should we?"

Following that, Chaeseol shaped her mouth as if saying 'date.'

Of course, she was the one who suggested leaving first, and until a little while ago, she thought it wasn't like a date at all.

One must not interfere. Although she knows little about him, one fact firmly remains in her mind: once the 'switch' is flipped, there's no stopping him.

Even in the past...

"Haha, just kidding. Did you know you looked so funny just now?"

"......"

"That too, was a joke. The date is for real."

For some reason, just when Chaeseol felt like she was being teased, a strange sensation began to creep under the tablecloth covering the table.

"...Hey, what's this?"

"Or, we could do it once."

"Get your foot off."

"Tsk."

While a somewhat trivial conversation was going on, the awaited food finally arrived.

Its appearance was such that if I were on social media, I would want to snap and post it right away.

In reality, there were concerns because these were foods that humans don’t eat, but starving is worse than eating.

And look at this splendid visual. Even after seeing this, one cannot resist.

A dish filled with delicious meat that looks like just the tip of the tail cut and roasted, surrounded by a crispy outer layer of pale pink flesh.

When cut and picked up, the subtle aroma and golden oil oozing out were truly impressive.

This is irresistible.

It's impossible to resist.

How long has it been since food entered my body?

The moment the stomach absorbed the meat.

"It's really amazing."

"Eat mine too."

"You won't eat..."

What's this?

That expression that seems to be waiting to be wiped after being blatantly smeared around the mouth.

Ignoring the overt display and continuing to pretend not to notice.

I've been through a lot, too.

"Is that enough?"

"I can wipe it with my mouth."

"Rather, once we finish eating, if we buy extra clothes, our business here will be done."

I need to think ahead again.

If that guy had made a good impression, I could relax more, but for now, I can't stretch my legs as much as I'd like.

So, it was time to return to the original purpose.

"Although wanderers are a minority, it's strange that we've never seen them in any village or market."

"Could it be that they've already formed a separate group somewhere?"

It's not an impossible statement.

Since they are generally classified as weak in this world, they have no choice but to join forces.

As a result, a community will naturally form. Except for a tiny minority, they may have already established a system.

"...But still, there seems to be no way to find out in the end. Is there no good solution?"

"How about going there yourself?"

Thinking they had taken a seat at the most secluded table possible, it seems that someone nearby had keen ears.

The identity of that someone was an elf sitting at the table next to ours.

She appeared older than us, and soon turned her body to actively join the conversation.

"My name is Luna! I am destined to become the next Elf Queen and a great elf. It seems like you are looking for wanderers like yourselves, and I might be able to help."

"Lady, stop eavesdropping and let us handle our own affairs, so if you've finished eating, please leave?"

"W-what... Lady?"

Chaeseol seems determined not to give any room to women.

She was taken aback by the venomous attack as if it were the first time in her life, but Luna managed to continue speaking firmly.

"You'll regret this! It's a solution that your feeble minds could never conceive."

"What kind of..."

"Hey lady, I told you not to interfere."

"What! Who are you calling 'lady' all of a sudden? I'm still a maiden who hasn't even been married!"

"No one asked, but it's just an observation since you look older. Moreover, if you speak to this girl one more time, I will kill you."

"This... this...!"

Pushed back in the verbal sparring with Chaesola, Luna was on the verge of tears.

While it is crucial to be cautious about eavesdropping on conversations, it is also true that the path ahead is blocked once again. Now might be the time to set aside doubts and listen to what that solution entails.

"...Argh, how cruel. I haven't even gotten married yet."

"...This girl is a bit sensitive. What exactly is this solution? Do you happen to know where the wanderers are?"

"No way! I wouldn't know about that."

Truly a dignified and grand Elven response.

How remarkable must this method be to exude such confidence.

It was a moment when curiosity about that solution grew.

"...So annoying. Whether it's this woman or that one, they keep poking around."

"Oh, no. This time she initiated the conversation..."

A familiar thrill.

This is bad. It feels like something is going wrong.

Chaesola approached Luna emitting a tense aura.

And with a face that showed no signs of leniency, she began gathering magic in her fist.

"I've been patient so far. Wagging similar tails and meddling between us?"

"T-That's not it! Let go for now and let's talk...! Oh, no! Please spare me!!"

"Chaesola...!"

"Fine, if you can say it even in death, I'll listen as much as you want."

Damn it. Is she not hearing anything?

At this rate, she will end up forcefully ending her life in this world as a murderer.

The situation has long slipped out of their hands, to the point where even the restaurant patrons couldn't intervene.

What should be done?

How can Chaesola be calmed down?

To put her to sleep....

Something she likes....

"Well then..."

I didn't want it to come to this.

From the perspective of my real self, it must be an unimaginable sight.

"H-Hanul?"

"Just calm down a bit. We don't know what lies ahead, but isn't it worth listening to the story properly?"

The black lightning fizzled out.

Is it okay to just hug her right now?

"Oh, uh, well, um."

"If I let you hear the story, I'll hug you as much as you want, so let's calm down for now."

"But you keep nagging..."

"Since this seems to be something only between you and me, let's start with the conversation."

"Just between us."

They narrowly averted a disaster that could have blown up the entire restaurant.

It feels like dismantling a time bomb that could have destroyed the world.

Some time later, they found themselves in a secluded alley.

Thus, the risky situation was settled, allowing them to initiate a conversation with her bound as a condition.

"Wait a minute! I didn't agree to being tied up!! Untie me! I look like a criminal!"

"That... it has to be this way. Besides, I didn't tie you up."

"These absurd people! What are you trying to do to me...!"

"I have no intention of doing anything. Just tell me a good way. Then I'll untie you."

The way they were conversing seemed a bit strange, but perhaps this was the best course of action.

Perhaps this rope will serve as a lifeline for her.

Luna, pinned to the ground, began to speak.

        
            Craftsmen's Competition.

Her proposed solution was as follows:

In this world, there exists only one place that even national-scale institutions dare not touch.

That place is the Craftsman's Competition mentioned earlier.

The Craftsman's Competition was a kind of workshop that dealt with all equipment in this world, manufacturing and distributing them directly or specializing in repairs. It had such influence that there was nowhere its reach did not extend.

Especially the original equipment of the Craftsman's Competition, which could not be purchased even with a large sum of money, was so powerful that wielding it could split mountains and throwing it could cause waves to explode.

It was a weapon that anyone would covet.

The Craftsman's Competition, held every ten years where participants wagered original weapons, was an event where skilled individuals from all over Teia gathered for a chance to bring fame by winning.

"...Why didn't I think of that?"

Upon pondering Luna's words.

They might have already formed a party among themselves, so there was no need to laboriously search for them. It would be better to make them come to us instead.

While it might raise suspicions among others, the only thing capable of drawing such widespread attention was the Craftsman's Competition she mentioned.

"Hmph, can you solve this now?"

"No."

"What?! You said you would if I told you! Are you lying to an elf right now?!"

"I appreciate what you told me, but think it over carefully."

Although we had never seen it in action, with a weapon of that caliber, it was obvious that anyone would be drawn to it like moths to a flame.

Moreover, there was no way anyone wouldn't desire the title of champion from such a prestigious place.

For the two of us, without any significant power or solid experience, aiming for victory was as improbable as a needle passing through the eye of a bull.

Furthermore, targeting the top ranks could lead to significant harm.

While the rewards were undoubtedly great, risking one's life for just that wasn't worth it.

While it was a plan, a follow-up strategy was necessary.

"Now you understand. Can we win if we go there?"

"...So, you won't solve it?"

"If you suggest another way."

"Hehehe. Foolish and pitiful creatures."

She smiled as if she had anticipated our actions. It seemed we weren't as foolish as she initially thought.

"Foolish?"

"Sorry, I'm sorry! Please get rid of this girl..."

"Well then, what is it? Do you have a good idea?"

Finally, the story she brought up was something so trivial that even a fool would ignore it.

In other words, it was a story not worth hearing further.

As we tightened our grip on the bound rope and turned to leave, something grabbed us by the sleeve.

"Wait!! It's true!! It's really true!!"

"What a waste of time."

"I...! I'll help you win the competition!!"

Logically speaking, how could someone currently unable to free themselves from ropes go on to win such a grand competition?

It seemed like they had been drinking since early in the day.

Otherwise, such nonsense wouldn't have come out of their mouth.

There seemed to be no more information to gain from the marketplace.

"...Seoul!!"

"What?"

Wait, what did she just say?

I didn't mishear. A familiar yet strangely foreign place.

Clearly, she said Seoul.

It was her unexpected revelation that stopped us in our tracks.

"I didn't want to use this until now...."

"What did you just say? How do you know about that place?"

"Do you feel like talking now?"

An elf, not a human, knowing about Seoul, South Korea, was absurd.

If it wasn't something heard from someone else, it meant we had already made contact with someone other than ourselves.

Before visiting the marketplace.

The person who had the most encounters with wanderers. When we found La Rune, he said that after the O'Ben Leaf incident, they had no business with them anymore.

"Then we should just introduce the person who mentioned Seoul to us."

"I can't do that. That guy disappeared."

"Disappeared?"

"In fact, I was in the middle of looking for wanderers like you guys. I thought there might be some clues about him."

"Who is this guy that you're looking for?"

At the last question, she bit her lip and hesitated.

It seemed more like she was debating whether it was right to speak rather than having nothing to say.

There was a moment of seriousness that couldn't be found on her face before, a moment when she became quite serious.

After a while, Luna started to explain the reason.

"...He killed our entire family."

"...What??"

It was a heavy truth that completely defied expectations.

Committing murder since coming to this world.

Of course, there was someone next to her who almost did the same.

What came out of her mouth was nothing but a horrific mass murder incident, wiping out an entire family.

Escaping from home thanks to their sacrifice, but the moment she lost her family, everything would have felt as if it had disappeared.

Luna vividly remembered the words he muttered when he first met that guy, harming her parents.

"I will return to Seoul."

She didn't know how it was related to the killings, but it was strange how fixated he was on Seoul.

Now she understood why Chaesura showed such a side when trying to kill her.

In response, Chaesura asked a question.

"Why didn't you attack us from the beginning? Wanderers usually tremble in fear."

"Because you are not bad."

"What...?"

"The only bad one is the guy who killed our family. Not all wanderers think the same way."

...This guy.

Although there was a murky aspect, he seemed to have deeper thoughts than expected.

"Of course! You seem to be a bit of an exception... No, I mean..."

Chaesura began to untie the rope that bound Luna.

He wasn't paying any attention to the circumstances of others, probably because of that incident.

"Don't make mistakes. And remember, just because I untied you doesn't mean you can't die at any moment."

"W-what does that mean...!"

"How you'll help us win. Tell me."

"Finally, I have a companion..."

"By the way, why did you leave your own kind behind and choose to team up with us?"

"Oh, I have no friends. I'm just unlucky. Anyway, even among elves, inadequate ones tend to bully those who seem superior."

For some reason, she seemed to know the reason.

To sum it up, she presented one condition.

The guy would definitely appear in the arena battle, and they had to cooperate to advance to the upper rounds until they found him.

Originally, it wasn't about obtaining original weapons or honor through winning.

If meeting other wanderers was the goal here, it might turn out to be a more interesting game than expected.

With luck, they might meet other wanderers right there.

"Alright, what should I do then? Do you know the contents of the arena battle? Or are they incredibly powerful?"

"If I knew that, I would have won a long time ago."

"So how do you plan to win?"

"It's better to be two than one, and three is better than two."

"Then let's take the owner of that clothing store over there too."

"Were you a genius or something?"

I'm screwed.

I've messed up already. There was a good idea to make wanderers come to us, but there's no plan after that.

It seems there are no competitions held with the same content each time at that place, and even if there were, there's no way to find the winner from the previous round.

Jumping in without a plan will only end up like a moth drawn to a flame.

After questioning the Union Chief and those around him, it was discovered that wanderers are indeed a rare breed.

So, in the end, there seems to be no better option for now.

"It's frustrating."

"Sh-should we... train?"

"That's not a bad idea. The chances are slim, but all we can do right now is to enhance our strength."

"Haha, really? Well, teaching you guys might be tough, but I'll make an exception to help out."

"When is the tournament?"

One week.

Just one week left.

For a moment, the thought of finding a clue to return home was forgotten.

Man, we're really in a tight spot.

With barely a week left and not a single sharp strategy, how are we supposed to win?

Ultimately, our immediate goal has narrowed down to participating in the tournament, capturing the mysterious wanderer, and extracting useful information from them in our own way.

It feels like being sucked into one significant event after another.

But if this is the only path, I will step forward, even if it's to regain a peaceful daily life.

Perhaps we might even uncover the reasons behind these events someday.

"Well, at least you must know something that could help with training, right? Like a special location or some secret techniques."

"Don't worry about that! I've brought something very useful. You'll probably be pleasantly surprised."

With a confident expression, Luna pulled out a piece of paper from her embrace.

Though usually uneasy when he appeared so confident, this time, his seemingly well-founded demeanor sparked a glimmer of hope within.

        
            What do you think is the most important thing when improving your skills?

High-level learning, unwavering determination, talent that ignores rules.

All are correct. Besides these, there are various branches, but the most crucial thing was one's capacity.

Each individual's capacity varies, and increasing that capacity was akin to reaching for the stars.

Unfortunately, Luna chose a method among them.

"Infinite subjugation?"

"Yes! There's nothing like raising your skills! It just came out fresh on the bulletin board."

It was nothing special, just 'severe repetition.'

While it did help improve skills, it was undoubtedly a crude learning method compared to others.

Even though it was the most meaningful way to 'make progress,' if it was based on a short period, it would end up being meaningless floundering.

However, there existed a very clear solution to unravel this.

That was constantly attempting 'even more severe repetition.'

The task she brought was about subjugating unidentified monsters appearing in the southern part of Beheimos.

Rumors had been circulating about strange life forms appearing in places where the Alliance hadn't found anything before.

The escalating rumors heightened the situation, and upon closer inspection by various forces, they were quite dangerous beings.

While usually beings without intelligence could communicate, these creatures were pure ignorance incarnate.

Everything visible was a wrecking ball; their numbers were so vast that no one dared to estimate.

"...Those who have seen them say their eyes are crimson, they can't communicate, and they move as if being controlled by something."

"It seems like the south is in chaos these days. They say there's no lawless zone as blatant as one where killing and dying happen openly."

"Aren't they receiving any support?"

"I heard that not only in the south but in many places, problems have been popping up one after another, which is why they've resorted to requests like this."

There was barely a week left until the guild battle.

To aim for significant progress within that time, visiting Mary would be the shortcut.

"I don't like that woman."

As it stands, if they were to meet again, it might really cause trouble, so they had to find another way.

However, upon careful consideration, the options were limited to making meaningful changes in a short period.

Since forming a priestly relationship with someone else was not an option, at present, engaging in intensive training with the elf lad without a plan seemed to be the best course of action.

While he couldn't fully trust the lad, even a small opening must be seized if it led home.

Even if there was a chance of falling into a trap.

There was no need for long speeches. Additionally, due to the lack of time, the plan needed to accelerate.

Breaking rocks and burning trees would be a waste of time.

True skill would come from practical experience.

With that single determination in mind, the request was accepted.

Soon, as they were about to depart for the southern part of Beheimos.

When he came to his senses, some time had passed.

Exactly three days since participating in the subjugation, his mind was filled with one thought.

'I want to die.'

The south was more of a hellish place than a battlefield where life slipped away at the slightest lapse of attention.

The smell of blood permeated the air, and the common sight of corpses scattered like weeds made the senses weary.

The guilt of having harmed someone had long disappeared.

Although those who had come to help overflowed, it lasted only for an hour.

The record of the one who endured the longest in this living hell.

Usually, they would escape shortly after.

Clearing an infinite number of monstrous beings was no different from purgatory.

The endless onslaught made it seem as if they were pouring out of a black hole.

On the fourth day.

He acquired a more advantageous and efficient combat style. A strange phenomenon occurred where his declining stamina and mental strength inexplicably recovered.

Relentlessly repeated harvest, could it be.

Certainly, there were countless times when I almost lost consciousness during the process, but each time I managed to come through alive.

If I had known it would be this harsh, I wouldn't have even attempted it. Sometimes, when I was confused about what we were fighting for, time passed mercilessly.

On the fifth day.

Suddenly, doubt crept in.

Although we had improved significantly in just a few days, we couldn't gauge the level of this place, which led to my suspicion.

"Would it be helpful to clear out these monsters that are just meant to fill up the numbers?"

At that moment, I looked at Chaeseol.

Unlike Luna, who had already fallen exhausted, she had been the only one who hadn't wavered since the first day.

Although the flattery that came every night had become less frequent, I could tolerate it to some extent if I considered it her driving force.

In a way, it was like training for me.

Even the guy who hesitated at first stood up and endured another day.

The day before the dungeon raid.

In the end, we decided to return.

When we returned home after crossing the long distance again, the caretaker who heard the news asked:

Have you given up?

Or have you resigned yourself?

If not, have you compromised?

All those questions turned out to be wrong answers.

"...You haven't forgotten the plan, right? Tomorrow, as soon as the sun rises, let's be the first to enter."

Since the monsters from the Infinite Domain had been completely wiped out.

Number of monsters defeated by Yohanul's party: 94,557,526,631...

Reward allocation: Approximately 600 million Korean won.

***

"Minas."

Taro tried to wake Minas up despite the bright sunlight streaming in. His sleep seemed so deep that even after shaking him several times, he showed no signs of waking up.

He even flipped his long padding over his head and closed his ears.

As if there were no caterpillars around. Despite involuntarily nodding at his appearance, today was not a day where he could afford to laze around like usual, so Taro shook him more vigorously.

"Oh, why..."

"Please wake up. We're really going to be late."

"I went with the captain and... just smelling the orc guys' stench... ugh."

"Oh, I knew this would happen. You're going to be late for the 'dungeon raid.' The dungeon raid!"

"What? Dungeon raid?"

The man who hadn't budged a moment ago suddenly sprang up.

Then, rubbing his head where a magpie nest seemed to have been built and blinking his eyes that were still half-shut, he began to regain his senses.

After a while, he glanced at Taro and spoke.

"So today... I see, it's already that day."

To Taro, his companion of two years, this man was beyond comprehension.

In short, he was a hikikomori without a plan.

Three years ago.

The day he first arrived in this world, struggling to survive all day, barely clinging to a thread of life, he was picked up by the "Flame Tank."

It was just luck.

Because he was human, he ended up joining a faction. Running a fencing hall on the brink of closure was also a stroke of luck.

Joining was luck, but adaptation depended on skill.

So for a year.

He couldn't find a way back. Later, he found out that the captain of the Flame Tank had been here for five years.

Gradually, his memories of that place faded, and he became more familiar with this world, and then a newcomer arrived.

A man named Choi Woogyung quickly grasped the situation here.

The Flame Tank was a secret group formed by humans who fell into this world, but more accurately, it was closer to mercenaries who worked for hefty rewards alongside dangerous tasks.

Squad leader.

In a group with a strict hierarchy, rank was synonymous with authority.

The somewhat childish-sounding rank was both granted by the captain and his current position.

He had risen from the ranks to squad leader in just two days.

Here, power was strategy and truth, so he had to follow.

"Kim Taekang."

"Why are you suddenly calling me by my name?"

"Just because. Isn't it funny? Minas, Taro."

"The Commander's reputation is inevitable, isn't it?"

"Well, should I just let the Commander take the lead then?"

His position was not solely based on his sheer strength, but another characteristic of his.

"Just kidding, buddy. Don't mess with the Commander."

Despite his casual appearance, he did not joke around.

"......"

"Well then, shall we go? But whether or not a winner emerges from our side seems irrelevant."

"The Commander should be cautious."

At those words, a moment of silence passed.

Usually one to ignore commands, he suddenly seemed attentive.

Although Kim Taekang merely interpreted it as a simple greeting, the message conveyed to his ears was quite different.

"Is that so."

Finally standing up with his long padding still on, he signaled readiness by putting his hands in his pockets.

"...Are you going like this?"

"Well, this is my favorite outfit. I should wear it on important days at least once."

"I told you not to stand out, Commander."

"If the Commander wants me dead, I'll die. Let's not worry and just get going."

Being the center of attention for everyone present for being human, he did not shy away from it. He even seemed to deliberately draw attention to himself.

As if he was looking for someone.

Kim Taekang quickly finished preparing and followed him to the 'Voltech' where the battle was about to begin.

        
            Unlike Beheimos, which is only focused on location, Vol Tech is truly the central city of essential Cerneum.

Even in this place abundant with the culture and technology of a highly developed world, there were neglected areas, but all of Teia's people gathered here periodically.

There isn't a specific reason. Simply because there is a jar here.

"...It really does look like some kind of jar."

"And it's incredibly huge, too."

The most neglected area in Vol Tech.

Usually used as a forge, this is where the current workshop battle is taking place.

It was called "Daisy."

"Daisy? The name and its appearance are mismatched for a grand workshop battle to be held in a place like this."

"Well, I don't know the intention. I heard that the person who built this arena was named Daisy. Even though it looks like this on the outside, the interior must be different. It was made by remodeling a massive jar.

Seeing people gathering from early morning in this small town, it seemed they weren't lost.

Although I came with just a week's worth of preparation materials, I was carrying clear results, so I wasn't worried.

But one thing bothered me.

"If I can just hold on this time... If I can just hold on..."

Seol-ah had been muttering to herself since earlier.

More accurately, her expressions had become more intense. The stress she endured in the south seemed to be overwhelming.

With a face that looked like it would collapse if not supported every day, she ended up making all kinds of promises.

"XX If I can just hold on this time..."

"...She seems a bit off."

"For now, let's leave her be. But isn't it too early to be here? It doesn't seem as crowded as expected."

Although there was a decent crowd, it was limited to this small area.

Considering the enormous prizes even though the event occurred every ten years, it felt relatively modest.

Suddenly, memories of past days flashed by.

How hellish those days had been for a week. Just surviving the chaos clearly yielded results.

From basic physical stamina to handling magic, concentration, and adaptability, all had noticeably improved, boosting my confidence even further.

"What the heck!! Stop talking nonsense and bring out the responsible party!!"

At that moment, a commotion erupted at the entrance.

A giant barbarian-like figure couldn't enter.

Reason: 'Ineligible.'

As a result, he was in a standoff with the robots guarding the entrance.

Come to think of it, I hadn't heard about the conditions for participating in the workshop battle before. Although it was called a workshop, there didn't seem to be any set rules.

It seemed more like a quality-based business deal.

According to Luna, applying for the workshop battle wasn't done separately; passing the inspection on the day itself was all that mattered.

And now, this disqualified individual was being turned away.

"Instead of this stupid tin can, bring out someone proper!!"

"I'm here."

In an instant.

Truly in an instant, the massive man became disarmed.

Due to the swift cut, he was left bewildered for a few seconds, unable to comprehend what had happened.

"Ah, aghhh!!!"

"Well, it's not polite to go in front of the participants like this."

The ruthless figure who had severed the arm soon revealed her face.

Eventually, a common appearance emerged. A woman with slightly torn silver eyes and hair tied back. She belonged to none other than the demon race.

"To all those who have come seeking the workshop, welcome. The uninvited guest has just been dealt with, so please proceed inside."

I've heard stories about the workshop before.

Rumors had spread about events happening inside, but one thing was certain: conflict was unavoidable.

In essence, challenging the workshop battle was akin to putting your life on the line.

"Risk your life from the entrance... is it?"

A round robot, floating in the air like a soccer ball, began scanning every nook and cranny of the room.

Soon, with a refreshing sound, an 'O' mark appeared on the robot's face.

"...Congratulations to all three of you. You seem to be qualified. Please proceed inside."

Following suit, Chaeseola and Luna also received the same judgment and could enter.

Although they still didn't know what qualification meant, they had successfully passed the first gate without any issues. Moreover, arriving early might provide them with some extra information.

That was the first reason for their early arrival.

Thud!!!

However, as soon as they entered the entrance, the first button turned into a mistake.

A metal grate descended from above the entrance, sealing the door shut as if firmly closed, indicating that there were no more entrants.

Does this mean that only a few participants entered ahead of us and those who arrived earlier are the minority?

Conducting the tournament with a select few in such a grand event.

There were not just one or two unsettling aspects, but upon entering the workshop, they realized something.

"So many...."

They weren't early.

They realized belatedly that they belonged to the last group.

The interior of the massive pot was nothing but an empty space, yet people crowded disorderly as if it were packed to the brim.

As soon as the entrance they came through closed, something started descending from the sky.

"Welcome, participants of the workshop battle. I am Artemia, the engineer of the workshop."

It was the person they had seen at the entrance earlier. Descending slowly from the blue flames emanating from below, he landed gracefully on the ground.

With a brief introduction, he began announcing the start of the workshop battle.

"Before the test, this workshop battle will be conducted in a somewhat abbreviated manner."

"What? An abbreviated workshop battle. I've never heard of such a thing."

"Yeah! How dare they shorten the workshop battle without any explanation!"

Due to the change in the usual procedure, complaints arose from various corners.

As voices started to rise, the clamor grew louder.

"Do not worry. It won't affect the prizes for the winners. Isn't it a good opportunity for all of you? If you're lucky, you might snatch it away in an instant."

Surely, he must be referring to the original equipment they focused on in the workshop. Well, it doesn't matter. Of course, if you see this situation as a game, it's an opportunity to obtain top-tier weapons.

Their goal wasn't the equipment; it lay elsewhere. They even touched some magic during the closing ceremony; handling such huge weapons was out of the question.

"I see. You probably need an explanation. Unfortunately, the reason for the delay in the schedule lies with you."

...Is it because of us?

Seeing everyone looking puzzled, she added an explanation.

"Someone messed up our facilitators, which led me to handle this workshop battle alone."

Unbelievable.

In other words, did someone kill the facilitators?

For what reason?

Suddenly, Luna's gaze seemed uncertain.

If someone indiscriminately takes lives without reason...

Though not certain, they had to consider the possibility that the person had participated in the workshop battle.

"So, I'd like to add a slightly special system. Let's call it a 'penalty.'"

She said.

Without questioning the responsibility for harming the facilitators, she announced a penalty for those who acted recklessly, along with a kind of 'balance patch.'

If someone had taken down six workshop officials, it would undoubtedly be an overbalance. That's why they were given '-5.'

What the penalty was for remained unclear, but soon, their eyes widened.

"...Chaeseola."

"...Yes, I see."

That thing.

"Clearly, it's the Long Padding, right?

The 5-point penalty she imposed soon began to hover over the culprit's head like a status window.

No matter how many people there were, if something was floating above someone's head, attention would be drawn.

The guy with the red '5' floating above his head was wearing a very familiar outfit.

Certainly a comfortable and practical padding favored when the weather gets cold.

Although he was wearing a hat, it wasn't visible, but the intuition spoke.

"We finally found you. People. Seems like we're not the only ones here."

It was good to find a being to share information with, but there was something that needed to be addressed.

Seeing him receive a penalty meant he was likely the instigator of the commotion.

Just because they are fellow humans doesn't guarantee they will be allies. If they caused trouble, the likelihood of them becoming enemies is greater.

Moreover, if they are the ones managing this place, they are likely not ordinary bystanders.

Seeing him receive the penalty alone meant he had committed the offense on his own.

In short, a dangerous guy.

"Well, before the greetings get any longer, let's move. This place is just a stop on the way to the 'Real Workshop,' so everyone, tighten your surroundings."

As soon as she finished speaking, the ground began to shake as if an earthquake had struck.

And in the blink of an eye, all those people had completely moved to a different location.

It seemed like a kind of teleport commonly seen in games.

"The workshop battle will select the winner through three tests. Only those who pass without a loser's revival match can proceed to the next round, and in the end, only one team or individual will remain."

It's bigger than I thought.

The fact that an entire team can win means there's no need to worry about internal conflicts.

Knowing this, did they select as many individuals as possible to form teams?

Upon closer inspection, there were plenty of guys who seemed to belong to the same group.

Finally, she began to introduce the eagerly awaited first test.

"By now, there should be a '0' floating above your heads. It's the score used in the first test, the 'Capture Battle.'"

Capture Battle.

From the name alone, it seems to be a game unfolding as a team-based individual battle.

There's no doubt it involves seizing and snatching something.

"The rules are simple. We've converted your magic power into numbers. Of course, the exact amount is confidential, but if you steal from your opponent, the corresponding magic power will be displayed above their head. And once the stolen magic power reaches 100, you'll pass the first test."

The subsequent rules mention that there are 1,000 predetermined early arrivals.

What's concerning is that they didn't mention the means of stealing magic power.

However, everyone vaguely knew.

That you have to kill your opponent to gain magic power.

And the total amount for each individual is also confidential.

In other words, if facing a strong opponent, it's risky but the 100 magic power could be quickly filled.

Facing a relatively weaker opponent might jeopardize your chances of being among the early arrivals.

It was literally a high-risk, high-return approach.

"Seeing your enthusiastic expressions, I can't delay any longer. Very well."

Now, one might really die.

Though I've faced life-threatening situations before, the atmosphere felt more threatening than ever.

I'm not sure why Chaeseol's eyes are so full of anticipation.

In the end, it has begun.

The first workshop battle in this world."

        
            Truth be told, I'm not particularly bright.

Compared to me, Chaeseol is considered gifted, but that's all relative. Objectively speaking, she couldn't be called a genius either.

The elf beside her goes without saying.

With just the three of us brainstorming, it's unlikely any brilliant ideas will surface.

Planning a strategy from scratch with no information seemed nearly impossible.

Hence, the last resort we devised.

"Huh, no wonder you fell in one shot and only gained 1 point?"

That was none other than the 'Full Charge' tactic.

As reiterated multiple times, our goal isn't just victory but finding that guy and gathering information.

So, there's no need to survive until the end; it's about pushing through with full force from the start.

Of course, elimination here means death, but there was another system she mentioned before it all began.

Forfeiture.

By utilizing this system effectively, even in the randomly warped 'Workshop Zone 3,' one could avoid losing their life.

She scattered numerous participants across Zones 1-4, inciting indiscriminate battles.

Zone 3 was where we were positioned, a vast expanse with containers resembling fields of sand.

Current accumulated mana: 70.

"At this rate, we might get eliminated."

"Hanwool, I have a good idea."

Not knowing the current score made targeting the ones worth 1 point only add to the anxiety.

In the midst of it all, Chaeseol proposed a strategy on the spot.

"...Now?"

"Yes. It might give us more power."

"Got it, got it."

The plan was simply to embrace each other tightly.

In the heat of battle, faces buried in chests, it was an intimate scene.

As if fully charged, she lifted her face, changing her gaze directly.

Though he seemed increasingly childish, Chaeseol had never lied before.

If you trusted her, she always delivered on her promises.

...But indeed, she was truly remarkable.

"Proceed."

The most crucial change for us was 'adaptability.'

In other words, resourcefulness.

Seeing someone handle mana at this level would likely astonish Mary. She had built a strong affinity with mana through her lungs.

However, excelling at manipulation had its limits.

It merely extended to what could be achieved through compressed strenuous efforts in a short period.

This was not a competition but a battle for survival. Hence, the key lay in how one utilized this mana.

For instance, leveraging one's skills.

"Krrrk!"

"Il-Do."

In an instant, two collapsed emitting black smoke.

The spectacle before us showcased her unique technique, preserving her expertise in swordsmanship.

Concentrating mana, shaping it into a sword after dispersing it, then infusing another layer of mana into the already formidable sword, channeling currents through it.

Swiftly wielding the enhanced sword with full force could render it imperceptible to those facing it.

This was Chaeseol's swift execution of the Sword Mastery she had honed in secret.

"Whoa, the smell of burnt flesh is intense. Honestly, tell me. Are you some hidden child of the Demon King or something?"

"A child... now that you mention it, how many would be nice?"

"Don't ask weird questions."

Though lightening the mood with odd banter, the scent of blood once again reminded us of the battlefield.

Screams echoing around, sounds akin to slicing through something.

After about an hour passed, our accumulated mana reached 80.

"Hey..."

"Il-Do."

"Just a moment!"

At that moment, a strange voice echoed from behind the container.

Just as they were about to be taken down in one fell swoop, we managed to halt them and upon closer inspection, identified their true nature.

"...Merfolk?"

Judging by their gills instead of ears, it seemed our initial assumption was correct.

Two rather youthful-looking merfolk approached us.

The enemy vanished at the sight of no visible threat, but this is still a battlefield.

It was time to address the matter at hand.

"Truly shameless, but my brother and I must ascend."

"And?"

"Please help us! We have no strength, so we'll fall automatically as time passes. Then... we might never see our mother again."

"Why should we help?"

"...We've been rejected multiple times and have nowhere else to go. Please!"

Honestly.

"Wha-what? Hey! Demon King's daughter, no, Chaeseol! Behind you!!"

"Kick. Farewell."

How do these recent ones lie without a change in their gaze?

"Tongue, brother? Brother!!!"

Or am I just pretending to sympathize with such shallow tricks?

Aiming at the one targeting Chaeseol's back, I retaliated in reverse, bursting like popcorn.

The figure that vanished with one punch disappeared so cleanly that no trace remained.
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"Two points. You guys were twice as strong as others."

"This guy! How...!"

"Things were getting frustrating due to the tie. We have to take responsibility, right?"

"What nonsense...!"

This too.

"...Thus, 82 points. Seems like it doesn't count duplicates in a team. Is that okay?"

"Yeah, I love you."

"It didn't seem like you avoided it on purpose... Rather than that, if it's fine, let it go."

"...You guys are confusing even when you know."

Even though 100 points were within reach, the fire on the feet still didn't extinguish.

Even if only one point remained, once the garden is filled, the battle stops and you're eliminated.

Though there seems to be space left, it's not time to relax.

Because the enemies that caught your eye when you turned your head a moment ago are now nowhere to be seen.

It's one of two possibilities.

Either you're automatically moved to the waiting area when you reach 100 points.

Or many around you drop out, making it quiet.

If it's both, it will be the worst.

"There's nothing we can do."

Prepared for the worst.

Although a disaster leading to the worst may occur, it's not a position to be eliminated after coming this far.

"Let's disperse for a moment."

"Hanul! That's...!"

Even if it's dangerous, there's no choice.

Hunting together as three is safe but surely a waste of power.

Seeing the crowd quiet down suddenly, you can no longer run leisurely.

It was time to make a decision.

"Then, even if we leave that guy behind and just the two of us..."

"Hey! I'm here! And if we're dispersing, everyone should disperse! Are you trying to recklessly deceive them by splitting up?"

"Indeed, this is the only way to get ahead. 100 points are close, so we'll meet soon."

"But..."

"I'm asking you."

After muttering the word "request" several times, Chaeseol soon showed a determined face.

"Don't get hurt. Whether I like you or hurt you, it's all something only I can do."

The latter part sounds strange.

Anyway, a decision was made.

If you make a mistake, you could end up in a situation where neither side wins.

Still, the reason for taking such a risk was to use the initial strategy efficiently.

Using the power of three would make it too easy.

Now, after going through hell, using all your power won't just lead to dying here.

"Let's move efficiently."

If each person gathers 6 points, it will be over, so there's no reason to stick together.

...However.

I may have made a slight mistake.

I didn't expect a surprise gift to appear like this.

"Lucky. Everyone except one person had scattered, so I was worried, but meeting an ally is unexpected."

"You..."

Long coat.

That guy appeared.

"Right? Korean."

"Yes, it seems you weren't originally from here."

"That's right. It's been a while since I came. More importantly, I thought there would be someone, but seeing people here is surprising."

Threatening conversation wasn't happening, but I could instinctively feel it.

Subtle magic flowing.

Right now, this guy must be itching to fight, almost going crazy with the desire.

"What's your name? I haven't been here long, so I have a lot of questions. Can you answer them?"

"Of course! If you become my friend, there's nothing I won't do for you."

"...Friend?"

"I'll be straightforward."

His name was Choi Woo Kyung.

He was the same age as me and appeared to belong to one of the groups of wanderers, as expected.

He reached out his hand to me.

"Enough with the introductions, come join our team."

"Join the team?"

"Yeah, I have a special ability that lets me see what's inside you roughly."

He started talking about his ability along with the invitation to join the team.

"I'm going to be the leader of the team soon, and you could be right below me. So let's dominate this place together."

You shouldn't judge people by their appearance, but he looked shady from the moment we started talking.

It was astonishing how true to his appearance he was.

"Sorry, but I have no intention of staying here. I will find a way to get back home. I have no intention of being on your team."

"What?"

After hearing my response, he started laughing for a while.

Seeing him tearing apart his stomach, irritation began to build up.

"...That's why rookies are like this. I understand that you're full of hope just starting your adventure, but that's impossible."

"I don't know how much you've tried, but since you've decided to go, I'll go too. That's my reason."

"...Is that also the reason you want to fight me now?"

I felt magic bursting around his body.

A feeling like facing martial artists in martial arts novels.

My skin prickled, my legs trembled, and cold sweat broke out.

He must be different from anything I've faced before.

And the reason to risk my life against him.

Also, the need for a test opponent.

"I don't think they'll suffer if I take you down."

"What? What are you talking about?"

"Oh, never mind. Just come at me."

I only had one skill prepared.

Only one reason to fight.

For that one reason, I have to defeat him.

"You look like you'd score exactly 18 points."

"This guy must be joking."

"We're short on time, so bring it on, 18."

        
            I proudly claim that my ability is a morale booster.

The fact that upon contact, the very form disappears beyond recognition proves to be truly effective in combat.

However, if there is no contact,

and if the opponent possesses long-range capabilities,

all the efforts accumulated will turn into nothing but vain endeavors.

And perhaps, it might have already turned out that way.

"Hey, isn't this totally cheating? A magical power that eliminates opponents upon contact. Unbelievable."

It seems the ability to see through the opponent is not just empty talk.

Even before the start, all techniques were exposed.

No matter what ability the fellow uses, it is an undeniable fact that the situation has become unfavorable.

This was a time when one needed to be more composed than ever.

"...Are you surprised? Well, even I would be shocked if my finishing move got exposed."

"Well, it looks like he's half-blind. Just blabbering away with only half the picture."

"Half is more than enough for this."

In an instant, the guy vanished from sight.

Certainly, the atmosphere was different from the beasts and monsters previously encountered.

If unable to evade, it could end in a single blow.

"...Are you in your right mind?"

What startled me wasn't his speed or power.

Of course, he was incredibly fast, to the point where I couldn't follow with my eyes, and powerful enough to make the ground cave in.

But narrowly avoiding was possible.

Yet, despite understanding my ability, he chose to confront me head-on.

"Well, I don't really have any fancy skills like the others."

I'm not sure if those words were sincere, but if true, it would give him an absolute advantage.

In a pure contest of strength, along with confidence in what one possesses, dealing a fatal blow upon contact is certain.

Yet, revealing vulnerabilities and coming straight at me instead is surprising.

"You're a friend with many secrets."

"Oh, so you're calling me a friend now?"

"A guy about to die can ask for favors, right?"

First off,

start lightly.

I need to grasp his style first.

Jump in honestly, wrap concentrated magical power around my fist, and swing.

Twice.

Thrice.

Four times.

Repeatedly striking, it began to come into view.

A body that significantly lowers when aiming for the head.

A habit of stepping back starting from the right foot when the abdomen is targeted.

Especially quick to avoid attacks on the lower body.

"Seems like you've been working out? Your skills here don't seem acquired locally."

"Just went to hell and back for a bit."

"Oh, was that you? The hero rumored to have taken over our leader's territory?"

He comes again.

I've roughly grasped his body habits.

He has the typical style of a boxer.

Technically, an ordinary person cannot beat an athlete, but here, it's possible.

Embracing honed magical power, accelerating the body, dodging should be simple...

"The boss was really pissed back then."

...He's fast.

Sure, I'm not the only one with magical power.

Moreover, it's unclear how long he has been here.

He might be a completely incomparable opponent.

Anticipating he would aim for a right jab, I preemptively dodged and aimed for a square hit.

If I hadn't avoided this time, it would have been really dangerous.

And... an unfamiliar discomfort has been building up since earlier.

Why? What on earth is it because of?

"...Strange, right? Even though it didn't hit properly, why is it clean without a scratch?"

There's another sky above the sky.

Even if it's understandable, peering into someone else's thoughts should be a skill beyond mere deception.

Amidst this, his words unraveled that unease.

Clearly, the attack landed, but it doesn't affect him.

Despite concentrating magical power properly and hitting him, as he said, not a scratch appears.

"It's simple. Your ability gathers all the magical power in your body into one place, creating a very dense and heavy mass. If that hits the opponent, the opponent's magical power can't withstand that force and disappears."

"Well, thanks for being so kind."

In short, it means his magical power is greater than mine.

That's why I should have followed the plan.

As expected, only smart ones would do things like exploration or whatever.

"...It wasn't just me who had a lot to hide."

"Surprised? Even I would be startled if suddenly threatened."

"Indeed, because he's an interesting guy."

I knew it was that kind of principle from the beginning.

However, I just wanted to find out more about the guy I was soon going to kill.

There will be no mercy as much as there is no mercy in death.

Once again, full power.

"But, now that we're just getting started, are you disappointed?"

"What nonsense all of a sudden..."

At that moment, he pointed at me with his finger.

Instantly, a yellow warmth enveloped my body, starting to obscure my vision with a dazzling sound.

This familiar effect and sound... could it be?

"...Kid, be careful. Looks like you guys won."

"Well then! See you next time. Friend."

In an instant, along with the number changing to 100, my body warped to the next test site.

***

"...Chaeseol?

She was wandering aimlessly around the containers, trying to find suitable prey.

About 20 minutes had passed since she had drifted away from Ye Han-wool.

A voice that Chaeseol seemed to have heard before called out to her.

"Wow, Chaeseol, right? How come you're here."

"...."

Suddenly, Chaeseol's eyes widened.

Small, torn eyes, hair tied back in a style, an unfortunate ring earring.

And a very familiar sword.

If she wasn't mistaken, it was clear.

"It's really amazing. This isn't a dream, right? Where have you been all this time..."

A precise black current aimed at her throat narrowly missed.

The man in front of her was Kim Taekang.

Their relationship, briefly introduced, lingered during their time at the same dojo.

Kim Taekang luckily avoided her magic glance.

He didn't know when he arrived here, but the passing current was a considerable force.

If it had hit without missing, avoiding a fatal injury would have been difficult.

"You're being formal, it's been about 6 years, right?"

"...."

"But still, it's a bit disappointing. After all, I'm your master, aren't I?"

Without any response, she immediately assumed a stance.

Executing Ye Han-wool's strategy and request.

Full power.

A seamless defense and offense, leaving no room for error.

A swordplay not driven by personal emotions but solely for his request.

"Don't talk and just get on with it..."

Triple strike.

It was different from the swordsmanship used before.

While the first and second strikes were simple attacks towards the enemy.

The third strike concealed a final blow, a kind of smoke screen attack.

An attack where the speed of the blade was beyond what the eye could follow, with invisible teeth.

In other words, a swordplay that one must evade to survive.

"This... where did you learn this move and sell it off?"

It was a situation that couldn't be dismissed as mere coincidence.

Moreover, it was a clean and precise triple strike.

She dodged an unseen sword strike as if reading the flow of magic.

With only a slight smirk on her face, the atmosphere intensified.

Soon, Kim Taekang took a deep breath and gripped the sword firmly.

The serious look in his eyes seemed to disturb the surrounding air.

"You seem to have forgotten. You've never beaten me in a duel."

The trembling anticipation ceased, replaced by silence.

Within that silence, a figure disappeared at lightning speed.

She quickly scanned the area to find the vanished opponent, but it was already too late.

"I greeted you to snap you out of it. It doesn't seem real to you yet."

"...."

"You know, this isn't a duel anymore. It's a fight."

His strongest right arm was slashed.

Though the blade didn't sink deep, if the bleeding worsened, determining the outcome would be uncertain.

One thing was certain, the guy was a step ahead of her in swordsmanship and magic handling.

Knowing this fact, Chaeseol relaxed her stance.

"What? Giving up already? We barely exchanged greetings. Isn't that too bland?"

"...You."

A few days ago.

On the day when she and Ye Hanul were clearing out monsters.

She felt it with her whole body.

Compared to what lies ahead, those guys are just small fry.

And if she settles for this level, not only will she fail to protect Ye Hanul in moments of crisis, but they won't be able to return together either.

She needed to become stronger.

Her body could deteriorate as much as needed as long as she could protect that person and possess them forever.

Also, to be the only one that person looks at for a lifetime.

To achieve that, she had to stay alive first.

"Uh, uh...."

First, second, and third techniques focus on dealing with minor threats or creating distance, useful against herbivores.

The advantage of being fast and light is followed by the flaw of lacking power.

Certainly excellent for restraint, but ineffective against most enemies.

This sword, which won't yield easily, is a powerful strike that fills that flaw, a technique that is hard to anticipate.

Returning sword.

"Ahh!!! My, my arm...! My arm!!"

It was a counterattack.

At first glance, it may seem no different from the first and second techniques, but it contains perfect intent to kill the enemy.

And the sword energy that strikes the air returns along the same path towards the sword.

If there are objects in its path, they will be cut by the returning sword energy.

Though an easy technique to parry, if encountering it for the first time, one can only receive it.

And to that counterattack, Kim Taekang's arm was suddenly severed.

The sword in his hand made a thudding sound as it fell to the ground in the field.

"You've been noisy since earlier, and you talk a lot. Are you always like this?"

"You, gasp...! You'll regret this."

"More importantly, I've been holding back a lot lately."

"What... Wh-what are you suddenly talking about..."

"I used to let things slide when some punks messed with Hanul, but now, there's no need for that, right?"

"Huh, what are you saying right now?"

"Well, there's a reason for it."

Kim Taekang's eyes didn't show even a hint of the chilling smile.

His vision began to blur due to the unstoppable bleeding.

Simultaneously, he started breathing heavily, cold sweat running down his forehead and spine along with warning signals.

No matter what technique he had, in his current state with his arm severed, he couldn't do anything.

Taking a step back was the best he could do.

In a situation where the winner and loser were already decided, he made a rational decision.

"Wait, hold on. Points. You want points, right? I'll admit everything and let it go. I'll surrender. My mana should be quite potent, right?"

"Well, you know?"

"...What?"

"This isn't a sparring match."

At that moment, fear engulfed him momentarily.

He started moving his trembling hands and legs, driven by the determination to survive.

He didn't look back.

In Cha Seol-a's eyes, there was no intention for slaughter or survival instinct to stay alive, only obsession.

Only obsession towards something, so strong.

He thought his heart had only raced like this when he first arrived here.

But he was wrong about the erratic heartbeat.

And then.

As the sound of electricity and flow of mana reached his ears.

When his mind was becoming more distant.

His arms and legs, which were moving back and forth, suddenly malfunctioned and collapsed on the ground.

His gaze fixed on the empty sky, even in the fleeting moment of his last breath crossing the diagonal line, he thought.

...If I get up now, can I escape?

....

...It's already too late.

That was the moment his body, rolling in all directions, fell into eternal sleep.
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"Now, let's go see Hanul."

Cha Seol-a turned back along the path she came, turning her steps to join him.

        
            "Uahaha! Bow down to me!"

A room resembling a hotel in Korea.

Luna, standing proudly on the soft bed, shouted confidently, "No matter how you look at it, I'm truly amazing. I knocked the guy who flew next to me out cold! Twice!"

Chaeseol's score was precisely 6 points.

That meant the slightly clumsy elf had scored 12 points.

Although it was an impressive feat, it might have been a moment where a significant secret could be uncovered.

Not knowing if my heart was understood, I continued to cheer exuberantly.

"More importantly, I never expected such a space inside."

Right before the collision with that guy.

A yellow aura enveloped my whole body and transported me somewhere.

When I came to my senses, I was already in a warm room.

A spacious resting area with a cozy bed that seemed to melt away fatigue, and even a bell for food service when called.

Numerous containers had appeared all over the room.

Seeing Chaeseol and Luna accompanying me, it seemed like as soon as we scored 100 points, the entire registered team was transferred.

Then that guy...

"...Kid, be careful."

The guy who seemed to be part of a team looked as if he had died.

If someone eliminated him, gathering 100 points would be even more challenging.

Even though he was skilled, we might not meet again.

There was still something left to uncover, so I felt uneasy.

"Phew, it seems like we passed the first test well."

"Wow, there's food here too!"

"Oh, by the way, how did you manage to score 12 points in one go?"

"Hahaha, a mere 12 points are nothing for the legendary Elf. If you're curious, let me tell you my story. It was 205 years ago..."

In any case, I survived.

I also learned about the group called the Flame Chariot.

As expected, there were those who arrived first, and those who formed groups.

Thinking about their skills, they were definitely not mediocre groups.

The problem was that since these guys weren't few in number, eventually only those operating in small groups would have a disadvantageous structure.

Not just for the immediate battle, but to survive against such individuals in the future, we would need to devise another strategy.

"...Chaeseol?"

I felt a sharp gaze from somewhere.

It was Chaeseol.

While Luna couldn't take her eyes off the food, he couldn't take his eyes off me.

He seemed like a cat waiting to be asked something.

"Oh, by the way, the 6 points..."

"Yeah!"

I felt like I should praise him.

"Well done. Thanks to you, we got through without getting hurt."

"I can do more than that."

"More importantly, who did you get it from?"

When I asked about the source, Chaeseol seemed a bit flustered.

After a moment of thought, he began to answer confidently.

"Kim Taegang."

"Pfft!"

I almost choked on the water I was drinking after a long time.

Did I hear that right?

Kim... what?

"Yeah, that Kim Taegang you know."

"He was here? And that too, long before us?"

"Yes."

Honestly, it was not so much surprising as entirely unbelievable.

I never imagined that someone I knew would be in the same place.

And if it was that guy.

And the fact that Chaeseol had met him.

...

I patted Chaeseol's head, which had darkened considerably.

She looked up with a somewhat puzzled expression.

There was no need for words. No need for any specific words.

Right now, it was just...

"Well done. After all, he's a killer."

"Yeah."

It was quite unexpected and somewhat embarrassing, but it was probably one of the many things that needed to be overcome.

Meeting him, cutting off that filthy connection, it still didn't feel real.

But the past is the past.

It was time to think about the future once again.

Beep-beep-

At that moment, a voice started coming from a round bead illuminating the room.

"Ah- Ah- To all the distinguished guests who have come to find the workshop. Sincere congratulations on passing the first test. As the test has just ended, I would like to inform you and briefly introduce the schedule."

Beosul illuminated a chart on an empty wall, making it look like a list.

Seeing numbers up to a thousand, it seemed to be a kind of ranking list sorted in the order of entry.

989.

It was a more precarious position than expected.

Just a little later, and they might not have made it inside.

What caught the eye even more was the exact owner of the one-thousandth spot.

Choi Woo-kyung, Han Seung-hee, Kim Tae-gang (X)

Truly, their names were written there.

Even the fact that they were all Koreans, including the guy Beosul had faced off against, was surprising.

While it was unimaginable that they were on the same team, Kim Tae-gang must have been affiliated with the Flame Tank as indicated by the mark next to his name.

In the end, they had entered as the very last in the rankings.

"The rankings you see are final, and there are no rewards for the top or bottom ranks. However, the first-place winner will receive useful items for the next test."

Was this a world that only remembered the first place?

Then the privileged ones now could probably guess the contents of the upcoming test.

It had to be considered fortunate that it was provided only to a very small minority.

"Finally, feel free to use anything in the accommodation. However, services like meals require payment, so please keep that in mind."

One week.

She mentioned that it would take a week to prepare for the next test, so it was best to rest as much as possible.

Moreover, since the use of magic or violence was restricted here, it was practically a week-long break.

Feeling a sense of calm after so long, she collapsed onto the bed, drained of energy.

"Well, for now, let's rest a bit and then..."

"Ungwoongu! Woo! Ungung!"

"Swallow whatever is in your mouth and speak."

"I saw on the guide that there is a restaurant on the first-floor lobby! I'll go first, so follow me slowly!"

"Hey! Wait a minute! Money...!"

Without taking any money, he dashed out of the room.

Were these elves always so voracious?

Well, it had been quite some time since she had eaten, so it was about time to have a meal.

"Let's go downstairs and have some food..."

Click-

At the sound of the door locking, she turned her head.

Beosul was standing in front of the door.

Unable to understand her actions, she simply watched Beosul in a daze.

Eventually, Beosul walked slowly towards the bed, wearing a faint smile.

"...Beosul?"

There was no response.

Or rather, no response was necessary.

The sweet lips that gently touched hers and the saliva from her, struck her dazed mind.

Before she knew it, her body responded to the hand that slowly moved down her chest, unable to stop the kiss.

"...Beosul, you again..."

Still, there was no reply.

She just continued to explore her lips endlessly, mixing their tongues.

It wasn't a kiss for communication but a truly greedy exchange of kisses.

It lasted for quite a while.

Like lovers reunited after centuries apart.

Like lovers sharing a final kiss before death.

Endlessly.

Before she knew it, the lips traveled down her neck and reached her chest.

"It's time to keep our promise."

That's right.

They had definitely made a promise.

As long as she held out in the workshop, they would have sex.

Perhaps it was a promise postponed from the cliff.

More importantly, she was certain about Beosul...

"It's up."

Having been lost in Beosul's kiss, she didn't notice her hand reaching there.

Her erect penis, flushed red, stood tall as if all the blood in her body had rushed there, feeling like it would burst at any moment.

"Well then..."

Chaeseol changed her posture, turning her hips towards me and shifting her head towards her legs.

The faint "I'll enjoy this" stimulated every nerve, and soon a moist sensation enveloped her entire body.

It was the moment when the saliva that had started to come out gently mixed with Chaeseol's saliva.

"Squish, squelch... ha... squish, haa...."

As their lips met, indescribable onomatopoeic sounds accompanied by lovely noises emerged.

After lightly swirling around the glans with her tongue, she lightly touched the urethra, then swept down the pillar's sinew before filling her mouth completely.

She then engulfed the glans up to the throat, sucking it in fully before tenderly kissing the spot again.

The stimulation was so intense that she could no longer resist.

"Phew... thankfully."

"Thankful? For what?"

Chaeseol had apparently practiced alone in preparation for a day like this.

So, had she drawn countless times on something alone at home?

Imagining that scene, she found him so alluring and affectionate that she couldn't help herself.

"Ugh! Uh! Uck! Hnn! Gah!"

After removing her arms supporting her body and leaning slightly forward, she grabbed Chaeseol's head and pushed it deeply inside.

This caused what was hanging on her throat to settle between her esophagus, making her even more uncomfortable.

...No.

If the liquid that had been flowing since earlier had reached the level of leaking, it must not be just discomforting.

Otherwise, her pants would only get wet.

She pulled down Chaeseol's clothes, revealing white panties covering her private parts.

"Uh! Uhh!"

Seeing her hesitate and reach back as she removed her pants indicated that something was not fully prepared.

However, how could she resist when the panties had darkened only in the center?

She continued pulling down the panties halfway, exposing everything clearly.

"Uhh...! Ugh...!"

It was truly astonishing.

She had never witnessed someone reaching climax just by removing their panties.

Merely revealing her private part made her shudder and tremble.

Although there was still much she didn't know about him.

"Uh, ha, Hanwool..., Hanwool..."

She knew he was extremely sensitive.

Chaeseol couldn't hold back any longer and stopped sucking his member.

Then, she whispered something softly, which, despite being heard clearly, made him speak again.

"If you don't speak properly, I might have to stop here."

"...Please."

...Begging to be tormented.

Despite her visibly blushing and trembling uncontrollably.

Even the long string of precum had soaked the sheet a while ago.

So, if all this happened just from what she saw.

"Ah...! Hn, good...!"

It was intense as expected.

As she caressed Chaeseol's intimate area without hesitation, his body twitched as if reacting to a touch.

Pushing two fingers inside, they slid in smoothly. It felt more like being sucked in than going in.

The warm, almost hot interior quivered endlessly, dripping fluid.

"Eep!? Ha, Hanwool! There...!"

Placing her mouth on Chaeseol's private part, another large amount of precum oozed out with a vulgar sound.

Sometimes she wanted to try a coconut drink, but this feeling was much more exhilarating and sweet.

Her previously tense waist seemed to relax, and she sat down heavily.

"Ah...! Uhh, ha..."

Even in her collapse, the repetitive movements left an impression.

Unfortunately, this side was just beginning now.

Jeonhee had had enough.

She held the limp guy's waist, fixed her knees, and raised him up again.

Then, she brought Chaeseol's saliva-soaked member in front of her, causing friction against her intimate area.

Once again, the surprising thing was that the guy, who had been half out of it, reacted with each friction.

With such a sensitive body, it's surprising how I managed to endure until now.

But when my gaze landed on the thick hill, an irresistible urge began to focus in one place.

"Ha, Haula…."

"Sorry, I can't hold back anymore."

What is this?

It seems like someone is saying something.

In a voice barely audible, Chaeseol muttered something.

"Eat me up."

That moment marked the complete loss of reason.

I immediately pushed my penis all the way into Chaeseol's vagina.

He scattered screams throughout the room.

The warmth inside Chaeseol, experienced for the first time, made it hard to withdraw due to its intense allure.

It was the moment when the soft walls surrounding my penis met the entrance of the uterus.

"Ugh, Ha, Hanaul.... Ugh, Hm...! Feels good…!"

Judging by his twisted tongue, he seemed to be quite enjoying it.

His relaxed waist and arms sprawled on the bed indicated that he had almost given up.

Raising his hips while burying his head forward, he was being devoured without any resistance, making it feel like a forced act.

I grabbed his arm with the hand that held onto his hip.

"Ugh...! Ugh! Ah! Too, too deep…!"

It seems like I can go even deeper depending on the position.

After releasing one arm, I slapped his soft buttocks with the remaining hand.

"Ah! Ugh…."

Wait.

Is this for real?

"Uh, ah, no...don't hit the butt…."

Just one slap on the buttocks led to an embarrassing accident.

A shy trickle of yellow urine began to seep out.

He looked embarrassed, burying his head further into the bed, trying to calm down his trembling vagina.

But I couldn't just sit still in this spectacle.

"Ha, Hanaul...please, don't hit the butt."

When you turn the front of a spray gun, it turns into a water gun rather than a spray.

If my penis was the pump and the hand hitting the buttocks was the lever, then the scene resembled a water gun.

Each thrust into the position resulted in urine splattering with each hit on the buttocks.

The capacity seemed infinite.

With each push and strike, semen and urine flowed endlessly.

The bed was now halfway soaked.

It had slowly started to dampen from the foreplay.

Countless times had passed since I pulled down my panties.

Now it was time for the order to change.

"Ah, ah! Ha, Hanaul! Ugh, ugh, Hm!"

Feeling a more intense piston movement, he sat up.

Instinctively realizing what was about to happen soon.

Even in this situation, my hands couldn't stay idle, so I slid my hand inside his thigh, stimulating Chaeseol's clitoris.

"Uh, hm, Ha, Hanaul, Hm."

At this point, even touching his hair would elicit a similar response.

Chaeseol's body was so sensitive during sex that every part seemed like an erogenous zone.

The hot atmosphere raised the friction heat even higher.

As climax approached, there was no need for words.

From the beginning, we had been communicating more through our bodies than words.

Stopping the hand that stimulated the clitoris, I returned to the original position on the buttocks and squeezed firmly.

Chaeseol, understanding what this meant, screamed loudly, pulling closer to climax.

Eventually, as if determined to impregnate, he roughly explored the cervix and finally reached climax.

...

It felt like the world momentarily went dark and then lit up again.

On the bed, two beasts exchanged kisses, panting heavily.

Their connected intimacy made the kiss even more provocative than usual.

The narrowness filled with semen caused my penis to slide out.

Along with the reddened vagina, white fluid began to spurt out slowly.

"Ha...Hm, coming out…."

Due to its intensity, the lingering feeling seemed to persist.

"What should I do? If I had known it would be this good, I would have just killed everyone else and left only the two of us."

"......"

Turning her body again, Chaeseol began to lovingly suck on the cock smeared with semen and love juices, as if finding it adorable.

Not being led by a momentary excitement or atmosphere, but savoring it like truly delicious food, she dripped honey as if tasting it.

Perhaps this day was the starting point.

The fact that he spent a week with sex every time Luna was absent.

They even did it four more times right after that day.

During sex, only instincts remain, making all worries disappear.

Sometimes he worried about becoming too addicted, but even that concern vanished.

Of course, Chaeseol's obsession became stickier.

If there was a real problem...

"Hehehe."

Now, Chaeseol was starting to look cute.

        
            "..."

As morning arrived, my eyes reflexively opened.

Like a computer booting up, my foggy mind gradually started to awaken.

Soon, the stiffness in my back rushed in.

And for some reason, a slightly suffocating feeling.

"Hanul..."

It felt like something was holding onto me even in my sleep.

Chaeseol-a had once again entered her own bed.

Despite sharing intimacy for days on end, she seemed to want to stick around.

Since when had she been clinging to me?

...

It's somewhat familiar, but still.

"Ung! Ungwooku! Ungung!"

"Did you come here to eat? Swallow it all and put it in."

The last holiday spent in the workshop.

Unaware of what was about to unfold, we were just having a meal.

"Why are you making a fuss about eating?"

"You keep eating everything that belongs to us! Noble elves my foot! There's no bigger glutton than you."

"What? Glutton? Have you forgotten that I spared your life?"

"Oh, well... No. Thank you."

"Haha, alright, keep using your head. That way, I can lead you to the finish line."

One day, he'll turn the tables on me.

More importantly, I'm quite anxious about the second test starting after today.

Despite investigating here and there for days due to the relatively open atmosphere of the room.

I found no information.

It was just an ordinary hotel. I had nothing to prepare for what would happen tomorrow.

Even though I gave it my all, being in the lower ranks meant that the participants in the workshop were not ordinary.

I tried to form temporary alliances by scouting around, but the atmosphere in the open hotel was quite the opposite.

No one trusted each other.

Most likely because trust won't build easily when risking lives with mostly strangers.

"Sigh, it's frustrating."

"Was the conversation not going well this time either?"

Probably because they're not of the same race.

Moreover, as a wanderer, it's highly unlikely that a group would accept someone like me.

Even among their own kind, alliances are fragile, let alone with outsiders.

"Where on earth is that guy?"

"That guy...?"

"The one who ranked first in the initial test. Upon closer inspection, he was alone."

On the day the test ended.

With so many names, if someone is at the top, they tend to stand out.

Leo.

Not only was he the first to arrive at the workshop, but he also scored a perfect 100.

Capturing him would be the most stable option, yet even after searching all the rooms in the workshop, I didn't see anyone named Leo.

Perhaps he hid to avoid crowds.

One thing's certain, he's the only one who holds the hint for the next round.

Suddenly, I noticed a pile of gold coins tucked away in a corner.

"If that was all a hint..."

600 million.

The amount I earned from training before arriving at the workshop.

A significant sum, but currently, it's useless except for buying food.

...

Yet, it's enough to make my mouth water.

If I can wrap up the workshop successfully, at least I can stay here comfortably.

It would be great if that guy Leo turns out to be a money spirit and hands it over generously.

"Oh right. I have something to tell you guys..."

Click- Clack-

"Work...shop...alert...intruder...be cautious...."

At that moment, the bead I saw for the first time in the room quickly came to mind and began to convey a message.

An urgent voice and the continuous interruptions indicated that something serious had happened.

Upon listening closely, it seemed like there was an intruder in the workshop...? Someone had unauthorized access to the workshop?

"It seems like something is indeed happening, right?"

"Yes. It feels like something has gone wrong."

As per their renowned reputation, those managing the workshop should be able to handle the situation adequately, but this time felt different.

Long padding.

The actions he took against the administrators might have led to the current situation.

Suddenly, the flow of events felt strangely peculiar.

The external image meticulously crafted through countless investigations.

And the centuries-old history of the Guild Wars, backed by formidable power.

An intruder in a group that was undeniably absolute.

Moreover, seizing the opportunity amidst the chaos caused by the administrators.

"It smells a bit musty."

Pretending to be concerned about them, he picked up the clothes hanging in the corner.

Then he immediately began preparing to leave. If he delayed even a bit, it could end in disaster.

"I understand."

Even as Chaesol watched this scene, she quickly put on her clothes as if naturally preparing, almost as if communicating telepathically.

"Wait! Where are you all going? Didn't you hear? Intruders! It's dangerous to go out."

"There's a saying in Korea."

Danger is just another opportunity.

Once you've passed the first test as a lower-ranking participant, there's no rule saying you can't fall further in the next round.

Any possibility of forming alliances has also fallen through. So, there's only one option left.

Taking advantage of everyone being distracted in their rooms, they aim to identify the intruders who entered the Guild, gather information, and either use it for themselves or pass it on for bonus points.

There's no other way to navigate the second test successfully.

"...but I've made up my mind."

This is more serious than I thought.

The neat corridor had turned into a mess in an instant.

Some parts were so destroyed that it was impossible to pass, and signs of battle were evident in various places.

But the most concerning part was that despite all this destruction, there was no sense of any magic present.

Furthermore, not a sound could be heard from inside, adding to the mystery.

"Just in case, Luna, please guard the room. If any money goes missing, it'll be a big problem."

"Are you really okay?"

He gave her a faint smile and walked away from the room.

Then he descended from the floor where he had been staying and surveyed the surrounding areas.

As expected, it looked like a bomb had gone off. The heavily cracked outer walls and deeply dented floor spoke volumes about the current state.

"Could one person have done all this?"

The likelihood is high that it would take multiple individuals with the intent to attack the Guild to cause such madness.

Unless it's on a significant scale, it's unlikely that someone would engage in such reckless behavior. Therefore, if they act alone, there's a high risk of being subdued immediately.

"Whether we get eliminated next or die here, the outcome will be the same."

"Hanul."

At that moment, Chaesol suddenly gestured for his ear.

Perhaps looking back, this would be the starting point.

As much as he received love from the target he was attached to, the surge in his magical power was remarkable.

Chaesol suggested that a kiss could resolve the issue.

"Well, that makes sense now..."

*Slurp...*

It seemed to have become somewhat unpredictable at some point.

Moreover, each time felt longer.

Only after his tongue extended to an extraordinary length did he show a satisfied expression.

When it became unclear how to resolve this situation.

"This... magic?"

"I found out recently."

After concentrating for a moment, Chaesol extracted shimmering droplets from his body.

As soon as these droplets touched the air, they emitted a brilliant blue light.

Although he had never seen it before, having experienced it numerous times allowed him to understand its nature without explanation.

Magic.

Pure magic from this otherworldly realm, untouched by any form of technology. That's what it was.

He had only known how to refine the magic residing within him for use, extracting such pure magic directly seemed nearly impossible.

Using magic would cause it to disperse into the atmosphere, making it unsustainable.

"It's impressive, but what can we do with this..."

For a moment, his nose twitched.

Starting to become extremely sensitive, as if startled by an unfamiliar scent he couldn't comprehend.

No matter how many times he pondered it, that distinct aroma, which he had never encountered before, unmistakably belonged to pure magic for the first time.

And at the same time, remnants of magic could be felt.

The traces of this commotion were not visible, but rather so delicate that one could only faintly smell the fragrance.

"Alright, let's follow."

If I've correctly caught the scent.

The distance to the guy is not as far as one might think. Just a five-minute run would be enough to reach him.

There is a tremendous monster in such a close proximity.

There might be consequences if we don't follow orders, but the urgency seems to lie more with the workshop side.

What's fortunate is that there are no fellows who think like us.

If our goals overlap and we come face to face, friction will undoubtedly arise.

"...It always comes to mind."

Well, that's true, it seemed too smooth.

As if I'm not busy enough. One, two, three, four...

Four demons wearing strange hoods blocked the path.

"Wait, I'm sure we were told to wait inside, where are you going..."

"Ugh, move aside!"

Blocking the way like extras. They seem eager to fight.

I don't know why they shouldn't use violence, but I ended up blowing all four away at once.

I can't use magic, but that doesn't mean I can't use strength. And with the kind of power I possess, few can match me, having survived hell.

Moreover, somehow, it seems I can still extract Chaeseol's magic.

So, finding the intruders is definitely advantageous. Since we are the only ones who know the way.

"Chaeseol! Coming out soon!"

"Yeah! I sense it!"

Although he moved to the opposite side, he won't be able to escape our pursuit.

We're almost there.

If we capture him now and hand him over to the workshop guys, we'll score points...

Thud!!

My steps halted at the sudden noise.

Simultaneously, I was certain. The vibrating sensation on my skin, the sound of something being chewed.

The culprit behind this disturbance.

Just imagining confronting the monster at a mere corner made my hands tremble.

Without an adventure, there is no windfall either.

By subduing him, I could secure a ticket to the finals.

With that determination in mind, after a brief deep breath, I checked around the corner.

        
            Sure.

I wondered when we'd see this in a different world.

The intruder who appeared when I turned the corner and the culprit behind this commotion.

It was none other than a small golden dragon.

Judging by its size, it seemed more like a baby dragon rather than a fully grown mythical creature.

The faint flapping and peculiar breath I had been hearing all along belonged to this little one.

So, is it true that this tiny creature made all of this mess?

"A dragon. Did this little guy do all of this?"

"Kyu!"

Cute... Wait, do dragons usually make sounds like this?

Perhaps because it's not fully grown yet, but both its appearance and cries were unmistakably reptilian.

If it weren't for Chaesol's magic, I might have just thought nothing of it and moved on.

The sight of the dragon illuminated by magic was quite different from other creatures.

Normally, magic is stored in one place and only feels strong when needed.

However, this little one had pockets of magic everywhere.

The amount of concentrated magic was so significant, almost infinite, that even for a dragon, this was unexpected.

"They say dragons are like gods in this world."

"More importantly... what should we do with this little one?"

I don't see Artemia or any other workshop personnel nearby.

It doesn't make sense that they haven't identified him yet; they must have gone to request backup.

That means handling him alone is not an option.

If even the administrators known for their strength can't handle him, it must be quite dangerous.

So, letting your guard down just because he's cute could lead to unforeseen consequences.

"...This is tricky."

But how did a baby dragon end up in the workshop all of a sudden?

Unless someone was controlling the dragon to spy on us.

Maybe he ended up here purely by chance.

Then why cause such chaos?

"...Is he hungry?"

Suddenly, I remembered a plump elf lad with a hearty appetite.

The image of him greedily devouring anything that came his way came to mind.

Come to think of it, he used to growl quite fiercely when someone tried to take his food.

"Peep! Peep peep!"

Wait, maybe he really is just hungry.

During this time, dragons and humans alike cry when they're hungry.

Just then, a small fruit Luna had saved hung in my pocket.

He seemed so interested in it that although it was emergency rations, now might be the time.

In a tense moment, I took out the fruit from my pocket and cautiously offered it to the dragon.

"Peep, peep!"

There you go! He seems interested.

If a dragon living off his own strength gets hungry, things could get out of hand.

Or not.

It's amazing how a simple piece of fruit can resolve things so smoothly...

"Pfft."

Spit it out.

No, I didn't exactly put it in his mouth.

Why? Is it not to his taste? Or perhaps dragons, after all, need to be carnivorous?

"Goodness... quite picky."

"Peep! Peep peep peep!"

That's when it happened.

A shockwave so powerful that it made hair flutter passed by.

As if to show that he caused this disturbance, the dragon emitted a sound wave from his mouth.

With just that sound wave, the whole area shook, and the ground cracked.

The intense vibration, making it hard to stand, definitely proved he was a baby dragon.

The conclusion is, unless I provide what he needs, safety is not guaranteed, let alone any hints.

It might turn out to be a riskier gamble than I thought.

"But, there's something familiar about this little one since earlier. Doesn't he smell like something I know?"

Perhaps due to Chaesol's magic enhancing my sense of smell, I sensed a familiar scent other than magic.

Where have I smelled this before?

A fresh, nutty, sweet fragrance.

Even if two people shared it, one would never know...

"Blueberry roast!"

A dish made by roasting the fruits of the blue tree found throughout the Blue Forest region, known for its abundant supply of fresh fruits.

Characterized by a fresh, sweet aroma contrasting with a nutty flavor.

"That guy always has it at the tip of his tongue."

The culprit who steals party rations and self-proclaimed noble elf.

It was a food Luna liked so much that she always carried it in her pocket.

She would eat dozens of them a day, so for her, it was like the elixir of life.

Then why does this dragon smell like blue fruit?

And it's very strong. It's as if someone is periodically giving out fruit.

Suddenly, a certain memory flashed through my mind.

About four days after the exam ended.

That day, I remembered how suspicious Luna's behavior was.

More precisely, when she returned to the room after frivolously forming a temporary alliance.

She was fidgeting by the door, caught in the act, looking shocked.

At that moment, there was something hidden behind her hand, but at the time, I thought it must be something to eat and let it pass.

However, after replaying the scene dozens of times, I finally began to see it.

The 'coin purse' next to him.

"It doesn't seem like he's after money..."

Cha Seol-ah's words were correct.

If money was the goal, he would have shown it off on the first day we met.

It doesn't make sense for him to risk his life to come to the workshop.

Moreover, here, besides buying food, there is nowhere to spend money.

So why?

....

Wait.

Money.

Food.

Eating.

"No way."

With a hint of doubt, I took out the coin purse I had been carrying little by little.

Then I opened it slightly, took out a gold coin from inside, and held it out to him with my mouth.

"Chomp! Chomp!"

He eats it.

And he eats it very well.

From the beginning, along with the flapping sound, the 'crunch' sound I heard was nothing but the sound of him chewing the gold coin.

"So, in the end, did the guy who lived in the Blue Tree Forest come to the workshop because he was hungry?"

For now, that's the conclusion.

Actually, it doesn't matter what happened up to this point.

What matters is from now on.

"The timing is quite good."

"The participants?"

At that moment, the administrator I first saw at the entrance appeared in the distance.

She was wearing something unusual, not the clothes she wore at the time.

Seeing the black-red lines drawn on the previously white and comfortable-looking attire, it was probably indicating a combat situation now.

These traces were probably caused by trying to stop him.

In other words, he doesn't know how to handle this dragon.

"You were probably told not to leave the room."

"I got lost on the way to the bathroom. Isn't that more urgent?"

"...Please step back. He might seem cute on the outside, but inside..."

"Uh, uh, there seems to be some misunderstanding."

"Squeak?"

She cautiously picked up the baby dragon and cradled it in her arms.

Soft and warm, like holding a puppy she was raising.

Immediately, you could see her eyes wavering.

It's hard to believe that the guy who was uncontrollable is now calm.

Will she be even more surprised now?

"What... do you mean?"

"He's on our side. Us."

"What...! Aren't you both participants in the workshop battle? He's supposed to be a target for disrupting the workshop! Stop playing tricks and hand him over!"

"No, I can't. Squeaky."

"Squeak!"

A seemingly ordinary sound wave made one side of the wall ripple.

"You see. Squeaky listens to us."

"...Do you think you can get away with this after doing such a thing?"

"No, it wasn't done without thinking."

The Workshop Manual.

A book detailing the history of the workshop spanning hundreds of years.

Although it's a famous book in this world, few have read it thoroughly.

After all, it's so thick.

But if you look closely, you'll find this kind of content written in it.

'The responsibility for incidents within the workshop lies solely with the workshop.'

"Listening, it seems like the current head honcho over there is quite the pretender. Seems like he's not just strong in a sense of responsibility."

"....."

"But how could it be that a single participant was able to handle over five administrators, and even resolve the incident caused by them?"

"What will happen?"

...Me.

In an instant, a chilling magic sensation prickled my skin.

Before long, a sharp flow of energy began to hover in the air to the extent that it was visible to the eye.

"I never thought that I could kill you all...."

"Kill."

"W-What...."

"If it's possible even 'inside' the workshop, not just 'outside.'"

That furry guy with his arm severed was clearly attacked from outside the workshop.

The final content of the workshop manual and its core rule.

Administrators cannot physically harm participants inside the workshop.

Therefore, he restrained himself from unleashing his power, aware of this fact, unable to do anything.

Fighting against a dragon will require considerable strength.

The only way to pass without conflict is to stand on the opposite side.

When there are no options left, it must be the perfect time to push the negotiation forward.

"Let's make a deal."

"A deal... you say."

"Bring that. That."

"That? What."

It's obvious.

That thing you only revealed to the top-ranked contestant.

"The item given to the top performer of the first test, hand it over to us too."

Then release this dragon immediately and keep your mouth shut forever.

        
            "Forever... Are you saying you're going to keep your mouth shut?"

Artemia fell into deep contemplation.

Engaging in a direct confrontation with the dragon known as the "Eternal Beast" would result in significant losses. The participants in front of her had not only failed to cooperate but had also become meals for the dragon. Given the numerous constraints that followed trying to subdue them first, it was a difficult situation.

Perhaps it was best to quietly let things pass as they were, in order to minimize the damage.

As time passed, after much deliberation, she reached a conclusion.

"It's still not possible."

...Naive.

Even in a situation where a single wrong move could lead to the destruction of the workshop, she adhered to discipline.

After considering it dozens of times, she decided to break off negotiations.

She did not explain the reasons; her eyes were filled only with determination.

It seemed she harbored something different from mere conviction.

"...I've often been misunderstood."

Workshops are commonly known as places where artisans come together to create masterpieces. However, the current workshops undoubtedly serve as hubs where skilled individuals from various regions gather to lead the modern era.

...Externally.

However.

Most views are simply ignorant. It is a misconception that has spread widely.

The workshop is not a place for artisans.

Nor is it a place to create deadly weapons.

The workshop.

It signifies a fair and just place that transcends any worldly standards.

It is the continent's sole sanctuary amidst daily violence, hatred, murder, and threats, symbolizing peace.

That was the original meaning of the workshop, Daisy's ideology.

"...For example, it's like everyone took the test under equal conditions."

"Are you so knowledgeable because you're an administrator, knowing things not found in books? But even when you speak, it's not amusing, right? Seeing the current state of the workshop battle and other aspects, they all seem to contradict that noble ideology."

A scene from the entrance suddenly came to mind.

Power capable of severing a large body in a single blow.

Speed so great that it's hard to even discern what was struck.

Precise target settings and the optimal direction for delivering power.

All backed by innate magical abilities.

In short, it was clean without any frills.

Just like now.

"Yes, that's correct. The current workshop is indeed like that. It has deviated from my father's intentions."

"Father...? Rather than that, attacking us now means they're about to go all out, right?"

Artemia narrowly avoided the strike.

A blade deeply aimed at her throat from an angle.

Had Chaesola not pulled her back, her shoulder might have been cleaved in an instant.

The attack, without a hint of hesitation, clearly reflected her intentions.

"...The workshop must change."

Daisy, the one who originally founded the workshop.

If her words were true, Artemia's identity surprisingly turned out to be his daughter.

Moreover, instead of following his intentions, she seemed to be opposing his ideology.

...The workshop must change?

Muttered softly while biting her lip.

The exact meaning was unclear, but one thing was certain.

"Beep! Beep beep!"

This person is genuinely trying to kill us.

"No matter how young he may be, Dragonkind is still formidable."

Making false statements without a hint of fear on his face.

Artemia unleashed shockwaves from the Golden Dragon while simultaneously launching fierce attacks towards us.

It was then that we discovered her weapon was none other than her bladed legs.

Stronger and faster than a typical sword wielded using upper body muscles, it was a formidable weapon.

With steps too swift to follow and sharp blades coming in relentlessly, it approached smoothly like a dance.

Both I and Chaesola were barely able to dodge.

It seemed as if she had completely transformed into someone else, confident that she could easily overpower any dragon.

"Gulp...!"

"Hanul!!"

With magic sealed, there was no chance for a counterattack, not even an escape.

Whether it was due to reaching the limits of evading or for some other reason, although she narrowly avoided being hit, she couldn't withstand a direct kick.

The force that seemed to distort his insides struck accurately in his abdomen, instantly shattering his ribs.

...Damn it.

If only his magic hadn't been sealed.

But why did his body move on its own like this?

What's so great about this stalker guy?

"Hey, are you really okay? Maybe we should close the workshop starting today."

"No matter what you say, it won't work. The test will proceed as planned with you caught up in questionable thinking, and 'my' workshop is still intact."

"I don't understand what you're saying, but if something hurts, take a break."

A wooden sword primarily used in swordsmanship training.

Wooden sword.

It may not be considered a sword in the traditional sense, but there was no difficulty in swinging it.

"...Wood? How long can something made of just wood hold up?"

"It's better not to underestimate it. Even though it looks like that, it's incredibly sturdy."

With the wooden sword she had been carrying on her back, Chaeseol-ah pushed him away.

Although it wasn't a direct hit, he seemed surprised by the momentary push even though there was no magic imbued in it.

Of course, this was just a one-time feat; even Chaeseol-ah would find it nearly impossible to subdue Artemia with a wooden sword.

"Oh, I see. Boyfriend? Did you come out because your lover got hit?"

"Hey, it's not like that, so don't think weird things."

"That's right. That's all. The reason you're about to die."

"...That's assuming the wooden sword holds up."

With a shout that breaking it would stop him, he began to charge in earnest.

While completely blocking the young dragon's sound waves, there was not a single gap in the flawless unity of offense and defense.

Although Chaeseol-ah had blocked several attacks, the momentum was clearly shifting towards him.

The only fortunate thing was that it wasn't an ordinary wooden sword.

When Chaeseol-ah first arrived at the room, what she held in her hand was none other than a wooden sword.

It wasn't strange for her, who had originally learned swordsmanship, to have it, but the problem was where she had picked it up.

When asked this question, Chaeseol-ah smiled and replied.

Spoils.

There was no particular reason.

Simply because unlike Kim Taekang, who was fragmented by the flow of numerous magics, it remained unscathed.

Blade and wooden sword.

Wooden sword and blade.

When dozens of moves were divided.

The outcome of victory or defeat became starkly clear.

"...Honestly, I was surprised. I couldn't have imagined that a mere wanderer armed with a branch could endure this much."

"......"

"You... This bastard..."

In the end, Chaeseol-ah couldn't win.

The once steadfast wooden sword was now lying on the ground.

Her usually calm breath was now labored.

She was in a state where simply standing was difficult.

To defeat a different opponent with a completely different experience using just a sturdy wooden sword was almost like a trick.

However.

Even in the face of imminent death in a desperate situation, there was one thing she never wavered on.

The eyes filled with determination finally discovered it.

"Hanul, I found it."

The entrance on the first day.

The first blow revealing her identity.

The battle that had unfolded until now.

The commonality in the three scenes was the 'right leg.'

She had been insisting on using only her right leg in all instances.

Considering that the opposite side was perfectly capable of supporting her weight, it was unlikely due to a physical defect.

Even if it was originally a painful leg, the fact that she concealed it to that extent indicated that there was something more.

For example.

"Oh, when did you...!"

"Finally caught some prey. It's nice to see you in this situation."

Suppressing magic systems or something similar.

At Chaeseol-ah's words, she gathered all her remaining strength and charged at him.

With all her might, her fist reached the side of the blade on his left leg.

As she destroyed the protruding mechanism, she began to feel magic flowing throughout her body.

"Chaeseol-ah!! This is your last chance!!"

Controlling magic with magic.

In this world's system, it may not be entirely impossible, but it would certainly require relative strength.

No matter how excellent the administrator may be, it would be difficult to control all the mana of numerous participants.

So the only remaining option is to utilize the collection of remarkable combat techniques.

"Goodness...!"

Black currents, as if impatiently waiting to emerge from the world, surged out in all directions.

It created an illusion that a personality intent on killing her had emerged.

The depth of increased offense and defense, along with unfamiliar techniques and heightened power, overwhelmed Artemia completely, unlike anything before.

Seol-A's mana, now even more potent, made it impossible to even evade attacks, let alone compare to previous encounters.

"Do you understand?"

"Gasp...! What, what...?"

"Even without mana, you would have died in the end."

"Ha, arrogance."

"I've already done everything I could. You wouldn't have agreed to date me otherwise, so I decided to make you mine just now."

This was new information for her.

"And when I cut your throat and turn back, I'll give you something much stronger than a kiss."

"You crazy woman."

"Oh, right. That's why you'll die."

The swordsmanship she would hear about later.

A technique that killed Kim Taekang, a sword that anyone facing it for the first time would inevitably fall victim to.

Even if all attacks miss, the sword leaves traces.

Exploiting those traces, the sword strikes from behind in a series of ten continuous strikes.

        
            Perhaps due to a massive collision.

The surrounding walls were crumbling, and the floor was shattered, requiring balance even when standing still.

Amidst the hazy smoke, tension began to rise.

Even if it was that guy, he wouldn't come out unscathed from a bare-handed attack.

Before long, the smoke began to dissipate, revealing a silhouette that appeared to be human.

"...Luna?"

The first thing that caught my eye was none other than Luna.

The one who should have been guarding the room had suddenly appeared in a strange place.

Furthermore, he was holding what seemed to be a pouch in his right hand.

Expressing concern for leaving his post for so long, Luna handed over a fish as an apology.

"It seems you've caused trouble again. It's true that things don't go well when I'm not around."

"I'm sorry, but you're the only one here who could cause trouble."

"Why did you bring this?"

Pointing to the pouch, Luna's surprised reaction was not unusual, like someone touching something hot.

Moreover, confessing to strange deeds done secretly until now.

Although there were sounds of approaching reaping day, it wasn't important at the moment.

"More importantly, what's going on here... Why is the floor broken like this, and blood..."

"...Something happened."

After a while, the dense smoke completely cleared, and Artemia's figure began to appear.

Contrary to expectations that even standing would be difficult, her form became clear.

A bright orange shield surrounded her body within the smoke.

It shattered like glass immediately, but it seemed to have absorbed some damage.

Eventually, Artemia staggered a bit and slumped into place.

"Cough... Ugh..."

"Ugh! What, what's with her again?"

"Stay back. She's out of control."

"..."

The situation seemed to be over.

The Gold Dragon fell asleep soundly in Luna's arms.

After a fierce battle, Artemia also collapsed.

Now, all that was left was to extract the remaining information...

"Wait, why is she there?"

"What?"

"Oh, no. Surely..."

The creature that wouldn't follow without being fed.

Despite experiencing a war-like situation just now, it cuddled up in unfamiliar arms and fell asleep.

As things started to feel strangely off, I asked Luna with a thought in mind.

"Could it be... Do you know this dragon?"

"Oh, Snuffles. I played with him outside, and we became friends. He must have followed me here after sniffing around. He seemed hungry, so I fed him various things."

"You, you..."

"Oh, come on, it's not like I'm making a big deal out of our little disagreement, right? Besides, considering my share down south, he's barely touched anything yet."

So.

From the workshop turning into chaos.

To fighting for their lives.

It was all because of that damn elf.

I thought the day to postpone the reaping had come, but I couldn't show any signs here.

If it were revealed that the root of the incident was here...

Everything I had done so far would turn into a disgrace.

"So that's how it turned out."

"Wow!!!"

Goodness. It seems everyone heard it by now.

Artemia got up from the mess and brushed off the dust clinging to her clothes.

Due to the shocking revelation, she stared at me intensely, but surprisingly, she didn't say anything about it.

"Don't worry. Dragons don't hold grudges. Let's just send that dragon away for now. If his mother comes looking for him, I really can't do anything."

Ideally, I wanted to send Luna and that creature away together, but things had settled well enough.

I couldn't understand why she didn't ask for any responsibility.

Showing a inexplicable bitter expression, she looked at us.

"From the beginning, they should have eliminated the team that attacked our people. Because attacking guests is not allowed... It's just as my father intended."

Artemia muttered incomprehensible words and turned away as is.

After a while, she gently grabbed the shoulders of the girl who was supposed to return to her place.

"I'll give you the rope."

"Huh, not even giving time to indulge in thoughts."

She advised her to spend her last rest well for tomorrow's exam and not to be deceived by 'sounds.'

In the context, it was a tip for the upcoming exam, but with just those few words, there was nothing she could figure out right now.

In the end, it felt like just depleting energy on the eve of an important day.

"Sigh, I shouldn't have come out tired for no reason. If I knew this would happen, I should have stayed in bed longer."

Luna started to return to her room, saying she would leave first if she didn't come quickly.

Anyway, that calm elf guy who doesn't know others' speed immediately...!

"...Chaeseol?"

At that moment when she was about to follow him to the room,

She felt like her sleeve was caught on something.

Turning her head, Chaeseol was standing there with a face that seemed to have something to say.

"I feel weird."

"Oh, right. Let's get treatment first. On the 1st floor..."

The arm that was caught on the sleeve was pulled and dragged somewhere.

The place she was aimlessly taken to was none other than the restroom on each floor of the guest room.

Chaeseol entered the men's restroom as it was, pushed me in, locked the door, and followed inside.

Moving to the stall.

When the sound of the door locking reached her ears, a familiar memory somehow came to mind.

"I must have used too much magic. I feel dizzy."

"That's right. Then let's quickly go back and rest, shouldn't we?"

"...like this."

Chaeseol, crawling down with her lower body naturally, put her hand straight into my pants and began to stimulate the sleeping penis.

"But Hanul, do you know that?"

"What...?"

"You've been accepting me since some time ago."

Looking back, it was definitely true when she first fell here.

From hesitating to even carry the injured, it had come to this kind of relationship.

To firmly erect the half-erect penis, Chaeseol knelt down in front of it by pulling down the pants.

"I'm so happy and grateful for that. So I will make you love me more."

"Chaeseol... Mm."

As if talking to the penis, Chaeseol breathed in front of it, saying that she would make herself more loved.

Eventually, she eagerly took care of the penis with her mouth filled with hot breath.

Even though the door was locked, it felt strange to be sucking a penis in a public place where someone might come in.

Or rather, it ended up being sucked.

As if waiting for this moment, Chaeseol tantalizingly caressed the penis.

"Suck, slurp, gulp."

Suddenly, the day they first mixed their bodies in the room came to mind.

Cute nipples rising and a squeezing scream.

A solid buttocks and a dripping pussy.

That image still lingered in her mind.

However, this scene was completely different.

Like a maid serving her master's penis, kneeling on the floor without using her hands, only aiming for the penis with her mouth.

And looking up subtly with a slightly blushing face.

It felt obscene in a very ignorant way.

With this new perspective, the feeling of the penis pulsating more vigorously began to emerge.

"Delicious... penis...."

"Hey, even if it's like this in the room...."

Chaeseol acted decisively as if saying, 'Right now, here.'

Unless she pushed the penis in, she wouldn't reach the throat that couldn't be reached well, swallowing it deep inside by herself.

"Gag, gag, ugh."

Every time Chaeseol exhaled, a painful moan came out, but it seemed like she was enjoying it.

Whether she wanted to torment her throat more, her lips touched the root of the penis, and she began to suffocate.

After inserting and withdrawing for a while, she repeated the process of pushing all the way inside at once.

"Ha... Ugh, hoo...."

Chae Seol-ah withdrew her mouth momentarily just before choking.

Suddenly, the sight of Chae Seol-ah in front of my penis strangely aroused a sense of shame.

Tears that had spilled out as I pushed into her throat made her look submissive.

"Han Ul?"

The most prominent physical change since coming to this world.

It was strength, indeed.

If someone as light as Chae Seol-ah could be lifted with one hand.

I wrapped my hand around her waist, lifted her, and sat her on the toilet.

It seemed like she had already figured out all my habits from the past and anticipated my next move.

"...Hmm, is this it?"

Chae Seol-ah lowered her upper body slightly and then raised her head.

Then she stuck out her tongue all the way and opened her mouth to a size suitable for taking in my penis.

Gradually, she began to lick with an expectant gaze, waiting for something eagerly.

"Put it in my mouth."

Every time I hear those words, it feels like my rationality is slipping away.

I approached Chae Seol-ah, grabbed her head, and thrust into her throat without mercy.

Although it was the same act as before, there was a clear difference between being passive and actively involved.

Chae Seol-ah swallowed my penis motionlessly as if she were a doll.

Even though she seemed to be in agony, her arms hung limp as if they were numb, swaying back and forth without using her hands.

She was solely focused on extracting semen as if she were born just to take my penis at that moment.

"Guh, ugh, ugh."

The light sounds, like sucking on candy, had suddenly turned into coarse moans.

Once again, my vision blurred halfway through the act.

Her face showed an unusual level of excitement, making it hard to hold back.

Through frequent encounters, I learned about Chae Seol-ah's peak timing.

If her vagina twitched noticeably.

That meant she wanted me to ejaculate.

"Kuk...!"

Pushing the watery semen into Chae Seol-ah's throat once more, she began to gulp it down as if she had been waiting for it.

Her actions were so captivating that I couldn't bring myself to withdraw my penis easily.

When the ejaculation finally stopped.

Only then could I pull out my penis, covered in Chae Seol-ah's saliva.

"Ah...."

Chae Seol-ah opened her mouth wide as if showing it off like a student presenting their work.

She seemed to want praise for swallowing all the semen without leaving any behind.

Then she stood up, placed my hand on her chest, and whispered softly in my ear.

"Let's continue."

        
            "Let's do more."

This is poison.

If you indulge in it, you will be deeply poisoned to the core.

Yet, it was a poison that one could not help but consume.

With that short phrase, as if possessed, the body began to move.

After seating Chaesera on the toilet, the pants were removed.

The smooth legs and black panties that were revealed stimulated the eyes.

Spreading the legs, the moistened entrance was caressed with desire.

"Ah, huh...."

Lips met the shallow moans from her mouth.

Although it was always the case, the lack of resistance during sex always brought about a strange sensation.

It signified complete surrender of the body.

Lost in a long kiss, the right hand slipped into Chaesera's panties.

As the slippery fingers touched the wetness, the tongue that was kissing began to quiver, and the breath quickened.

Like targeting a weakness, this time the target became her entrance.

To not lose the prey, the finger pushed deep inside her folds.

"Huh...!"

The moan that eventually escaped sounded like a plea for more.

Strangely, stimulating a naked body seemed more provocative than doing so with clothes on.

Chaesera seemed on the brink of reaching climax soon.

At that moment when the hand moved vigorously within the panties.

"Ah, hmm, come out...."

Already the second time.

Once with fellatio, once with teasing her entrance.

In a brief moment, two actions were completed.

Chaesera trembled as warm fluids dripped from her entrance.

"Ah... impregnate me."

More provocative than asking to be penetrated or ejaculated inside.

Her mind was almost paralyzed by the forceful thrusts.

While having a baby might have been what Chaesera desired, restraint now seemed nearly impossible.

The enraged member was pulled out.

Then, pressing against Chaesera's fully opened entrance, the tip was brought to meet her wetness.

Using the slick fluid, the entrance was thoroughly invaded.

The intensified moans indicated a plea to not tease but to penetrate.

Though there was a desire to torment, it was meaningless in front of desire.

"Uh, ah...!"

From then on, it was decided to surrender to instinct.

The pleasure of pushing inside always offered a different taste.

Due to the warmth and moisture, ejaculation almost happened immediately.

Bearing it, she spread her legs wider, achieving the optimal position where the member reached all the way inside.

This position, hitting the uterus like a pressure, was Chaesera's favorite.

Looking at her face, it seemed like she had lost herself after a few rounds.

"Hu... ah. Uh, uh."

However, there was no room to pay attention to such details here.

Whether Chaesera was present mentally or not, the waist moved instinctively, thrusting the member.

One became two.

Two became four.

Four became ten.

Repeating the irrational piston motion to satisfy Chaesera, soon I also reached the moment of the first climax.

"Ah...! Huh, feels good...."

Clearly, even in complete stupor, Chaesera momentarily regained consciousness when experiencing release, letting out peculiar moans.

Even if her eyes were unfocused, her entrance automatically responded to receiving the essence.

Such an animalistic sight was too intense, prompting a change in position.

This was commonly known as the "doggy style" position.

As Chaesera's entrance was prominently displayed, her body floating, she startled and flailed her arms.

"Hanul, this is..."

If someone were present, every aspect from the union of their bodies to the refreshing scene of exchanging fluids would be better seen than any other posture.

Knowing this, Chaesera behaved more modestly.

Indeed, this position felt embarrassing.

However, that was a separate issue from mine.

Ignoring Chaesol's protests, he slowly pushed his member into her exposed vagina.

"Kkweut... Hng, ah."

It felt different from lying down or being mounted on top of her.

Before, it had been a feeling of mingling bodies for intimacy. Now, it was simply 'utilization.'

It was akin to using a living sex toy solely for my pleasure.

The excitement derived from treating a person as a tool was indescribable.

With each thrust of the hips, her moans grew more intense due to the shaking of her body.

"Ugh, gasp, ugh, ha, moan, hng."

Chaesol's arms gradually lost strength and hung limply by her sides.

It is said that when a drunk person drinks more, they either fall asleep or become extremely quiet.

Chaesol seemed to embody that state perfectly.

Though conscious, she had reached a point where counting became difficult, rendering her silent.

Unbeknownst to us, with each penetration, her once controlled bladder turned into a dribbling mess.

The floor was already soaked with a mixture of Chaesol's fluids.

Suddenly, desiring the soft, yielding sensation of her chest, I turned her body around.

Supporting her limp arms around my neck, I lifted her waist higher, embracing her closely.

The firmness of her breasts against my chest sent shivers through my body.

Even without deliberate teasing, her stiffened nipples felt particularly prominent.

In this position, a sensation of pleasure began to stir within me.

"Heh... hng, fill me up completely."

As if sensing that this encounter would be our last today, we shared a deep, intense kiss.

Breaths intertwined, a forceful thrust breached Chaesol's womb.

Invading, and invading again.

The endless flow of ejaculate exceeded Chaesol's capacity, spilling onto the floor.

For a while, heavy breathing filled the room.

...

...

...

"Hehe."

After the act, I found myself surprised during cleanup.

The bodily fluids scattered around, the heated air lingering in the room.

Marks etched onto our bodies as if marking territory.

It felt like witnessing an animal mating ritual.

I couldn't help but wonder if I was truly responsible for this intense scene.

Gradually, I found it hard to shake off the feeling of being consumed by Chaesol.

A remarkable change from my previous self, despite my reluctance to admit the unbelievable series of events.

While not entirely, Chaesol's face brightened slightly with affection, and my deep-seated resentment began to fade.

Chaesol had changed, and so had I.

No one could predict the consequences, but for now, maintaining this distance seemed best.

The thought of using Chaesol as a mere tool now seemed like a misconception.

Perhaps I was the one being used.

"That was amazing... What should we try next? If you want to use me, Hanwool, feel free anytime."

Unlike the flushed Chaesol, my face felt increasingly cold.

After spending a week entwined like animals, it was to be expected.

Leaving the bathroom behind, standing outside the room, I refocused on my purpose.

Ultimately, what I learned from Artemia was the keyword 'sound.'

The second test evidently required a reliance on auditory senses.

I briefly considered whether I should have threatened more aggressively with the vibrator, but this approach seemed best.

More shockingly, the true nature of the workshop and Artemia's relationship was beyond my expectations.

Moreover, her bitter expression, steering the workshop in a different direction than intended, felt poignant.

The thought that this would be the final showdown crossed my mind.

Time passed, going through the evening, night, and bringing morning.

Participants with eyes quite different from those of the first test began to gather in one place.

Before long, the lobby of the guesthouse was filled with people centered around Artemia.

As everyone knew, the gateway to the showdown had once again opened.

Over 1,000 survivors from the first test.

Even the hesitant ones felt tension in the air, sensing a different atmosphere from before as they gathered.

It was time to focus entirely once again.

Just like those determined gazes, my mind was also filled with one thought.

Ah, I wish I could get some good rest...

Suddenly, a day that wasn't really a holiday passed by.

Looking back, how beastly we must have seemed.

Artemia began to speak as resentment towards our lower halves started to build up.

"To all participants who passed the first test. Before we begin the second test, I will briefly explain the content."

Everyone began to focus on her words.

"The format is similar to before. However, causing harm to each other will not earn you any points. You will earn points through the 'showdown robots' provided."

The revelation of the content of the second test finally threw all participants into confusion.

The first reason being that except for the top 10% who pass, everyone else will be eliminated.

Clearly, it seemed that fewer candidates would pass due to the impending finality.

"There are two types of showdown robots. While one allows you to score points, the other explodes upon impact."

And the second reason was that even a small mistake could lead to death.

The distinguishing factor of the robots she presented was the presence of magic.

If you sense a very faint magical wave, it means points; if you feel emptiness, it means death.

In short, it was a matter of who could read the flow of magic well.

        
            To handle the original weapons of the workshop, a high level of understanding of magic is required.

Additionally, it's crucial to know how much one can contain within their own vessel.

This test, therefore, became about how well one could penetrate the essence of magic.

In summary, let's organize the rules.

Earn 10 points for defeating a 'Target Robot' and rise in rank based on accumulated points.

Conversely,

Losing all points occurs when defeating a 'Misfire Robot,' causing an explosion.

And now, there are no withdrawals allowed.

Participants engaging in mutual killing will be immediately disqualified.

Unlike the previous chaotic battles, caution was now necessary.

One wrong move could cost someone their life due to a single mistake.

"Also, please note that the power of Misfire Robots is at a lethal level used in the workshop, so extra caution is advised. Furthermore, scores will be adjusted based on the team's number of members."

No restrictions on magic or skills.

Given time limit: 2 hours.

The second test, where all participants start in one space, has just begun.

Artemia, through teleportation magic seen before, warped over 1,000 participants somewhere else.

"It seems like the scores are kept secret again."

"More importantly, look over there."

The location was a vast field of tall reeds.

Rustle— the sound tickled the ears.

Luna pointed to the sky above the reed field.

The sky she indicated was half-filled with baseball-sized robots flying around.

Robots of uniform size, shape, and speed scattered throughout the sky, key players in the second test.

However, it wasn't the time to scrutinize them now.

A blue arrow piercing through robots from somewhere soared into the sky.

With momentum reaching the end of the sky, it instantly destroyed dozens of robots.

Yes.

The test had already begun.

Even such indiscriminate attacks must have some basis.

One could hit a Misfire Robot by mistake.

In short, it meant they were skilled individuals.

"Hanul, not just the sky."

Upon closer inspection, the robots weren't only in the sky.

The sounds heard from the reed field weren't just from the participants.

Having identified the landmarks, it was time to embark on a full-fledged hunt.

"Well, we can start slowly."

"W-What? Surely among participants...!"

Taken aback,

The yellow-haired elf was startled and fell at my sudden attack.

The second test was also a melee.

One must use all available methods to move as efficiently as possible.

Despite grandiose claims, distinguishing magic was something most here could do.

Handling the robots would be left to Chaeseol-a and Luna, capable of area attacks.

While it might be challenging for Luna, copying scores with Chaeseol-a's current would be instantaneous.

Taking down a few floating robots wouldn't raise suspicion.

That left one role.

"Cough, this guy...! Have you forgotten the rules? This could lead to disqualification..."

"You seem mistaken. What did I do?"

"Just attacked us with your fist!"

"Yeah, so how are you feeling now?"

He merely stumbled in surprise; my attack didn't directly hit him.

As evidence, he bore no small wounds on his body.

In other words, my role in this test was to disrupt them from gaining points, a hindrance.

It's wiser to elevate the team rather than just boosting scores.

"Lucky you. If it were the first test, you'd be dead."

That makes five.

The test site had turned into a battlefield in no time.

No matter how vast the area is, with so many people unleashing all sorts of attacks in every direction.

I, too, will find it difficult to rank high if I don't run around more.

"Well, I knew it would be like this."

A familiar voice rang out at that moment.

Slowly emerging as the reeds parted was a guy in attire very familiar to me.

A long padded coat.

It was Choi Woo-kyung.

"Indeed, quite an interesting fellow. Didn't expect someone who thinks just like me."

"...Long padded coat."

"I'm Choi Woo-kyung. It's a bit sad not to even know each other's names among friends."

In his hand, a part of a robot was emitting sparks.

Choi Woo-kyung continued speaking as he threw the wrecked robot behind him.

"Well, catching things like this isn't really our style, is it?"

"Just here to say hi? '1,000th place.'"

"Well, I just heard a friendly voice. Around '800 and something.'"

"It's better to play from behind than end up last. Don't you think?"

"Not sure if that means anything."

As the tension in the area escalated, he seemed ready to pounce at any moment, but soon relaxed his stance.

"An alliance."

"...What?"

"You already know ways you can help the team anyway."

The proposal Choi Woo-kyung offered was nothing but an alliance.

The gist was that this test wasn't just about determining the first place; it was about cooperating to trip up the others.

It wasn't a bad idea assuming we didn't interfere with each other's teams.

It was a somewhat appealing proposal.

"Alright, fiery as always. If we're going to compete, might as well make it a cool showdown."

But if only I had noticed the smile he showed when accepting the proposal a little earlier.

At that time, I didn't realize that this was his strategy to block interference.

***

Initially 54.

And 25 taken care of by the side.

"...79 in total."

Cha Seol-a calculated her score by adding up the number of robots she had destroyed so far.

The score currently stood at 790 points.

It seemed like a decent flow, but without the status board, it wasn't a stage where one could relax.

Because this test, from start to finish, had rules that kept you on edge unlike before.

So, continuing to focus and smash robots was the best course of action for now.

In other words, following Yeo Han-wool's plan.

"Phew, let's take a break."

"No time to rest. Get up, none of that weak talk."

"Oh, come on, this should be enough. Other guys are whining even for one."

Cha Seol-a cut off the current she was emitting, stepped forward, and approached Luna confidently.

She grabbed Luna by the collar, lifting her up from the ground where she was sitting calmly.

"Why are you...doing this?"

"Don't get it twisted. It's not because you're talented or helpful that I consider you part of the team. It's because Han-wool said so."

"You, your words are too..."

That's when it happened.

Amidst the smoke billowing from the wrecked robots, an elf appeared, shaking the reeds.

They couldn't take their eyes off the elf who had arrived.

Or rather, Luna's every nerve began to tingle.

She was an elf with waist-length white hair, wielding a bow larger than her body.

One peculiar thing.

"Reyna...?"

"Oh my, did someone mention a sickly person?"

She was from the same region as Luna.

Due to the nature of elves living in small settlements, it was common for everyone to know each other across regions.

Although they were widely distributed, in small villages, even if a baby was born, everyone would know.

Her name was Reyna.

An elf from the archer village 'Heize' in Behimos, just like Luna.

"Luna, the scaredy-cat."

"...."

"An elf?"

"I hoped against hope, but did you really sneak into the battle? And with a lone wanderer?"

"Shut up...it's none of your business."

"Hmm, is that so...?"

Rayna glanced at Chaesola before speaking.

"There, are you on a team with that girl? I don't know what she said to make you stick together, but it would be better to send her away now."

"...What are you talking about?"

"Of course, you wouldn't know anything. When that girl really becomes dangerous, she has a habit of not only abandoning the team but also striking from behind."

"Shut up!! That's something you..."

"If you stay here any longer, you might end up being the only one at a loss. Besides, it's obvious that you won't be of any help right now."

Luna reacted more sensitively to her words than usual.

Although it seemed like there was something between the two, their words were different.

"It seems like this is all the doing of that girl alone, so what have you done?"

Rayna asked Luna as she looked at the scattered robot parts.

Upon hearing that, Luna couldn't respond aggressively as she used to.

Because it wasn't entirely wrong.

In reality, most of the points were earned by Chaesola, and even the points she gained were thanks to her help.

"Hah, can't you still pull the bowstring? You're still ignorant. Using a bow imbued with that person's power like a club. Truly a disgrace to the elf race, Luna."

Suddenly.

Something invisible brushed against Rayna's cheek.

Making a sound but remaining unseen, whatever it was left a small scratch on her cheek and disappeared towards the reed field.

"...Hey, Rayna. You've been saying nonsensical things since earlier."

The one who pulled the bow was none other than Luna.

In fact, Luna's combat appearance seen from the south was truly simple.

All she did was vigorously swing the bow that couldn't fulfill its proper function.

It was a bow that emitted something different from ordinary magic, but it was not meant for direct attacks.

However, this time was different.

Even though it wasn't visible, it was undoubtedly the form of a 'bow.'

"Just jealous because I'm prettier?"

"...Are you out of your mind, finally?"

"Well, you couldn't do anything without dragging others down. And you didn't even achieve that on your own, did you?"

"Pitiful Luna, you should have torn apart not just my 'wings' but my mouth too back then."

"Is that so?"

Luna once again took the stance of pulling the bowstring.

Without saying more, she showed a firm determination.

She was determined to erase that guy no matter what.

But now, it was a test that clearly demanded teamwork.

"...Chaesola. Sorry, but..."

"It's fine. Since you weren't helpful anyway. If there's something to do, do it yourself."

"...Okay."

"However, if you end up dying at the hands of that kind of girl, Hanul will worry about losing a team member."

Chaesola passed behind Luna without any hesitation.

"So win, or else I'll kill you myself."

"...Okay."

Eventually, when Chaesola completely left the scene.

The area around the reed field where only the two remained began to sway quietly in the wind.

Luna and Rayna.

Rayna and Luna.

As if there was nothing around them except themselves, they focused entirely on each other.

As the surroundings grew even quieter and the sound of the wind ceased, at that moment.

The battle began with Luna taking the initiative.

        
            Before dividing the sum.

Reyna relaxed her stance and asked Luna.

"Let me ask you one thing. Do you really think, do you believe that you didn't abandon us?"

"...Of course. That's just your foolish delusion."

"Hah."

Luna pondered her question.

Whether it was not the answer she desired, Reyna grabbed her bow immediately after hearing Luna's response.

"The conversation is over. Also, this is your last chance to survive."

It was an unbelievable speed.

Just an arrow flying straight towards her.

Even though the trajectory was clearly shown, narrowly avoiding it was almost miraculous.

Reyna's bow was like that. Its destructive power and speed were so unreal that one could hardly grasp them without experiencing a direct hit.

"It was merely a light pull. Why go through all this trouble for nothing?"

"...Surprising."

However.

That was only when judged by ordinary standards.

She had grown.

In the past, driven by the determination she had when leaving her tribe with tears in her eyes, she pursued survival.

Living alone for a long time.

She eventually came to wield a bow she had never even seen before.

Sometimes, overwhelmed by longing and weakened by emotions.

On those days, she would whip herself, repeatedly practicing pulling the bowstring.

Ten times.

A hundred times, a thousand times....

Countless experiences piled up relentlessly, yet she kept running towards the peak, focusing only on excellence.

For just one moment.

For that one moment of revenge against the one who harmed her family and the group that destroyed her old tribe.

She stood up against any oppression.

"I never thought Reyna would be this weak."

"...What?"

Luna slowly pulled the bowstring.

Though it might seem slow, the weapon she drew was called 'Judgment,' an ancient Elven weapon.

To a people who valued peace and harmony, it was the last remaining lethal weapon.

If someday they understood the concept of weight units.

The weight of Judgment would be recorded as '1,000kg.'

"Eek!!!"

With such a light and slow pull, Luna's strike shattered common sense.

She almost ended her with a single blow among the numerous Elves.

If Reyna hadn't dodged the arrow, her body would have been nearly impossible to find.

She realized that something had passed by her field of vision and looked at Luna.

"What? You've developed some strange tricks since I last saw you. It still feels wasteful to see Judgment in your hands, though."

"You still haven't figured out the situation."

"Seems so."

Reyna cleared her position and flew straight up into the sky.

A rain of archery coming down through generations of Elves.

You couldn't avoid getting wet, no matter how hard you tried to dodge it.

Named after such rain, Arrow Rain.

It was a powerful attack that subdued multiple enemies.

The Arrow Rain accurately hit the area where Luna was, causing a large explosion despite its thin appearance.

The high speed generated friction that led to the explosion.

As she descended from the sky to inspect Luna's condition.

Amidst the thick smoke that rose, something turquoise began to catch her eye.

"You seem to have forgotten. 'Judgment's Circle' is impervious to any Elven attack."

"W-What!? How did you...!"

Enveloping Luna's body was none other than Judgment.

In fact, Judgment had no physical form.

The weapon, close to being 'formless,' could only be seen by the wielder.

In other words, Reyna was fighting something invisible.

Judgment was their beginning and creation.

Therefore, it could change into any form.

This was the defensive mode of Judgment, created during the ancient wars to completely block their magic.

It was 'Judgment's Circle.'

"This can't be true!! The ones who succeeded until now...!"

"There weren't many. That's why I said it earlier."

You still haven't figured out the situation.

Raina began to sink into a creeping sense of unease.

The fear that she might truly die.

No matter how much of a judge she was, if the one catching her was a newborn, she was just a mere prey with a good facade.

However, if the opponent pulling the strings of judgment was skilled enough to change forms.

That alone made judgment a disaster.

"Don't misunderstand. It's not that I value judgment, it's that judgment values me."

"This...!!"

Nevertheless, Raina did not give up.

It wasn't about competitiveness or determination.

Stubbornness and pride.

Simultaneously, a kind of obsession that she couldn't lose.

These qualities combined strongly, driving her to exert all her strength.

Yet, despite clinging to regrets about her life, she keenly felt it.

The same stance, the same skill.

No matter what attack Raina unleashed, Luna returned it with the exact same move.

Through this process, Raina realized something.

The coward she thought had fled was several steps ahead of her.

"Ugh...ugh...."

"Give up, Raina. You've lost. You can't beat me now or in the future."

Luna approached her as Raina slumped, struggling to breathe.

In Raina's eyes, there was a look as if she had reached a higher place than herself.

A gaze that seemed to look down on others, making it unbearable to endure.

Helplessness.

Her mind and heart wanted to fight back immediately, but her body succumbed to helplessness, trembling uncontrollably.

This was now closer to a 'survival instinct' that could be called anger or stubbornness, rather than sheer determination.

"...Shut up. It's not over yet."

"Unfortunately, I can't kill you. Because you can't be a nuisance to those kids. That's the only reason you can still breathe."

In other words, he could have killed her, but he didn't.

This became the catalyst that brought out everything in Raina.

"Shut your mouth!!!!!"

"...!!!"

One well-known weakness of elves is their vulnerability in close combat.

This was a widely known fact and simultaneously a fatal flaw.

If you get close to an elf who excels at long-range combat, their options become limited.

Especially when facing a foe like Raina wielding a dagger.

"Kreuk...!"

"You arrogant wench...I clearly said my chances of survival were over, didn't I?"

Luna scrutinized Raina.

Eyes devoid of reason and intellect.

Pupils filled solely with desire for victory.

Even abandoning the pride of an elf to charge forward.

It was no longer the face of the past.

"Die!!!!!"

To an agile elf with nothing but agility, even a minor injury is critical.

If they are cut by a small dagger, their actions are severely restricted.

If that shoulder, which was just grazed, had been slashed.

Not to mention judgment, even drawing a regular bow would become difficult.

"Heh heh, how foolish. Unable to do anything because of those brats. Seems like you've forgotten the pride of an elven warrior."

"I don't know about those old stories, but how about getting your act together?"

Each time Luna dodged an attack, she felt it.

This guy could only be appeased by killing her.

It didn't matter if they were separated from the battlefield.

...Well, they had come too far.

Thus, with clumsy yet vigorous slashes leaving dozens of marks.

Luna could do nothing but bleed from the numerous scratches.

"Hehe, finally coming to your senses?"

"...I've been sensible from the start."

"Don't worry too much about appearances. I'll send your so-called team the same way."

With that statement, Luna dropped judgment to the ground.

Despite her sudden action, Raina was only slightly flustered, not letting her guard down.

Eventually, Luna took a deep breath and spoke.

"...I didn't want to be serious all this time. On the days when I left the village behind and walked into the streets, the situation was too serious for me to even crack a smile. That's why I always tried to act like a child, pretending to be carefree and breezing through everything."

"You..."

"When I get serious, that day comes back to me. But you, you really can't do it."

Rayna listened to what the instinctual voice had to say.

The atmosphere had already changed.

If you want to live, run away.

This was Luna's final strike, practiced in secret.

Unlike bows that require a certain distance, this bow could deliver maximum power even at close range.

Starting from shooting arrows at stationary targets, passing through the stages of mastering trajectory changes, to reaching the level of handling the bow freely—a straightforward skill progression.

Anyone facing this would surely repeat the same words in their mind.

This is not just a bow, but 'something else.'

A flame that defies definition, with power enough to blow away an entire region.

After a long time, a deadly bow naturally born in her hands, 'Genesis.'

...

...

...

"You foolish girl!!!"

Luna was more surprised than ever.

Her determination to dodge Genesis' direct hit by sacrificing part of her body.

Before she knew it, it had reached her slender abdomen.

Rayna smiled as she felt the fact that she had pierced Luna, but soon fell into great despair.

"...You foolish girl."

It wasn't Luna; it was Luna's delusion distorted by Genesis.

An illusion created by the incredibly fast speed of Genesis, making it seem like the caster was still standing there.

Along with that, Luna left something behind to end this fierce battle.

The 'dud robot.'

Rayna, consumed by great madness, looked at her with a soulless face.

However, Rayna's expression, containing so much, disappeared somewhere shortly after a loud explosion, erasing her along with it.

It was the moment when the explosion engulfed her with a deafening roar, wiping her out.

        
            A tremendous explosion was felt in the far distance.

Such a loud noise that even the skin vibrated from a long distance away.

Someone had definitely tampered with the dummy robots.

It seemed like Artemia paid particular attention to the power, as she mentioned.

...They couldn't be the ones, could they?

No, they couldn't be.

"Ugh! What, what is this mess!"

With all visible weapons shattered since no one like Chae Seol-ah used magic itself as a weapon, everyone nearby would struggle to keep up with their pace.

By rendering those reliant on weapons useless, it was a strategic move.

Now, all that was left was to rely on the main base.

If they managed to handle the target robots smoothly, they might just pass this test.

However,

There was still a snag.

The secret behind the hint Artemia provided remained unsolved, lingering in their mind.

Even though they strained their ears, they couldn't find anything discernible by 'sound,' making their head ache for no reason.

"Oh, as expected, you've grown more than last time."

"Ugh, go somewhere else. Why are you following me around?"

"Don't you know? Two heads are better than one."

"Two heads my foot."

Since the alliance with Chae Seol-ah earlier, Choi Woo-gyeong had been trailing behind them.

While ostensibly helpful in disrupting others, they couldn't shake off the feeling that there was an ulterior motive.

"...."

"Hwi-yu, someone seems to have triggered something again. Worried? Is it about your team?"

Their steps halted at another distant explosion sound.

As tempting as it was to join now, with half the time still remaining, they had to delay further.

According to the plan, 55 minutes lay ahead.

In the moment of choice and focus, he spoke.

"Are you a fool to genuinely worry about that?"

"What did you say?"

"You're not really falling for this act, are you? If you believe, don't look back."

A pang of guilt struck them.

Belief meant not looking back.

Indeed, worrying now was merely contradictory.

Continually scrutinizing the back entrusted out of anxiety was essentially distrust.

"...More importantly, can you tell me now?"

"I'm telling you right now."

"Not these jokes, I mean what you know about this world."

Perhaps they had hoped to meet this person.

Choi Woo-gyeong was someone who had landed here long before them and adapted.

Simultaneously, he was a human who had been stranded here for years.

This could very well signify their future.

"You heartless bastard, rejecting teams, killing my subordinates, even passing on what the growling guy knew."

"I only learned this from some elf guy. And I didn't kill your subordinate."

"Wasn't it your girlfriend who killed him?"

"Well, she...she did kill him, but anyway."

Damn, did it look like they were in a relationship to others?

Doesn't matter. Right now, hearing the truth from him was more urgent.

Choi Woo-gyeong seemed to ponder over this.

It seemed difficult for him to readily share information.

But shortly after,

He finally opened up.

And the only condition he laid down was just one.

"...Is that all?"

"Yes, that's it. Now listen carefully."

Since our goal leaned more towards information gathering rather than winning the workshop battle, it was more than acceptable.

Thus, they finally got to hear about this place from another person.

Firstly, his landing here began with simply banging his head on a desk.

Waking up to an unfamiliar coastline, spending a week in dire straits, eventually leading to his current involvement with the Flame Tank.

"Listen, those of us in the tank also experienced a significant shock to the head."

A significant shock to the head.

Could a concussion serve as a trigger to enter this otherworldly realm?

It was an absurd hypothesis, but it couldn't be ignored.

According to what he said next, humans inherently had a greater capacity to absorb magic than the natives of this world.

So, this must have been the reason why both I and Chaeseol were able to handle magic faster, but even he didn't know the exact cause.

"This is the basis on which you and I could compete."

In other words, it meant that the more one adapted to this world, the weaker they became.

Of course, there were exceptions, but generally, as people spent time here, they drifted further away from magic.

In short, the longer the stay, the smaller the possibility became.

"Escape? Our leader is still looking into that."

"What kind of guy is the leader?"

"Don't even ask. A real monster, literally. To the point where you'd question if he's human. I heard he's been here for 5 years and only gets stronger as time goes by."

The 'leader' he mentioned earlier was one of those exceptions.

So, what was the purpose of the Flame Tank, mostly composed of humans?

As curiosity arose about this, he began to reveal their purpose himself.

"It's not surprising. Because they're just like you. Even though it may seem like we've been idling here for years, everyone wants to go back. The Flame Tank is where such individuals gather, serving as a fence for each other."

"..."

"Do you ever think about leaving? Don't worry too much. To put it nicely, it's like this, we have our own set of problems. We don't have that tight camaraderie."

He was a decent guy, but Choi Woogyung showed a bitter expression as he added those words.

I almost wanted to reveal his true nature, but decided to set aside the past for now.

"Lastly, want us to share what we've found out?"

"Yeah, if you haven't just been fooling around for years, you must have found something."

"Well, this is really expensive."

Just in case, I brought it along.

Only a part of it.

"What, where did you get so much money from?"

"It's your leader's job. Not all of it, though."

"Hah, he turned out to be quite the hotshot. But isn't it childish to buy information with just money?"

"I'll keep my mouth shut. If the fact that a large sum was spent enters the organization, it has to be shared. And..."

"...Really?"

A limited edition long padding coat.

"If we get out, I'll give it to you. Two sets."

"Haha! This guy is totally insane. Alright, what we're looking for is..."

That's when it happened.

"...Chaeseol?"

Emerging from the reeds, Chaeseol appeared with the sound of rustling.

Judging by the target robot in her hand, she seemed to have been hunting nearby and came after hearing our voices.

"Hanul."

"I thought you were far away. Seems like you were close by."

"Yeah."

"How many did you catch? Where is that guy?"

"...35."

...35?

Not a small number, but surely, at the blow I saw him deliver when we parted ways, five were instantly destroyed.

Moreover, she didn't answer about Luna.

Even if we weren't that close, she should know what he's up to.

Something is off.

"Oh, this guy is Choi Woogyung, someone from where Kim Taegang used to be, with some useful information..."

Why?

Long bangs falling to the shoulders.

Dull eyes, face, expression, tone.

Everything clearly indicated it was Chaeseol, yet something felt unfamiliar.

As if someone was meticulously mimicking her, a sense of strangeness lingered.

"...That's how it turned out."

"Yeah."

"We were still talking, so just a moment..."

"...Hyung."

Just as he was about to continue talking with Choi Woogyung.

He was shedding tears while staring into the void.

At the same time as calling him "hyung," he spoke into the empty space as if touching something, reaching out his hand to an unreachable place and fumbling around.

"Hyung!!!!!! Where did you go!!! Why!!! Why...!!!!"

"...Choi Woogyung!!"

Damn it, I had a feeling something was off, but now it's certain.

No matter how much he shook his shoulders, it seemed like he couldn't hear.

Suddenly, as if possessed by something, he continued to aimlessly search the air for something.

He appeared to be out of his mind.

All of this was exactly as it should be.

It all began after Chaeseol-a appeared.

"Hanul, Luna is over there. Come over for a moment; we need to discuss something."

"Oh, really? What nonsense is that guy calling me for now? I'm busy."

I followed behind Chaeseol-a towards where Luna was said to be.

Chaeseol-a's hair fluttered.

The scent of the shampoo from another world that she used instead of regular shampoo.

Her habit of clasping her hands behind her while walking.

I walked for a while, examining everything one by one.

Finally, when we emerged from the dense reed field and reached the plain again,

I grabbed Chaeseol-a's shoulder as our distance from Choi Woogyung had somewhat increased.

"...Logically speaking, it doesn't make sense. It just doesn't."

"Hanul?"

"The fact that Chaeseol-a calls Luna 'Luna' and the fact that she has only broken 35 things."

"...?"

"And because she's so damn sleepy, you can't see what she's doing right now."

"What are you talking about?"

"There's no kiss mark on her neck. You fake."

I immediately punched the one resembling Chaeseol-a.

It barely dodged the punch and then took a step back, distancing itself.

"You're not Chaeseol-a."

"...Tsk tsk."

With a tone full of certainty, the mask of the guy slowly began to come off.

Soon, the real appearance of the revealed guy was truly astonishing.

        
            It was an unbelievable scene.

Chaeseol's body contorted wildly like a slime, and even her face began to change.

Soon, the face transformed into Luna's identical appearance.

"Hmm, I look better in my original form!"

"...What exactly are you?"

"You're going to die soon anyway, why bother asking, you fool!"

The guy extended his arm, aiming precisely for the vital point.

Seeing his arms elongate like a slime, it seemed his ability involved transforming his body at will.

In simple terms, they were individuals who could transform into desired forms and use their rubbery flexibility to outmaneuver opponents.

He was a liquid monster.

He aimed for the vital points that could kill with a mere touch.

Unlike me, he genuinely intended to kill the opponent.

If one were to allow an attack even once, what followed would be unimaginable.

"Heh, you dodge quite well. It's fun to play around."

First, the reason behind his actions was unclear.

If climbing the tower wasn't the goal, was he planning on receiving a prophecy and then committing suicide?

However, there hadn't been any actions significant enough to become a target.

Rather than harboring resentment, it seemed I had more to worry about.

Regardless, one thing was certain; there was no time to ponder now.

"I got you!!"

I almost fell prey to the arm flying from the opposite direction.

Barely evading his assault, I distanced myself again.

Upon closer inspection, he was undoubtedly an impeccable liquid monster.

Easily dodging the attacks thrown at him, he possessed a deceitful ability. Even if his body were pierced, it was futile.

Even in a desperate situation where nothing worked, my focus shifted elsewhere.

"Exactly, it's natural to be anxious. How can I mimic your comrade!"

"...True, I'm curious. But you probably won't tell me."

"Don't expect any special treatment!!"

Eventually, what he revealed was unbelievable and detestable.

Chaeseol and Luna lay unconscious inside his sticky liquid.

The two of them were bound within his abdomen.

"You... you bastard, what have you done?"

"It's hard to believe, right? The fact that even Einstein here suffered because of me. Hehe."

His pupils dilated in astonishment.

His eyes widened to gather more visual information.

Despite seeing it, the brain endlessly sought more information, as if unable to believe it.

But after repeated transmissions, the conclusion was reached - that might actually be real.

Soon, various changes occurred in his body.

His eyes widened further to aim accurately at the target.

Simultaneously, his heart rate increased, breathing intensified, and his mouth naturally opened wider.

His arms and legs assumed extreme positions, as if they could spring forth at any moment.

And a sensation akin to boiling blood surged through his body, despite the impossibility of actual blood flow.

Moreover, his mind, filled only with rage, ultimately pushed him into an excited mental state.

In short, fury surged within him.

"Now then..."

A part of the liquid monster vanished.

The distance covered to reach 10 meters was less than a second.

It was a speed beyond reaction.

Before he could react, no time was left for him to catch up.

In human terms, it meant that in a split second, holes appeared in his right arm and abdomen.

Yet, Yohanul did not lose his composure.

Instead, he was calmer than ever, sharper than ever.

This was a state of awakening where the acceptable mental limit was forcibly surpassed.

It was a moment when every sense in his body sharpened.

"Ugh...! This guy! Where did he...!"

Translated into his speed, it was merely one syllable.

While the opponent uttered just one syllable, the holes grew larger.

Unfortunately, the opponent relied on physical attacks, which were the opposite of his forte.

"Heh, quite agile but that's all."

The liquid monster's body could be severed and torn apart without consequence.

Even the destroyed parts regenerate immediately, rendering all attacks useless.

In some cases, the opponent becomes invincible.

Yeo Han-ul's anger had not subsided in the slightest, but he was gradually realizing that he was falling behind.

If he had evaporated the guy through electricity at a time like this.

If Cha Seol-a were here, it would have surely been a great help.

On the contrary, does this mean that without Cha Seol-a, he can't even handle such a guy?

The anxiety creeping up from behind gradually stole the strength from his hands.

"It's time to be devoured."

Why does this guy have so many sharp teeth?

The situation was so dark that it seemed futile to try to avoid the approaching creature's mouth.

At that moment when his exhausted body was forcing him to give up.

Once again, it seems someone has triggered the explosion robot.

Due to the sound that seemed closer because of the explosion nearby, he had no choice but to cover his ears.

"Argh...! Darn it."

As he tightly covered his trembling ears with his hands, something astonishing happened.

The adult-sized liquid monster had shrunk to the size of a mere child.

His eyes widened as the appearance from a moment ago disappeared without a trace.

And as he removed his hand from his ear.

"Hehehe, you guys will soon end up like the one caught in that explosion over there."

The guy from before reappears.

In that case, could it be....

"Now die!!"

After dodging the creature's long attack, he distanced himself once again.

Now, everything hinges on this.

"I've always thought. No matter how much damage you've taken, you're not the type to lie."

"What nonsense are you suddenly talking about?"

"Artemia must have given a hint to use in this test, but even after careful consideration, I don't know where to apply it."

The hint Artemia gave was to pay attention to the sound.

However, the content of the test had nothing to do with the sound.

Although the explosion of the robot was tremendous, it probably wasn't meant to alert them about such things.

It's not the sound that needs caution in the test.

But rather the characteristics of the person to be cautious of in the test.

"Heh heh, is this the last supper? Seems like you've lost your mind."

The blue fruit he habitually picked up because of Luna.

He took out two fruits from his pocket and ate them.

One characteristic of the blue fruit is that, along with the taste of paradise mentioned earlier, there exists a small seed.

According to my military experience, the size of that seed is very similar to an earplug worn for shooting practice.

Carefully, he inserted the seed into his ear.

If my hypothesis is correct.

"...Now I see."

"What?"

"Let's settle this, you liar."

Wearing the seed instead of the earplug.

Its effect was outstanding.

Not only did it fit snugly and comfortably, but it also blocked 99% of external sounds.

As a result, even the creature's ultrasonic waves sent through hearing were blocked.

Ultrasonic waves clearly induce hallucinations.

When the hallucination disappeared, there was nothing but a small humanoid less than a meter away.

In other words, the hint Artemia provided was an auditory hallucination. The true identity of 'Leo.'

"How did you...!"

"In the first place, you were lying from the beginning to the end. Can you guarantee that your name is real? Besides, if that guy is a worthy opponent, then he must have excelled in the previous test."

Actually, I half-jokingly called him Leo.

Anyway, since the outcome was good, I moved on.

Rather, for such a small and weak-looking guy to have passed the previous test in first place.

It wasn't for nothing that I warned about hallucinations.

I myself almost lost my sanity for a moment.

"Since it's visible, the purpose is obvious. He's just putting on a show to get rid of anyone who might interfere."

"This guy... But even if we know his identity, it won't change anything!"

That was true.

Even if they found out his true identity, acting rashly would only result in both of them being eliminated.

Then I should find someone to fall with instead.

"What, what are you doing!"

"Your abilities are too exceptional. Just stay tied up here for a moment."

Leo, without hallucinations, had a power that was beyond feeble.

Thinking back, most of the first test was tailored for someone like him.

If they had been assigned to the same team, the outcome would have been uncertain.

He promptly tied the guy tightly to a nearby tree.

"There's a famous saying where I come from."

"What, what is it?"

"One who thrives on hallucinations, perishes by hallucinations."

"What nonsense is that...!!"

Gradually clearing the surrounding area of reeds, making it wide like an open field.

As the reeds disappeared, figures began to emerge little by little.

Other participants gathered, some still half out of their minds.

Not only did some see opponents they wanted to face among the dogs, but it seemed they could even see opponents they wanted to kill.

The figures running in, filled with intermittent rage, resembled a scene from a zombie blockbuster.

"Untie me!!! Untie this bastard!!! Let me go!!!"

"Farewell, kid."

When he quickly left his spot,

After confirming the screams piercing through the greenery and the sound of the guy breaking through the seed, he could fully move.

However, not long after, as if something important had been forgotten, something crossed his mind.

"Oh, right. Choi Woo-kyung."

        
            Due to focusing on dealing with Leo, I had completely forgotten about Choi Woo-kyung.

He seemed to be under the influence of some kind of hallucination.

Especially the sight of him howling while searching for 'hyung' was a face I had never seen from him before.

Seeming like he belonged to someone he wanted to see, yet at the same time emanating feelings of anger and resentment.

...I need to go back for now.

After confirming Leo being vigorously torn apart over there, I quickly moved my steps back to our original location.

Making a rustling sound as I passed through the reeds, he started coming into view at the end.

Luckily, he didn't seem to be thrashing around aimlessly in the air anymore.

It seems he has been released from the hallucination after being brought down. Seeing him sitting on the ground with his head bowed deeply indicated that only the aftereffects remained.

"Are you back to your senses?"

"...You showed an unpleasant sight. Don't worry about it, it's nothing."

Choi Woo-kyung got up from his spot and spent the remaining time.

10 minutes.

Due to our struggle with him, there were only a few moments left until the end.

He sighed unnecessarily and continued with the information I hadn't heard earlier.

The purpose they are pursuing by forming groups.

It was quite a despairing story.

"...The first human?"

"Yes, our goal is to find the first human who landed here. Judging by how desperately the leader is searching, they must know a lot more than us, at least."

"You guys also seem to be in need of information. I wouldn't mind seeing the face of this leader."

"Ah, don't get hurt for no reason."

The first human. I thought that finding someone who has been here for a few years would surely provide a significant clue.

But now, it seems the goal has shifted to finding someone who knows the whole story.

If, by chance, we have to find another person after finding that individual.

If we keep searching and there's no one left to meet.

If we reach the end of this repeating cycle without hearing the answer.

I felt a headache for a moment.

"I roughly understand what you're thinking, but shouldn't we leave for now?"

Choi Woo-kyung touched my shoulder with a serious expression.

However, a deep sense of unfamiliarity penetrated my mind.

This unknown feeling was like sinking into a swamp.

It's as if...

"...Anyway, I get it. Just fulfill that request, right?"

"Yeah."

A vague request.

The condition for helping once when truly needed.

When is it really necessary?

What help do they need?

I had no idea at all.

"...Hey."

As I was about to leave after exchanging promises.

Choi Woo-kyung called out to me.

Stopping for a moment at his call, I could hear the final piece of information tinged with a slightly resentful tone.

According to what the leader had found out.

The first human has someone who always accompanied them.

Just by listening to the stories of those originally belonging to the Flame Chariot, it was easy to gather that waking up alone in an unfamiliar place was common.

So, 5 minutes passed.

After hearing that story, we could only meet after another 5 minutes.

"Hey, your blood...."

Luna, who joined late, seemed to have engaged in a fierce battle with someone.

She managed to sever the ill-fated connection with someone named 'Raina,' allowing her to move forward.

In the meantime, with Cha Seol-ah's performance in handling 104 target robots alone, the second test came to an end.

The result was unexpected.

'1%.'

Passing with a score that only the top 10% receive in the final test.

However, she passed with a 1% score.

Certainly, Cha Seol-ah's advancement and interference with others seemed to have had an effect, resulting in a higher score than expected.

With the score announcement, we were relocated back to the room we had previously stayed in.

For some reason, my head feels heavier than usual.

I couldn't shake off the feeling that the exam had ended somewhat abruptly.

And then, when Luna briefly left her seat.

"Hanul...."

The sound of the door locking signaled a familiar situation unfolding.

Approaching with a bright smile on her face, the woman in front of me.

Lightly pushing my body back, enveloping me in a fragrant scent.

Arms wrapped around me and a buried face in my chest.

Her breath, as if collecting samples, strangely evoked no emotions.

"...Hanul?"

I pushed Chaeseol slightly away.

As a result, Chaeseol looked up with a slightly puzzled expression.

A situation where she wouldn't have refused under normal circumstances.

Breaths and bodies already shared countless times.

Yet, an awkwardness lingered.

It seemed that Chaeseol also sensed something amiss shortly after.

Amidst the surrounding sense of unfamiliarity, I asked her.

"...Chaeseol, should we just go back?"

"What's all this sudden talk about?"

If asked whether I now desired more of life here, I could only respond with uncertainty.

However, a sudden unease had inexplicably grown uncontrollably.

Even if we were to encounter the very first human, they might not have found any different solutions.

Moreover, the person we might meet could be hard to find, let alone confirm their existence.

Obtaining information was undoubtedly challenging.

Collaborating to discover a solution might consume an immense amount of time.

Even in the Flame Chariot where so many people gathered, there was likely no valuable knowledge gained from staying here for long.

Eventually, overwhelmed by the despair of being unable to escape the confines of interrogation, my body felt heavily burdened.

It felt similar to the hallucinations experienced during the recent battle with Leo.

However, I could assert that this vivid sensation was not merely a mood swing.

Because.

Chaeseol's expression, which had been lively until just now, quickly cooled for some reason.

Like the expression of an owner facing a toy that refused to move as desired.

"...Chaeseol?"

"The 104th."

Chaeseol murmured while sitting up on the bed, leaning on one side.

Upon questioning the one speaking incomprehensible words again, I received the answer that this was the 104th occurrence.

Still, the words remained incomprehensible.

At that moment, something suddenly flashed through my mind.

The short but significant events since arriving here, and simultaneously, the events before coming to this world.

"...Do I have a past?"

Why did I consider Kim Taegang a murderer?

Why do I know about Chaeseol's past?

Why did I avoid Chaeseol?

Why.

"...Why?"

Tears streamed down my eyes in an instant.

Chaeseol silently looked at me, wiping away the tears with her hand.

I couldn't understand why tears were flowing.

Just as sounds emerge from a hungry stomach when it grumbles, the tears that emerged did so naturally.

...Denial.

The above words are denial. The reason for the tears was too simple.

"Why did you do this?"

"Because I love you."

Psycho.

Yandere.

Crazy woman.

Stalker.

All terms referring to Chaeseol.

Simultaneously.

A person who always sticks around.

According to him, those who fell here all regained consciousness alone.

If there was a difference between the first human and others.

It was said that he was the only one who had someone fall with him.

When I fell near the strange forest, there was someone beside me.

Chaeseol.

And the first human.

Yohanul.

Thinking back, the reason for the tears was simple.

The first human still hadn't found a way back.

Only discovering the starting point of the cycle.

"Is everything your doing?"

"......"

"From banging your head on the fountain to falling into this place!! Everything that led us to be manipulated by weirdos and brought us here!!"

I grabbed Chaeseol's shoulders and pushed her against the wall.

Then, I demanded fiercely, "Just how much of this is manipulation? That guy outside, the fact that I dislike you, even this bed we're on... I can't believe in anything anymore."

I muttered softly, "...How is something like this possible?"

In response to my question, Chaeseol replied, "I'm not a god-like being. This ability just happened by chance. Also, it's not a lie that you dislike me."

"...."

"The first thing I did after gaining this ability was to run to you. At least then, I could keep you by my side."

And so it went, 1st time.

2nd time.

15th time.

...60th time.

"By now, I've achieved the most successful result."

"...Result?"

"Yes, you've started to open up to me a little for the first time."

"We even got physical."

"...You must be out of your mind too."

"Hanul..."

The familiar yet unfamiliar headache.

Once again, a strong pain resonated in my head.

Slowly.

Very slowly.

A feeling of falling from a cliff without gravity.

From above, Chaeseol's final words echoed, "Where is someone who loves with a clear mind."

-But how did you find out so quickly?

-It seems there was an accomplice.

-In the end, an error occurred.

-It's okay.

-We can start over with anything until you like me.

For a lifetime.

        EPUB/toc.xhtml

        
          Table of Contents


          
            		The Fountain Leading to Another World


		Are you repaying kindness with vengeance?


		Things will be resolved more easily than expected


		Twist my neck if you want


		A unicorn is a pearl necklace on a pig's neck


		I'll do strange things


		Since it's come to this, become rich


		This is too much of a scam


		I'm fine with doing it outside


		Doing this makes it feel like we're dating


		If you killed our entire family


		Would you die if the commander dies?


		If we endure this time, we can XX


		There's no time, so go for it, 18


		You know? Right now, this isn't a game, it's a fight


		It's time to keep the promise


		Crisis is an opportunity


		Bring that


		That's why we decided to date just now


		Something's wrong with my body


		Let's do more


		So win, or I'll kill you


		Shut your mouth!!!!!


		There's no kiss mark on the neck


		You liar


		Where is the person who loves in their right mind (Final episode)


          


        
      

EPUB/script.js
function fnEpub(){}



